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LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS.

No. I. THE PRESENT TIME.

[ist February 1850.]

Thb Present Time, youngest-born of Eternity, child and heir

of all the Past Times with their good and evil, and parent of

all the Future, is ever a ' New Era' to the thinking man ; and

comes with new questions and significance, however common-
place it look : to know it, and what it bids us do, is ever the

sum of knowledge for all of us. This new Day, sent us out of

Heaven, this also has its heavenly omens ;—amid the bustling

trivialities and loud empty noises, its silent monitions, which,

if we cannot read and obey, it will not be well with us ! No ;

—nor is there any sin more fearfully avenged on men and

Nations than that same, which indeed includes and presup-

poses all manner of sins : the sin which our old pious fathers

called 'judicial bhndness ;'—which we, with our light habits,

may still call misinterpretation of the Time that now is ; dis-

loyalty to its real meanings and monitions, stupid disregard of

these, stupid adherence active or passive to the counterfeits and

mere current semblances of these. This is true of all times

and days.

But in the days that are now passing-over us, even fools

are arrested to ask the meaning of them ; few of the genera-

tions of men have seen more impressive days. Days of endless

calamity, disruption, dislocation, confusion worse confounded :

if they are not days of endless hope too, then they are days of

utter despair. For it is not a small hope that will suffice, the

ruin being clearly, either in action or in prospect, universal.

B
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There must be a new world, if there is to be any world at all!

That human things in our Europe can ever return to the old

sorry routine, and proceed with any steadiness or continuance

there ; this small hope is not now a tenable one. These days

of universal death must be days of universal newbirth, if the

ruin is not to be total and final ! It is a Time to make the

dullest man consider ; and ask himself, Whence he came ?

Whither he is bound ?—A veritable ' New Era,' to the foolish

as well as to the wise.

Not long ago, the world saw, with thoughtless joy which

might have been very thoughtful joy, a real miracle not here-

tofore considered possible or conceivable in the world,—a Re-

forming Pope. A simple pious creature, a good country-priest,

invested unexpectedly with the tiara, takes up the New Testa-

ment, declares that this henceforth shall be his rule of govern-

ing. No more finesse, chicanery, hypocrisy, or false or foul

dealing of any kind : God's truth shall be spoken, God's justice

shall be done, on the throne called of St. Peter : an honest

Pope, Papa, or Father of Christendom, shall preside there.

And such a throne of St. Peter ; and such a Christendom, for

an honest Papa to preside in ! The European populations

everywhere hailed the omen ; v/ith shouting and rejoicing,

leading-articles and tar-barrels ; thinking people listened with

astonishment,—not with sorrow if they were faithful or wise ;

with awe rather as at the heralding of death, and with a joy as

of victory beyond death ! Something pious, grand and as if

awful in that joy, revealing once more the Presence of a Divme
Justice in this world. For, to such men it was very clear how
this poor devoted Pope would prosper, with his New Testament

in his hand. An alarming business, that of governing in the

throne of St. Peter by the rule of veracity ! By the rule of ver-

acity, the so-called throne of St. Peter was openly declared,

above three-hundred years ago, to be a falsity, a huge mistake,

a pestilent dead carcass, which this Sun was weary of. More
than three hundred years ago, the throne of St. Peter received

peremptory judicial notice to quit ; authentic order, registered

in Heaven's chancery and since legible in the hearts of all

brave men, to take itself away,—to begone, and let us have

no more to do with it and its delusions and impious deliriums ;

-and it has been sitting every day since, it may depend upon
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it, at its own peril withal, and will have to piiy exact damages

yet for every day it has so sat. Law of veracity ? What this

I'opedoin had to do by the law of veracity, was to give-up its

own foul galvanic life, an offence to gods and men ; honestly to

die, and get itself buried !

Far from this was the thing the poor Pope undertook in

regard to it ;—and yet, on the whole, it was essentially this

too. " Reforming Pope ?" said one of our acquaintance, often

in those weeks, "Was there ever such a miracle? About to

" break-up that huge imposthume too, by 'curing' it ? Turgot
" and Necker were nothing to this. God is great ; and when
" a scandal is to end, brings some devoted man to take charge

" of it in hope, not in despair !"—But cannot he reform ? asked

many simple persons ;—to whom our fnend in grim banter

would reply :
" Reform a Popedom,—hardly. A wretched old

" kettle, ruined from top to bottom, and consisting mainly now
" of foul o'rime and rnsi( : stop the holes of it, as your anteces-

" sors have been doing, with temporary putty, it may hang-
" together yet a while ; begin to hammer at it, solder at it, to

" what you call mend and rectify it,—it will fall to sherds, as

" sure as rust is rust
;
go all into nameless dissolution,—and

" the fat in the fire will be a thing worth looking at, poor
" Pope!" So accordingly it has proved. The poor Pope,

amid felicitations and tar-barrels of various kinds, went on joy-

fully for a season : but he had awakened, he as no other man
could do, the sleeping elements ; mothers of the whirlwinds,

conflagrations, earthquakes. Questions not very soluble at

present, were even sages and heroes set to solve them, began

everywhere with new emphasis to be asked. Questions which

all official men wished, and almost hoped, to postpone till

Doomsday. Doomsday itselt kad come ; that was the terrible

truth !—
For, sure enough, if once the law of veracity be acknow-

ledged as the rule for human things, there will not anywhere

be want of work for the reformer ; in very few places do hu-

man things adhere quite closely to that law ! Here was the

Papa of Christendom proclaiming that such was actually the

case ;—whereupon all over Chiistendom such results as we
have seen. The Sicilians, I think, were the first notable body
that set-about applying this new strange rule sanctioned by the

general Father ; they said to theinselves. We do not by the law



4 LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS.

of veracity belong to Naples and these Neapolitan Officials

;

we will, by favour of Heaven and the Pope, be free of these.

Fighting ensued ; insurrection, fiercely maintained in the Sici-

lian Cities ; with much bloodshed, much tumult and loud noise,

vociferation extending through all newspapers and countries.

The effect of this, carried abroad by newspapers and rumour,

was great in all places
;
greatest perhaps in Paris, which for

sixty years past has been the City of Insurrections. The
French People had plumed themselves on being, whatever else

they were not, at least the chosen ' soldiers of liberty,' who
took the lead of all creatures in that pursuit, at least ; and had

become, as their orators, editors and litterateurs diligently

taught them, a People whose bayonets were sacred, a kind of

Messiah People, saving a blind world in its own despite, and
earning for themselves a terrestrial and even celestial glory

very considerable indeed. And here were the wretched down-

trodden populations of Sicily risen to rival them, and threat-

ening to take the trade out of their hand.

No doubt of it, this hearing continually of the very Pope's

glory as a Reformer, of the very Sicilians fighting divinely for

liberty behind barricades,—must have bitterly aggravated the

feeling of every Frenchman, as he looked around him, at

home, on a Louis-Philippism which had become the scorn of

all the world. " Ichabodj is the gl9ry departing from us?
" Under the sun is nothing baser, by all accounts and evi-

" dences, than the system of repression and corruption, of

" shameless dishonesty and unbelief in anything but human
" baseness, that we now live under. The Italians, the very

" Pope, have become apostles of liberty, and France is

" what is France !"—We know .vhat France suddenly became
in the end of February next ; and by a clear enough genealogy,

we can trace a considerable share in that event to the good

simple Pope with the New Testament in his hand. An out-

break, or at least a radical change and even inversion of affairs

hardly to be achieved without an outbreak, everybody felt was

inevitable in France : but it had been universally expected that

France would as usual take the initiative in that matter ; and

had there been no reforming Pope, no insurrectionary Sicily,

France had certainly not broken-out then and so, but only

afterwards and otherwise. The French explosion, not antici-

pated by the cunningest men there on the spot scrutinising
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it, burst-up unlimited, complete, defying computation or con-

trol.

Close following which, as if by sympathetic subterranean

electricities, all Europe exploded, boundless, uncontrollable
;

and we had the year 1848, one of the most singular, disastrous,

amazing, and, on the whole, humiliating years the European
world ever saw. Not since the irruption of the Northern Bar-

barians has there been the like. Everywhere immeasurable

Democracy rose monstrous, loud, blatant, inarticulate as the

voice of Chaos. Everywhere the Official holy-of-holies was
scandalously laid bare to dogs and the profane :—Enter, all

the world, see what kind of Official holy it is. Kings every-

where, and reigning persons, stared in sudden horror, the voice

of the whole world bellowing in their ear, " Begone, ye imbe-

cile hypocrites, histrios not heroes ! Off with you, off!"—and,

what was peculiar and notable in this year for the first time,

the Kings all made haste to go, as if exclaiming, "We are
" poor histrios, we sure enough ;—did you want heroes ? Don't
" kill us ; we couldn't help it !" Not one of them turned round,

and stood upon his Kingship, as upon a right he could afford

to die for, or to risk his skin upon ; by no manner of means.

That, I say, is the alarming peculiarity at present. Demo-
cracy, on this new occasion, finds all Kings conscioiis that they

are but Playactors. The miserable mortals, enacting their

High Life Below Stairs, with faith only that this Universe

may perhaps be all a phantasm and hypocrisis,—the truculent

Constable of the Destinies suddenly enters :
" Scandalous

" Phantasms, what dxi you here? Are 'solemnly constituted

" Impostors' the proper Kings of men ? Did you think the

" Life of Man was a grimacing dance of apes ? To be led

" always by the squeak of your paltry fiddle ? Ye miserable,

" this Universe is not an upholstery Puppet-play, but a ter-

" rible God's Fact ; and you, I think,—had not you better

" begone !" They fled precipitately, some ot them with what

we may call an exquisite ignominy,—in terror of the treadmill

or worse. And everywhere the people, or the populace, take

their own government upon themselves ; and open ' kingless-

ness,' what we call anarchy,—how happy if it be anarchy ^///j

a street-constable !—is everywhere the order of the day. Such
was the history, from Baltic to Mediterranean, in Italy, France,

Prussia, Austria, from end to end of Europe, in those March
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days of 1848. Since the destruction of the old Roman Em-
pire by inroad of the Northern Barbarians, I have known no-

thing similar.

And so, then, there remained no King in Europe ; no King
except the Public Haranguer, haranguing on barrel-head, in

leading-article ; or getting himself aggregated into a National

Parliament to harangue. And for about four months all France,

and to a great degree all Europe, rough-ridden by every species

of delirium, except happily the murderous for most part, was
a weltering mob, presided over by M. de-Lamartine at the

H6tel-de-Ville; a most eloquent fair-spoken literary gentleman,

whom thoughtless persons took for a prophet, priest and hea-

ven-sent evangelist, and whom a wise Yankee friend of mine
discerned to be properly ' the first stump-orator in the world,

standing too on the highest stump,—for the time.' A sorrow-

ful spectacle to men of reflection, during the time he lasted,

that poor M. de Lamartine ; with nothing in him but melodi-

ous wind and soft sowder, which he and others took for some-

thing divine and not diabolic ! Sad enough : the eloquent

latest impersonation of Chaos-come-again ; able to talk for it-

self, and declare persuasively that it is Cosmos ! However,

you have but to wait a little, in such cases ; all balloons do

and must give-up their gas in the pressure of things, and are

collapsed in a sufficiently wretched manner before long.

And so in City after City, street-barricades are piled, and

truculent, more or less murderous insurrection begins
;
popu-

lace after populace rises, King after King capitulates or ab-

sconds ; and from end to end of Europe Democracy has blazed-

up explosive, much higher, more irresistible and less resisted

than ever before ; testifying too sadly on what a bottomless

volcano, or universal powder-mine of most inflammable mutin-

ous chaotic elements, separated from us by a thin earth-rind,

Society with all its arrangements and acquirements everywhere,

in the present epoch, rests ! The kind of persons who excite

or give signal to such revolutions,—students, young men of

letters, advocates, editors, hot inexperienced enthusiasts, or

fierce and justly bankrupt desperadoes, acting everywhere on

the discontent of the millions and blowing it into flame,

—

might give rise to reflections as to the character of our epoch.

Never till now did young men, and almost children, take such

a command in human affairs. A changed time since the word
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Senior (Seigneur, or Elder) was first devised to signify ' lord,'

or superior ;—as in all languages of men we find it to have

been ! Not an honourable document this either, as to the spi-

ritual condition of our epoch. In times when men love wis-

dom, the old man will ever be venerable, and be venerated,

and reckoned noble : in times that love something else than

wisdom, and indeed have little or no wisdom, and see little or

none to love, the old man will cease to be venerated ;—and

looking more closely, also, you will find that in fact he has

ceased to be venerable, and has begun to be contemptible ; a

foolish boy still, a boy without the graces, generosities and
opulent strength of young boys. In these days, what of lord-

ship or leadership is still to be done, the youth must do it, not

the mature or aged man ; the mature man, hardened into scep-

tical egoism, knows no monition but that of his own frigid

cautions, avarices, mean timidities ; and can lead nowhither

towards an object that even seems noble. But to return.

This mad state of matters will of course before long allay

itself, as it has everywhere begun to do ; the ordinary necessi-

ties of men's daily existence cannot comport with it, and these,

whatever else is cast aside, will have their way. Some remount-

ing,—very temporary remounting,—of the old machine, under

new colours and altered forms, will probably ensue soon in

most countries : the old histrionic Kings will be admitted back

under conditions, under ' Constitutions,' with national Parlia-

ments, or the like fashionable adjuncts ; and everywhere the

old daily life will try to begin again. But there is now no hope

that such arrangements can be permanent ; that they can be

other than poor temporary makeshifts, which, if they try to

fancy and make themselves permanent, will be displaced by

new explosions recurring more speedily than last time. In

such baleful oscillation, afloat as amid raging bottomless ed-

dies and conflicting sea-currents, not steadfast as on fixed

foundations, must European Society continue swaying, now
disastrously tumbling, then painfully readjusting itself, at ever

shorter intervals,—till once the new rock-basis does come to

light, and the weltering deluges of mutiny, and of need to

mutiny, abate again

!

For universal Democracy, whatever we may think of it, has

declared itseh as an inevitable fact of the days in which we
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live ; and he who has any chance to instruct, or lead, in his

days, must begin by admitting that : new street-barricades, and

new anarchies, still more scandalous if still less sanguinary,

must return and again return, till governing persons everywhere

know and admit that. Democracy, it may be said everywhere,

is here:—for sixty years now, ever since the grand or First

French Revolution, that fact has been terribly announced lo

all the world ; in message after message, some of them very

terrible indeed ; and now at last all the world ought really to

believe it. That the world does believe it ; that even Kings

now as good as believe it, and know, or with just terror sur-

mise, that they are but temporary phantasm Playactors, and

that Democracy is the grand, alarming, imminent and indis-

putable Reality : this, among the scandalous phases we wit-

nessed in the last two years, is a phasis full of hope : a sign

that we are advancing closer and closer to the very Problem

itself, which it will behove us to solve or die ;—that all fight-

ing and campaigning and coalitioning in regard to the exist-

e7ice of the Problem, is hopeless and superfluous henceforth.

The gods have appointed it so; no Pitt, nor body of Pitts or

mortal creatures can appoint it otherwise. Democracy, sure

enough, is here : one knows not how long it will keep hidden

underground even in Russia ;—and here in England, though

we object to it resolutely in the form of street-barricades and

insurrectionary pikes, and decidedly will not open doors to it

on those terms, the tramp of its million feet is on all streets

and thoroughfares, the sound of its bewildered thousandfold

voice is in all writings and speakings, in all thinkings and

modes and activities of men : the soul that does not now, with

hope or terror, discern it, is not the one we address on this

occasion.

What is Democracy ; this huge inevitable Product of the

Destinies, which is everywhere the portion of our Europe in

these latter days ? There lies the question for us. Whence
comes it, this universal big black Democracy ; whither tends

it ; what is the meaning of it ? A meaning it must have, or it

would not be here. If we can find the right meaning of it, we
may, wisely submitting or wisely resisting and controlling, still

hope to live in the midst of it ; if we cannot find the right

meaning, if we find only the wrong or no meaning in it, to

live will not be possible !—The whole social wisdom oi the
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Present Time is summoned, in the name of the Giver of Wis-

dom, to make clear to itself, and lay deeply to heart with an

eye to strenuous valiant practice and effort, what the meaning

of this universal revolt of the European Populations, which

calls itself Democracy, and decides to continue permanent,

may be.

Certainly it is a drama full of action, event fast following

event ; in which curiosity finds endless scope, and there are

interests at stake, enough to rivet the attention of all men,

simple and wise. Whereat the idle multitude lift -up their

voices, gratulating, celebrating sky-high ; in rhyme and prose

announcement, more than plentiful, that no^a the New Era,

and long-expected Year One of Perfect Human Felicity has

come. Glorious and immortal people, sublime French citizens,

heroic barricades ; triumph of civil and religious liberty—

O

Heaven! one of the inevitablest private miseries, to an earn-

est man in such circumstances, is this multitudinous efflux of

oratory and psalmody, from the universal foolish human throat

;

drowning for the moment all reflection whatsoever, except the

sorrowful one that you are fallen in an evil, heavy-laden, long-

eared age, and must resignedly bear your part in the same.

The front wall of your wretched old crazy dwelling, long de-

nounced by you to no purpose, having at last fairly folded it-

self over, and fallen prostrate into the street, the floors, as

may happen, will still hang-on by the mere beam-ends, and co-

herency of old carpentry, though in a sloping direction, and
depend there till certain poor rusty nails and wormeaten dove-

taihngs give way :—but is it cheering, in such circumstances,

that the whole household burst-forth into celebrating the new
joys of light and ventilation, liberty and picturesqueness of

position, and thank God that now they have got a house to

their mind ? My dear household, cease singing and psalmody-

ing ; lay aside your fiddles, take out your work-implements, if

you have any ; for I can say with confidence the laws of gra-

vitation are still active, and rusty nails, wormeaten dovetail-

ings, and secret coherency of old carpentry, are not the best

basis for a household !—In the lanes of Irish cities, I have
heard say, the wretched people are sometimes found living,

and perilously boiling their potatoes, on such swing-floors and
inclined planes hanging-on by the joist-ends ; but I did not

hear that they sang very much in celebration of such lodg-



lo LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS.

ing. No, they slid gently about, sat near the back wall,

and perilously boiled their potatoes, in silence for most

part !

—

High shouts of exultation, in every dialect, by every vehicle

of speech and writing, rise from far and near over this last

avatar of Democracy in 1848: and yet, to wise minds, the first

aspect it presents seems rather to be one of boundless misery

and sorrow. What can be more miserable than this universal

hunting-out of the high dignitaries, solemn functionaries, and
potent, grave and reverend signiors of the world ; this stormful

rising-up of the inarticulate dumb masses everywhere, against

*ihose who pretended to be speaking for them and guiding them?
These guides, then, were mere blind men only pretending to

see ? These rulers were not ruling at all ; they had merely got-

on the attributes and clothes of rulers, and were surreptitiously

drawing the wages, while the work remained undone ? The
Kings were Sham-Kings, playacting as at Drury Lane ;—and
what were the people withal that took them for real ?

It is probably the hugest disclosure oi falsity in human
things that was ever at one time made. These reverend Dig-

nitaries that sat amid their far-shining symbols and long-sound-

ing long-admitted professions, were mere Impostors, then ?

Not a true thing they were doing, but a false thing. The
story they told men was a cunningly-devised fable; the gospels

they preached to them were not an account of man's real posi-

tion in this world, but an incoherent fabrication, of dead ghosts

and unborn shadows, of traditions, cants, indolences, coward-

ices,—a falsity of falsities, which at last ceases to stick together.

Wilfully and against their will, these high units of mankind
were cheats, tlien ; and the low millions who believed in them
were dupes,—a kind of inverse cheats, too, or they would not

have believed in them so long. A universal Bankruptcy ofIm-

posture ; that may be the brief definition of it. Imposture

everywhere declared once more to be contrary to Nature ; no-

body will change its word into an act any farther :—fallen in-

solvent; unable to keep its head up by these false pretences,

or make its pot boil any more for the present ! A more scan-

dalous phenomenon, wide as Europe, never afflicted the face

01 the sun. Bankruptcy everywhere ; foul ignominy, and the

abomination 01 desolation, in all high places : odious to look

upon, as the carnage of a battle-field on the morrow morning;



No. I. THE PRESENT TIME. II

—a massacre not of the innocents ; we cannot call it a mass-

acre of the innocents ; but a universal tumbling of Impostors

and of Impostures into the street !

—

Such a spectacle, can we call it joyful ? There is a joy in

it, to the wise man too ; yes, but a joy full of awe, and as it

were sadder than any sorrov/,—like the vision of immortality,

unattainable except through death and the grave ! And yet

who would not, in his heart of hearts, feel piously thankful that

Imposture has fallen bankrupt ? By all means let it fall bank-

rupt ; in the name of God let it do so, with whatever misery

to itself and to all of us. Imposture, be it known then,

—

known it must and shall be,— is hateful, unendurable to God
and man. Let it understand this everywhere ; and swiftly

make ready for departure, wherever it yet lingers ; and let it

learn never to return, if possible ! The eternal voices, very

audibly again, are speaking to proclaim this message, from

side to side of the world. Not a very cheering message, but a

very indispensable one.

Alas, it is sad enough that Anarchy is here ; that we are

not permitted to regret its being here,—for who that had, for

this divine Universe, an eye which was human at all, could

wish that Shams of any kind, especially that Sham -Kings

should continue ? No : at all costs, it is to be prayed by all

men that Shams may cease. Good Heavens, to what depths

have we got, when this to many a man seems strange ! Yet

strange to many a man it does seem ; and to many a solid

Englishman, wholesomely digesting his pudding among what

are called the cultivated classes, it seems strange exceedingly;

a mad ignorant notion, quite heterodox, and big with mere

ruin. He has been used to decent forms long since fallen

empty of meaning, to plausible modes, solemnities grown cere-

monial,—what you in your iconoclast humour call shams,

—

all his life long; never heard that there was any harm in them,

that there was any getting-on without them. Did not cotton

spin itself, beef grow, and groceries and spiceries come in

from the East and the West, quite comfortably by the side of

shams ? Kings reigned, what they were pleased to call reign-

ing ; lawyers pleaded, bishops preached, and honourable mem-
bers perorated ; and to crown the whole, as if it were all real

and no sham there, did not scrip continue saleable, and the

banker pay in bullion, or paper with a metallic basis? "The



12 LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS.

" greatest sham, I have always thought, is he that would
" destroy shams,"

Even so. To such depth have /, the poor knowing person

of this epoch, got;—ahnost below the level of lowest humanity,

and down towards the state of apehood and oxhood ! For never

till in quite recent generations was such a scandalous blasphemy
quietly set forth among the sons of Adam ; never before did the

creature called man believe generally in his heart that lies were
the rule in this Earth ; that in deliberate long-established lying

could there be help or salvation for him, could there be at

length other than hindrance and destruction for him. O Heavy-
side, my solid friend, this is the sorrow of sorrows : what on

earth can become of us till this accursed enchantment, the

general summary and consecration of delusions, be cast forth

from the heart and life of one and all ! Cast forth it will be
;

it must, or we are tending at all moments,—whitherward I do

not like to name. Alas, and the casting of it out, to what
heights and what depths will it lead us, in the sad universe

mostly of lies and shams and hollow phantasms (grown very

ghastly now), in which, as in a safe home, we have lived this

century or two! To heights and depths of social and individual

divorce from delusions,—of ' reform' in right sacred earnest,

of indispensable amendment, and stern sorrowful abrogation

and order to depart,—such as cannot well be spoken at pre-

sent ; as dare scarcely be thought at present ; which neverthe-

less are very inevitable, and perhaps rather imminent several

of them ! Truly we have a heavy task of work before us ; and

there is a pressing call that we should seriously begin upon it,

before it tumble into an inextricable mass, in which there will

be no working, but only suffering and hopelessly perishing !

—

Or perhaps Democracy, which we announce as now come,

will itself manage it ? Democracy, once modelled into suffrages,

furnished with ballot-boxes and suchlike, will itself accomphsh

the salutary universal change from Delusive to Real, and make

a new blessed world of us by and by ?—To the great mass of

men, I am aware, the matter presents itself quite on this hope-

ful side. Democracy they consider to be a kind of ' Govern-

ment." The old model, formed long since, and brought to

perfection in England now two hundred years ago, has pro-

claimed itself to all Nations as the new healing for every woe .•
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"Set-up a Parliament," the Nations everywhere say, when the

old King is detected to be a Sham-King, and hunted out or

not; "set-up a Parliament; let us have suffrages, universal

" suffrages ; and all either at once or by due degrees will be
" right, and a real Millennium cornel" Such is their way of con-

struing the matter.

Such, alas, is by no means my way of construing the mat
ter ; if it were, I should have had the happiness of remaining

silent, and been without call to speak here. It is because the

contrary of all this is deeply manifest to me, and appears to be

forgotten by multitudes of my contemporaries, that I have had

to undertake addressing a word to them. The contrary of all

this;—and the farther I look into the roots of all this, the more
hateful, ruinous and dismal does the state of mind all this

could have originated in appear to me. To examine this recipe

of a Parliament, how fit it is for governing Nations, nay how
fit it may now be, in these new times, for governing England
itself where we are used to it so long: this, too, is an alarming

inquiry, to which all thinking men, and good citizens of their

country, who have an ear for the small still voices and eternal

intimations, across the temporary clamours and loud blaring

proclamations, are now solemnly invited. Invited by the rigor-

ous fact itself ; which will one day, and that perhaps soon, de-

mand practical decision or redecision of it from us,— with

enormous penalty if we decide it wrong ! I think we shall all

have to consider this question, one day; better perhaps now
than later, when the leisure maybe less. If a Parliament, with

suffrages and universal or any conceivable kind of suffrages,

is the method, then certainly let us set about discovering the

kind of suffrages, and rest no moment till we have got them.

But it is possible a Parliament may not be the method ! Pos-

sible the inveterate notions of the English People may have

settled it as the method, and the Everlasting Laws of Nature

may have settled it as not the method! Not the whole method;
nor the method at all, if taken as the whole ? If a Parliament

with never such suffrages is not the method settled by this lat-

ter authority, then it will urgently behove us to become aware
of that fact, and to quit such method ;—we may depend upon
it, however unanimous we be, every step taken in that direction

will, by the Eternal Law of things, be a step from improvement,

not towards it.
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Not towards it, I say, if so ! Unanimity of voting,—that

will do nothing for us if so. Your ship cannot double Cape
Horn by its excellent plans of voting. The ship may vote this

and that, above decks and below, in the most harmonious ex-

quisitely constitutional manner: the ship, to get round Cape
Horn, will find a set of conditions already voted for, and fixed

with adamantine rigour by the ancient Elemental Powers, who
are entirely careless how you vote. If you can, by voting or

without voting, ascertain these conditions, and valiantly con-

form to them, you will get round the Cape : if you cannot,

—

the ruffian Winds will blow you ever back again ; the inexor-

able Icebergs, dumb privy-councillors from Chaos, will nudge
you with most chaotic ' admonition ;' you will be flung half-

frozen on the Patagonian cliffs, or admonished into shivers by
your iceberg councillors, and sent sheer dovim to Davy Jones,

and will never get round Cape Horn at all ! Unanimity on

board ship ;—yes indeed, the ship's crew may be very unani-

mous, which doubtless, for the time being, will be very com-

fortable to the ship's crew, and to their Phantasm Captain if

they have one : but if the tack they unanimously steer upon is

guiding them into the belly of the Abyss, it will not profit them
much!— Ships accordingly do not use the ballot-box at all;

and they reject the Phantasm species of Captains : one wishes

much some other Entities,— since all entities lie under the same
rigorous set of law^s,—could be brought to show as much wis-

dom, and sense at least of self-preservation, iht first command
of Nature. Phantasm Captains with unanimous votings : this is

considered to be all the law and all the prophets, at present.

If a man could shake-out of his mind the universal noise

of political doctors in this generation and in the last generation

or two, and consider the matter face to face, with his own sin-

cere intelligence looking at it, I venture to say he would find

this a very extraordinary method oi navigating, whether in the

Straits of Magellan or the undiscovered Sea of Time. To pro-

sper in this world, to gain felicity, victory and improvement,

either for a man or a nation, there is but one thing requisite,

That the man or nation can discern what the true regulations

of the Universe are in regard to liin^ and his pursuit, and can

faithfully and steadfastly follow these. These will lead him to

victory; whoever it may be that sets him in the way ot these,

- wire, it Russian Autocrat, Chartist Parliament, Grand Lama,
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Force of Public Qpinion, Archbishop of Canterbury, M'Croudy
the Seraphic Doctor with his Last-evangel of Political Economy,
—sets him in the sure way to please the Author of this Uni-

verse, and is his friend of friends. And again, whoever does

the contrary is, for a like reason, his enemy of enemies. This

may be taken as fixed.

And now by what method ascertain the monition of the gods

in regard to our affairs ? How decipher, with best fidelity, the

eternal regulation of the Universe ; and read, from amid such

confused embroilments of human clamour and folly, what the

real Divine Message to us is ? A divine message, or eternal

regulation of the Universe, there verily is, in regard to every

conceivable procedure and affair of man : faithfully following this,

said procedure or affair will prosper, and have the whole Uni-

verse to second it, and carry it, across the fluctuating contra-

dictions, towards a victorious goal ; not following this, mistak-

ing this, disregarding this, destruction and wreck are certain

for every affair. How find it ? All the world answers me,
" Count heads ; ask Universal Suffrage, by the ballot-boxes,

and that will tell." Universal Suffrage, ballot-boxes, count of

heads ? Well,— I perceive we have got into strange spiritual

latitudes indeed. Within the last half century or so, either the

Universe or else the heads of men must have altered very

much. Half a century ago, and down from Father Adam's
time till then, the Universe, wherever I could hear tell of it,

was wont to be of sonewhat abstruse nature ; by no means
carrying its secret written on its face, legible to every passer-

by ; on the contrary, obstinately hiding its secret from all fool-

ish, slavish, wicked, insincere persons, and partially disclosing

it to the wise and noble-minded alone, whose number was not

the majority in my time !

Or perhaps the chief end of man being now, in these im-

proved epochs, to make money and spend it, his interests in

the Universe have become amazingly simplified of late ; capa-

ble of being voted-on with effect by almost anybody ? ' Tc
buy in the cheapest market, and sell in the dearest :' truly if

that is the summary of his social duties, and the final divine-

message he has to follow, we may trust him extensively to vote

upon that. But if it is not, and never was, or can be ? If the

Universe will not carry on its divine bosom any commonwealth
oi mortals that have no higher aim,—being still 'a leniple and
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Hail of Doom,' not a mere Weaving-shop and Cattle-pen ? If

the unfathomable Universe has decided to reject Human Bea-

vers pretending to be Men ; and will abolish, pretty rapidly

perhaps, in hideous mud-deluges, their ' markets' and them,

unless they think of it ?—In that case it were better to think

of it : and the Democracies and Universal Suffrages, I can ob-

serve, will require to modify themselves a good deal

!

Historically speaking, I believe there was no Nation that

could subsist upon Democracy. Of ancient Republics, and
Demoi and Popidi, we have heard much ; but it is now pretty

well admitted to be nothing to our purpose ;—a universal-suf-

frage republic, or a general-suffrage one, or any but a most-

limited-suffrage one, never came to light, or dreamed of doing

so, in ancient times. When the mass of the population were

slaves, and the voters intrinsically a kind of kings, or men
born to rule others ; when the voters were real ' aristocrats'

and manageable dependents of such,—then doubtless voting,

and confused jumbling of talk and intrigue, might, without im-

mediate destruction, or the need of a Cavaignac to intervene

with cannon and sweep the streets clear of it, go on ; and beau-

tiful developments of manhood might be possible beside it, for

a season. Beside it ; or even, if you will, by means of it, and

in virtue of it, though that is by no means so certain as is often

supposed. Alas, no : the reflective constitutional mind has

misgivings as to the origin of old Greek and Roman nobleness;

and indeed knows not how this or any other human nobleness

could well be 'originated,' or brought to pass, by voting or

without voting, in this world, except by the grace of God very

mainly;—and remembers, with a sigh, that of the Seven Sages

themselves no fewer than three were bits of Despotic Kings,

Tv^avvot, 'Tyrants' so-called (such being greatly wanted there)

;

and that the other four were very far from Red Republicans,

if of any political faith whatever ! We may quit the Ancient

Classical concern, and leave it to College-clubs and speculative

debating-societies, in these late days.

Of the various French Republics that have been tried, or

that are still on trial,—of these also it is not needful to say

any word. But there is one modern instance of Democracy
nearly perfect, the Republic of the United States, which has

actually subsisted ior threescore years or more, with immense

success as is affirmed ; to which many still appeal, as to a sign
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of hope for all nations, and a * Model Republic' Is not Ame-
rica an instance in point ? Why should not all Nations sub-

sist and flourish on Democracy, as America does ?

Of America it would ill beseem any Englishman, and me
perhaps as little as another, to speak unkindly, to speak un-

patriotically, if any of us even felt so. Sure enough, America

is a great, and in many respects a blessed and hopeful phe-

nomenon. Sure enough, these hardy millions of Anglo-saxon

men prove themselves worthy of their genealogy ; and, with

the axe and plough and hammer, if not yet with any much finer

kind of implements, are triumphantly clearing-out wide spaces,

seedfields for the sustenance and refuge of mankind, arenas for

the future history of the world ; doing, in their day and gene-

ration, a creditable and cheering feat under the sun. But as

to a Model Republic, or a model anything, the wise among
themselves know too well that there is nothing to be said.

Nay the title hitherto to be a Commonwealth or Nation at all,

among the s'^i/jj of the world, is, strictly considered, still a thing

they are but striving for, and indeed have not yet done much
towards attaining. Their Constitution, such as it may be, was
made here, not there ; went over with them from the Old-Puri-

tan English workshop ready-made. Deduct what they carried

with them from England ready-made,— their common English

Language, and that same Constitution, or rather elixir of con-

stitutions, their inveterate and now, as it were, inborn rever-

ence for the Constable's Staff; two quite immense attainments,

which England had to spend much blood, andvahant sweat of

brow and brain, for centuries long, in achieving ;—and what
iiew elements of polity or nationhood, what noble new phasis

of human arrangement, or social device worthy of Prometheus
or of Epimetheus, yet comes to light in America 1 Cotton-

crops and Indian-corn and dollars come to light ; and half a

world of untilled land, where populations that respect the con-

stable can live, for the present without Government : this comes
to light ; and the profound sorrow of all nobler hearts, here ut-

tering itself as silent patient unspeakable ennui, there com-
ing out as vague elegiac wailings, that there is still next to

nothing more. ' Anarchy plus a street-constable :' that also is

anarchic to me, and other than quite lovely

!

I foresee, too, that, long beiore the waste lands are full, the

very street-constable, on these poor terms, will have become
C
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impossible : without the waste lands, as here in our Europe, I

do not see how he could continue possible many weeks. Cease

to brag to me of America, and its model institutions and con-

stitutions. To men in their sleep there is nothing granted in

this world: nothing, or as good as nothing, to men that sit

idly caucusing and ballot-boxing on the graves of their heroic

ancestors, saying, " It is well, it is well !" Corn and bacon are

granted : not a very sublime boon, on such conditions ; a boon
moreover which, on such conditions, cannot last ! No : America

too will have to strain its energies, in quite other fashion than

this ; to crack its sinews, and ail-but break its heart, as the rest

of us have had to do, in thousandfold wrestle with the Pythons

and mud-demons, before it can become a habitation for the

gods. America's battle is yet to fight ; and we, sorrowful

though nothing doubting, will wish her strength for it. New
Spiritual Pythons, plenty of them; enormous Megatherions, as

ugly as were ever born of mud, loom huge and hideous out of

the twilight Future on America; and she will have her own
agony, and her own victory, but on other terms than she is yet

quite aware of. Hitherto she but ploughs and hammers, in a

very successful manner ; hitherto, in spite of her ' roast-goose

with apple-sauce,' she is not much. ' Roast-goose with apple-

sauce for the poorest working-man :' well, surely that is some-

thing,—thanks to your respect for the street-constable, and to

your continents of fertile waste land ;—but that, even if it could

continue, is by no means enough ; that is not even an instal-

ment towards what will be required of you. My friend, brag

not yet of our American cousins ! Their quantity of cotton,

dollars, industry and resources, I believe to be almost unspeak-

able ; but I can by no means worship the like of these. What
great human soul, what great thought, what great noble thing

that one could worship, or loyally admire, has yet been pro-

duced there ? None: the American cousins have yet done none

of these things. " What they have done ?" growls Smelfungus,

tired of the subject :
" They have doubled their population

" every twenty years. They have begotten, with a rapidity be-

" yond recorded example. Eighteen Millions of the greatest

" boies ever seen in this world before,—that hitherto is their

" feat in History!"—And so we leave them, lor the present;

and rannot predict the success of Democracy, on this si<le of

the Atlantic, from their example.
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Alas, on this side of the Atlantic and on that, Democracy,

we apprehend, is forever impossible ! So much, with certainty

of loud astonished contradiction from all manner of men at

present, but with sure appeal to the Law of Nature and the

ever-abiding Fact, may be suggested and asserted once more.

The Universe itself is a Monarchy and Heirarchy; large liberty

of ' voting' there, all manner of choice, utmost free-will, but

with conditions inexorable and immeasurable annexed to every

exercise of the same. A most free commonwealth of ' voters
;'

but with Eternal Justice to preside over it. Eternal Justice en-

forced by Almighty Power ! This is the model of ' constitu-

tions;' this: nor in any Nation where there has not yet (in

some supportable and withal some constantly-increasing degree)

been confided to the Noblest, with his select series of Nobler,

the divine everlasting duty of directing and controlling the Ig-

noble, has the ' Kingdom of God,' which we all pray for, ' come,'

nor can ' His will' even tend to be ' done on Earth as it is in

Heaven' till then. My Christian friends, and indeed my Sham-
Christian and Anti-Christian, and all manner of men, are in-

vited to reflect on this. They will find it to be the truth of the

case. The Noble in the high place, the Ignoble in the low;

that is, in all times and in all countries, the Almighty Maker's

Law.

To raise the Sham-Noblest, and solemnly consecrate hiin

by whatever method, new-devised, or slavishly adhered to from

old wont, this, little as we may regard it, is, in all times and

countries, a practical blasphemy, and Nature will in no wise

forget it. Alas, there lies the origin, the fatal necessity, of

modern Democracy everywhere. It is the Noblest, not the

Sham-Noblest ; it is God -Almighty's Noble, not the Court-

Tailor's Noble, nor the Able-Editor's Noble, that must in some
approximate degree, be raised to the supreme place; he and

not a counterfeit,—under penalties ! Penalties deep as death,

and at length terrible as hell-on-earth, my constitutional friend

!

—Will the ballot-box raise the Noblest to the chief place; does

any sane man deliberately believe such a thing .? That never-

theless is the indispensable result, attain it how we may : if that

is attained, all is attained; if not that, nothing. He that can-

not believe the ballot-box to be attaining it, will be compara-

tively indifferent to the ballot-box. Excellent for keeping the

ship's crew at peace under their Phantasm Captain; but un-
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serviceable, under such, for getting round Cape Horn. Alas,

that there should be human beings requiring to have these

things argued of, at this late time of day

!

I say, it is the everlasting privilege of the foolish to be

governed by the wise ; to be guided in the right path by those

who know it better than they. This is the first ' right of man ;'

compared with which all other rights are as nothing,— mere
superfluities, corollaries which will follow of their own accord

out of this ; if they be not contradictions to this, and less than

nothing ! To the wise it is not a privilege ; far other indeed.

Doubtless, as bringing preservation to their country, it implies

preservation of themselves withal ; but intrinsically it is the

harshest duty a wise man, if he be indeed wise, has laid to his

hand. A duty which he would fain enough shirk ; which ac-

cordingly, in these sad times of doubt and cowardly sloth, he

has long everywhere been endeavouring to reduce to its min-

imum, and has in fact in most cases nearly escaped altogether.

It is an ungoverned world ; a world which we flatter ourselves

will henceforth need no governing. On the dust of our heroic

ancestors we too sit ballot-boxing, saying to one another. It is

well, it is well ! By inheritance of their noble struggles, we
have been permitted to sit slothful so long. By noble toil, not

by shallow laughter and vain talk, they made this English Ex-

istence from a savage forest into an arable inhabitable field for

us ; and we, idly dreaming it would grow spontaneous crops

forever,—find it now in a too questionable state
;
peremptorily

requiring real labour and agriculture again. Real ' agriculture'

is not pleasant ; much pleasanter to reap and winnow (with

ballot-box or otherwise) than to plough !

Who would govern that can get along without governing ?

He that is fittest for it, is of all men the unwillingest unless

constrained. By multifarious devices we have been endeavour-

ing to dispense with governing; and by very superficial specu-

lations, of laisscs-faire, supply-and-demand, &c. &c. to persuade

ourselves that it is best so. The Real Captain, unless it be

some Captain of mechanical Industry hired by Mammon, where

is he in these days ? Most likely, in silence, in sad isolation

somewhere, in remote obscurity ; trying if, in an evil ungo-

verned time, he cannot at least govern himself. The Real

Captain undiscoverable ; the Phantasm Captain everywhere

veiy conspicuous :— it is thought Phantasm Captains, aided by
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ballot-boxes, are the tnie method, after all. They arc much
the pleasantest for the time being ! And so no Dux or Duke
of any sort, in any province of our affairs, now leads: the

Duke's Bailiff leads, what little leading is required for getting-

in the rents ; and the Duke merely rides in the state-coach.

It is everywhere so : and now at last we see a world all rush-

ing towards strange consummations, because it is and has long

been so !

I do not suppose any reader of mine, or many persons in

England at all, have much faith in Fraternity, Equality and
the Revolutionary Millenniums preached by the French Pro-

phets in this age : but there are many movements here too

which tend inevitably in the like direction ; and good men,

who would stand aghast at Red Republic and its adjuncts,

seem to me travelling at full speed towards that or a similar

goal ! Certainly the notion everywhere prevails among us too,

and preaches itself abroad in every dialect, uncontradicted any-

where so far as 1 can hear, That the grand panacea for social

woes is what we call 'enfranchisement,' 'emancipation;' or,

translated into practical language, the cutting asunder of hu-

man relations, wherever they are found grievous, as is like to

be pretty universally the case at the rate we have been going

for some generations past. Let us all be ' free' of one another
;

we shall then be happy. Free, without bond or connection

except that of cash-payment ; fair day's wages for the fair day's

work ; bargained for by voluntary contract, and law of supply-

and-demand : this is thought to be the true solution of all dif-

ficulties and injustices that have occurred between man and
man.

To rectify the relation that exists between two men, is there

no method, then, but that of ending it ? The old relation has

become unsuitable, obsolete, perhaps unjust ; it imperatively

requires to be amended ; and the remedy is, Abolish it, let

there henceforth be no relation at all. From the ' Sacrament
of Marriage' downwards, human beings used to be manifoldly

related, one to another, and each to all ; and there was no re-

lation among human beings, just or unjust, that had not its

grievances and difficulties, its necessities on both sides to bear

and forbear. But henceforth, be it known, we have changed
all that, by favour ot Heaven: 'the voluntary principle' has
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come-up, which will itself do the business for us ; and now let

a new Sacrament, that of Divorce, which we call emancipa-

tion, and spout-of on our platforms, be universally the order

of the day !—Have men considered whither all this is tending,

and what it certainly enough betokens ? Cut every human re-

lation which has anywhere grown uneasy sheer asunder ; reduce

whatsoever was compulsory to voluntary, whatsoever was per-

manent among us to the condition of nomadic :—in other words,

loosen by assiduous wedges in every joint, the whole fabric of

social existence, stone from stone ; till at last, all now being

loose enough, it can, as we already see in most countries, be

overset by sudden outburst of revolutionary rage ; and, lying

as mere mountains of anarchic rubbish, solicit you to sing

Fraternity &c. over it, and to rejoice in the new remarkable era

of human progress we have arrived at.

Certainly Emancipation proceeds with rapid strides among
us, this good while ; and has got to such a length as might

give rise to reflections in men of a serious turn. West-Indian

Blacks are emancipated, and it appears refuse to work: Irish

Whites have long been entirely emancipated ; and nobody asks

them to work, or on condition of finding them potatoes (which,

of course, is indispensable), permits them to work.—Among
speculative persons, a question has sometimes risen: In the

progress of Emancipation, are v/e to look for a time when all

the Horses also are to be emancipated, and brought to the

supply-and-demand principle? Horses too have 'motives;' are

acted-on by hunger, fear, hope, love of oats, terror of platted

leatiier ; nay they have vanity, ambition, emulation, thankful-

ness, vindictiveness ; some rude outline of all our human spi-

ritualities,—a rude resemblance to us in mind and intelligence,

even as they have in bodily frame. The Horse, poor dumb
four-footed fellow, he too has his private feelings, his affec-

tions, gratitudes; and deserves good usage; no human master,

without crime, siiall treat him unjustly either, or recklessly

lay-on the whip where it is not needed:— I am sure if I could

make him 'happy,' I should be willing to grant a small vote

(in addition to the late twenty millions) for that object

!

Him too you occasionally tyrannise over; and with bad re-

sult to yourselves, among others ; using the leather in a tyran-

notis unnecessary manner ; withholding, or scantily furnishing,

tlie oats and ventilated stabling tliat are due. Rugged horse-
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subduers, one fears they are a little tyrannous at times. " Am
I not a horse, and /ia//-hroiher ?"—To remedy which, so far

as remediable, fancy—the horses all ' emancipated ;' restored

to their primeval right of property in the grass of this Globe

:

turned-out to graze in an independent supply-and-demand man-
ner ! So long as grass lasts, I dare say they are very happy,

or think themselves so. And Farmer Hodge sallying forth,

on a dry spring morning, with a sieve ol oats in his hand, and
agony of eager expectation in his heart, is he happy? Help
me to plough this day, Black Dobbin : oats in full measure if

thou wilt. " Hlunh, No—thank !" snorts Black Dobbin ; he

prefers glorious liberty and the grass. Bay Darby, wilt not

thou perhaps ? " Hlunh !"—Gray Joan, then, my beautiful

broad-bottomed mare,—O Heaven, she too answers Hlunh !

Not a quadioiped of them will plough a stroke for me. Corn-

crops are ended in this world !—For the sake, if not of Hodge,

then of Hodge's horses, one prays this benevolent practice

might now cease, and a new and better one try to begin.

Small kindness to Hodge's horses to emancipate them ! The
fate of all emancipated horses is, sooner or later, inevitable.

To have in this habitable Earth no grass to eat,—in Black

Jamaica gradually none, as in White Connemara already none
;

—to roam aimless, wasting the seed-fields of the world ; and
be hunted home to Chaos, by the due watch-dogs and due
hell-dogs, with such horrors of forsaken wretchedness as were

never seen before ! These things are not sport ; they are ter-

ribly true, in this country at this hour.

Between our Black West Indies and our White Ireland,

between these two extremes of lazy refusal to work, and of

famishing inability to find any work, what a world have we
made oi it, with our fierce Mammon-worships, and our bene-

volent philanderings, and idle godless nonsenses oi one kind

and another ! Supply-and-demand, Leave-it-alone, Voluntary
Principle, Tim.e will mend it:—till British industrial existence

seems fast becoming one huge poison-swamp of reeking pesti-

lence physical and moral ; a hideous living Golgotha of souls

and bodies buried alive ; such a Curtius' guli, communicating
with the Nether Deeps, as the Sun never saw till now. These
scenes, which the Morning Chronicle is bringing home to all

minds of men,—thanks to it for a service such as Newspapers
have seldom done,—ought to excite unspeakable reflections in
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every mind. Thirty-thousand outcast Needlewomen working

themselves swiftly to death ; three-million Paupers rotting in

forced idleness, helping said Needlewomen to die : these are

but items in the sad ledger of despair.

Thirty-thousand wretched women, sunk in that putrefying

well of abominations ; they have oozed-in upon London, from

the universal Stygian quagmire of British industrial life ; are

accumulated in the well of the concern, to that extent. Brit-

ish charity is smitten to the heart, at the laying-bare of such

a scene
;
passionately undertakes, by enormous subscription of

money, or by other enormous effort, to redress that individual

horror ; as I and all men hope it may. But, alas, what

next ? This general well and cesspool once baled clean out

today, will begin before night to fill itself anew. The uni-

versal Stygian quagmire is still there ; opulent in women ready

to be ruined, and in men ready. Towards the same sad cess-

pool will these waste currents of human ruin ooze and gravitate

as heretofore ; except in draining the universal quagmire itself

there is no remedy. "And for that, what is the method ?" cry

many in an angry manner. To whom, for the present, I ans-

wer only, " Not ' emancipation,' it would seem, my friends ;

" not the cutting-loose of human ties, something far the re-

" verse of that
!"

Many things have been written about shirtmaking ; but

here perhaps is the saddest thing of all, not written anywhere

till now, that I know of. Shirts by the thirty-thousand are

made at twopence-halfpenny each ;—and in the mean while

no needlewoman, distressed or other, can be procured in Lon-

don by any housewife to give, for fair wages, fair help in sew-

ing. Ask any thrifty house-mother, high or low, and she will

answer. In high houses and in low, there is the same answer:

no real needlewoman, ' distressed' or other, has been found

attainable in any of the houses I frequent. Imaginary needle-

women, who demand considerable wages, and have a deepish

appetite for beer and viands, I hear of everywhere ;
but their

sewing proves too often a distracted puckering and botching
;

not sewing, only the fallacious hope of it, a fond imagination

of the mind, (iood sempstresses are to be hired in every vil-

lage ; and in London, with its famishing thirty-thousand, not

at all, or hardly.— Is not No-government beautiful in human

business ? To such length has the Leave-alone principle car-
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ried it, by way of organising labour, in this affair of shirtmak-

ing. Let lis hope the Leave-alone principle has now got its

apotheosis ; and taken wing towards higher regions than ours,

to deal henceforth with a class of affairs more appropriate

for it !

Reader, did you ever hear of ' Constituted Anarchy' ? An-
archy ; the choking, sweltering, deadly and killing rule of No-
rule ; the consecration of cupidity, and braying folly, and dim
stupidity and baseness, in most of the affairs of men ? Slop-

shirts attainable three-halfpence cheaper, by the ruin of living

bodies and immortal souls ? Solemn Bishops and high Digni-

taries, our divine 'Pillars of Fire by night,' debating mean-
while, with their largest wigs and gravest look, upon something

they call ' prevenient grace' ? Alas, our noble men of genius,

Heaven's real messengers to us, they also rendered nearly fu-

tile by the wasteful time ;—preappointed they everywhere, and
assiduously trained by all their pedagogues and monitors, to

'rise in Parliament,' to compose orations, write books, or in

short speak words, for the approval of reviewers ; instead of

doing real kingly work to be approved of by the gods ! Our
'Government,' a highly 'responsible' one; responsible to no
God that I can hear of, but to the twenty-seven million gods
of the shilling gallery. A Government tumbling and drifting

on the whirlpools and mud-deluges, floating atop in a con-

spicuous manner, no-whither,—like the carcass of a drowned
ass. Authentic CJiaos come up into this sunny Cosmos again

;

and all men singing Gloria in excelsis to it. In spirituals and
temporals, in field and workshop, from Manchester to Dor-

setshire, from Lambeth Palace to the Lanes of Whitechapel,

wherever men meet and toil and traffic together,—Anarchy,

Anarchy; and only the street-constable (though with ever-in-

creasing difficulty) still maintaining himself in the middle of

it ; that so, for one thing, this blessed exchange of slop-shirts

for the souls of women may transact itself in a peaceable man-
ner !— I, for my part, do profess myself in eternal opposition

to this, and discern well that universal Ruin has us in the

wind, unless we can get out of this. My friend Crabbe, in a

late number of his Intermittetit Radiator, pertinently enough
exclaims

:

' When shall we have done with all this of British Liberty,

' Voluntary Principle, Dangers of Centralisation, and the like ?
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' It is really getting too bad. Fcr British Liberty, it seems,
' the people cannot be taught to read. British Liberty, shud-
• dering to interfere with the rights of capital, takes six or
' eight millions of money annually to feed the idle labourer
' whom it dare not employ. For British Liberty we live over

'poisonous cesspools, gully -drains, and detestable abomina-
* tions ; and omnipotent London cannot sweep the dirt out of

' itself. British Liberty produces—what ? Floods of Hansard
' Debates every year, and apparently little else at present. If

' these are the results of British Liberty, I, for one, move we
' should lay it on the shelf a little, and look-out for something
' other and farther. We have achieved British Liberty hun-
' dreds of years ago ; and are fast growing, on the strength of

' it, one of the most absurd populations the Sun, among his

' great Museum of Absurdities, looks down upon at present.'

Curious enough : the model of the woi'ld just now is Eng-
land and her Constitution ; all Nations striving towards it :

poor France swimming these last sixty years in seas of horrid

dissolution and confusion, resolute to attain this blessedness

ot free voting, or to die in chase of it. Prussia too, solid

Germany itself, has all broken out into crackling of musketry,

loud pamphleteering and Frankfort parliamenting and palaver-

ing ; Germany too will scale the sacred mountains, how steep

soever, and, by talisman of ballot-box, inhabit a political Ely-

sium henceforth. All the Nations have that one hope. Very
notable, and rather sad to the humane onlooker. For it is

sadly conjectured, all the Nations labour somewhat under a

mistake as to England, and the causes of her freedom and her

prosperous cotton-spinning ; and have much misread the na-

ture of her Parliament, and the effect of ballot-boxes and uni-

versal-suffrages there.

What if it were because the English Parliament was from

the first, and is only just now ceasint.; to be, a Council of actual

Rulers, real Governing Persons (called Peers, Mitred Abbots,

Lords, Knights of the Shire, or iiowsoever called), actually rul-

ing each his section of the country,—and possessing (it must

be said) in the lump, or when assembled as a Council, uncom-

mon patience, devoutness, probity, discretion and good fortune,

—that the said Parliament ever came to be good for much ?

In tli.it rase it will not be easy to ' imitate' the EngUsh Parlia-
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ment ; and the ballot-box and suffrage will be the mere bow of

Robin Hood, which it is given to very lew to bend, or shoot

with to any perfection. And if the Peers become mere big

Capitalists, Railway Directors, gigantic Hucksters, Kings of

Scrip, witlioiit lordly quality, or other virtue except cash ; and
the Mitred Abbots change to mere Able-Editors, masters of

Parliamentary Eloquence, Doctors of Political Economy, and
suchlike ; and all have to be elected by a universal-suffrage

ballot-box,— I do not see how the English Parliament itself will

long continue sea-worthy ! Nay, I find England in her own
big dumb heart, wherever you come upon her in a silent medi-

tative hour, begins to have dreadful misgivings about it.

The model of the world, then, is at once unattainable by

the world, and not much worth attaining.? England, as I read

the omens, is now called a second time to ' show the Nations

how to live ;' for by her Parliament, as chief governing entity,

I fear she is not long for this world ! Poor England must her-

self again, in these new strange times, the old methods being

quite worn out, 'learn how to live.' That now is the terrible

problem for England, as for all the Nations ; and she alone of

all, rvoX. yet sunk into open Anarchy, but left with time for re-

pentance and amendment ; she, wealthiest of all in material

resource, in spiritual energy, in ancient loyalty to law, and in

the qualities that yield such loyalt}^,—-she perhaps alone of all

may be able, with huge travail, and the strain of all her fa-cul-

ties, to accomplish some solution. She will have to try it, she

has now to try it ; she must accomplish it, or perish from her

place in the world !

England, as I persuade myself, still contains in it many
kings J possesses, as Old Rome did, many men not needing
' election' to command, but eternally elected for it by the Maker
Himself. England's one hope is in these, just now. They are

among the silent, I believe ; mostly far away from platforms

and public palaverings ; not speaking lorth the image of their

nobleness in transitory words, but imprinting it, each on his

own little section of the world, in silent facts, in modest valiant

actions, that will endure forevermore. They must sit silent no

longer. They are summoned to assert themselves ; to act forth,

and articulately vindicate, in tlie teeth of hov.'Hng multitudes,

of a world too justly maddened into all manner of delirious

clamours, what of wisdom they derive trorn God. England,
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and the Eternal Voices, summon them ; poor England never

so needed them as now. Up, be doing everywhere : the hour
of crisis has verily come ! In all sections of EngHsh life, the

god-made king is needed ; is pressingly demanded in most ; in

some, cannot longer, without peril as of conflagration, be dis-

pensed with. He, wheresoever he finds himself, can say, "Here
" too am I wanted ; here is the kingdom I have to subjugate,

" and introduce God's Laws into,—God's Laws, instead of

" Mammon's and M'Croudy's and the Old Anarch's ! Here
" is my work, here or nowhere." Are there many such, who
will answer to the call, in England ? It turns on that, whether

England, rapidly crumbling in these very years and months,

shall go down to the Abyss as her neighbours have all done,

or survive to new grander destinies without solution of con-

tinuity ! Probably the chief question of the world at pre-

sent.

The true ' commander' and king ; he who knows for him-

self the divine Appointments of this Universe, the Eternal Laws
ordained by God the Maker, in conforming to which lies vic-

tory and felicity, in departing from which lies, and forever must
lie, sorrow and defeat, for each and all of the Posterity ofAdam
in every time and every place ; he who has sworn fealty to

these, and dare alone against the world assert these, and dare

not with the whole world at his back deflect from these ;—he,

I know too well, is a rare man. Difficult to discover ; not quite

discoverable, I apprehend, by manoeuvring of ballot-boxes, and
riddling of the popular clamour according to the most approved

methods. He is not sold at any shop I know of,—though some-

times, as at the sign oi the Ballot-box, he is advertised for sale.

Difficult indeed to discover : and not very much assisted, or

encouraged in late times, to discover /limsel/y—which, I think,

might be a kind of help.'' Encouraged rather, and commanded
in all ways, if he be wise, to /tide himself, and give place to the

windy Counterfeit of himseli; such as the universal-suffrages

can recognise, such as loves the most sweet voices of the uni-

versal-suffrages !—O Peter, what becomes of such a People
;

what can become ?

Did you never hear, with the mind's ear as well, that fate-

ful Hebrew Prophecy, I think the fatefulest of all, which sounds

daily through tlic streets, "Ou" clo' ! Ou' clo' 1"—A certain Peo-

ple, once upon a time, rlatriorously voted by overwhelming ma-
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jority, " Not he; Barabbas, not he ! Hwi, and what he is,

" and what he deserves, we know well enough : a reviler of

" the Chief Priests and sacred Chancery wigs ; a seditious

" Heretic, physical-force Chartist, and enemy of his country
" and mankind : To the gallows and the cross with him !

" Barabbas is our man ; Barabbas, we are for Barabbas !"

They got Barabbas :—have you well considered what a fund

of purblind obduracy, oi o^-a.Q^Qflunkyism grown truculent and
transcendent ; what an eye for the phylacteries, and want of

eye for the eternal noblenesses ; sordid loyalty to the prosper-

ous Semblances, and high-treason against the Supreme Fact,

such a vote betokens in these natures ? For it was the con-

summation of a long series of such ; they and their fathers had
long kept voting so. A singular People ; who could both pro-

duce such divine men, and then could so stone and crucify

them ; a People terrible from the beginning !—Well, they got

Barabbas ; and they got, of course, such guidance as Barabbas
and the like of him could give them ; and, of course, they

stumbled ever downwards and devilwards, in their truculent

stiffnecked way ; and—and, at this hour, after eighteen cen-

turies of sad fortune, they prophetically sing " Ou' clo' !" in all

the cities of the world. Might the world, at this late hour, but

take note of them, and understand their song a little !

Yes, there are some things the universal-suffrage can de-

cide,—and about these it will be exceedingly useful to consult

the universal-suffrage : but in regard to most things of import-

ance, and in regard to the choice of men especially, there is

(astonishing as it may seem) next to no capability on the part

of universal-suffrage.— I request all candid persons, who have
never so little originality of mind, and every fnan has a little,

to consider this. If true, it involves such a change in our now-
fashionable modes of procedure as fills me with astonishment

and alarm. 7/"popular suffrage is not the way of ascertaining

what the Laws of the Universe are, and who it is that will best

guide us in the way of these.—then woe is to us if we do not

take another method. Delolme on the British Constitution

will not save us ; deaf will the Parcse be to votes of the House,

to leading-articles, constitutional philosophies. The other me-
thod— alas, it involves a stopping short, or vital change of

direction, in the glorious career which all Europe, with shouts

heaven-high, is now galloping along : and that, happen when



.36 LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS.

it may, will, to many of us, be probably a rather surprising

business !

One thing I do know, and can again assert with great con-

fidence, supported by the whole Universe, and by some Two-
hundred generations of men, who have left us some record of

themselves there. That the few Wise will have, by one method
or another, to take command of the innumerable Foolish ; that

they must be got to take it ;—and that, in fact, since Wisdom,
which means also Valour and heroic Nobleness, is alone strong

in this world, and one wise man is stronger than all men un-

wise, they can be got. That they must take it ; and having

taken, must keep it, and do their God's-Message in it, and de-

fend the same, at their life's peril, against all men and devils.

This I do clearly believe to be the backbone of all Future So-

ciety, as it has been of all Past ; and that without it, there is

no Society possible in the world. And what a business t/iis

will be, before it end in some degree of victory again, and whe-

ther the time for shouts of triumph and tremendous cheers upon
it is yet come, or not yet by a great way, I perceive too well

!

A business to make us all very serious indeed. A business not

to be accomplished but by noble manhood, and devout all-dar-

ing, all-enduring loyalty to Heaven, such as fatally sleeps at

present,—such as is not^^/z^fat present either, unless the gods

have doomed this world of theirs to die ! A business which

long centuries of faithful travail and heroic agony, on the part

of all the noble that are born to us, will not end ; and which

to us, of this ' tremendous cheering' century, it were blessed-

ness very great to see successfully begun. Begun, tried by all

manner of methods, if there is one wise Statesman or man left

among us, it verfly must be ;—begun, successfully or unsuccess-

fully, we do hope to see it

!

In all European countries, especially in England, one class

of Captains and commanders of men, recognisable as the be-

ginning of a new real and not imaginary 'Aristocracy,' has

already in some measure developed itself : the Captains of In-

dustry ;—happily the class who above all, or at least fust of all,

are wanted in this time. In the doing of material work, we
have already men among us that can command bodies of men.

And surely, on the other hand, there is no lack of men need-
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ing to be commanded : the sad class of brother-men whom we
had to describe as 'Hodge's emancipated horses,' reduced to

roving famine,—this too has in all countries developed itself;

and, in fatal geometrical progression, is ever more developing

itself, with a rapidity which alarms every one. On this ground,

if not on all manner of other grounds, it may be truly said,

the ' Organisation of Labour' {not organisable by the mad me-

thods tried hitherto) is the universal vital Problem of the world.

To bring these hordes of outcast captainless soldiers under

due captaincy ? This is really the question of questions ; on

the answer to which turns, among other things, the fate of all

Governments, constitutional and other,—the possibility of their

continuing to exist, or the impossibility. Captainless, uncom-

manded, these wretched outcast 'soldiers,' since they cannot

starve, must needs become banditti, street-barricaders,—de-

stroyers of every Government that cannot put them under cap-

tains, and send them upon enterprises, and in short render life

human to them. Our English plan of Poor Laws, which we
once piqued ourselves upon as sovereign, is evidently fast break-

ing down. Ireland, now admitted into the Idle Workhouse, is

rapidly bursting it in pieces. That never was a ' human' destiny

for any honest son of Adam ; nowhere but in England could it

have lasted at all ; and now, with Ireland sharer in it, and the

fulness of time come, it is as good as ended. Alas, yes. Here
in Connemara, your crazy Ship of the State, otherwise dread-

fully rotten in many of its timbers I believe, has sprung a leak :

spite of all hands at the pump, the water is rising ; the Ship, I

perceive, will founder, if you cannot stop this leak !

To bring these Captainless under due captaincy ? The
anxious thoughts of all men that do think are turned upon that

question ; and their efforts, though as yet blindly and to no

purpose, under the multifarious impediments and obscurations,

all point thitherward. Isolated men, and their vague efforts,

cannot do it. Government everywhere is called upon,—in Eng-

land as loudly as elsewhere,—to give the initiative. A new
strange task of these new epochs ; which no Government, never

so ' constitutional,' can escape from undertaking. For it is

vitally necessary to the existence of Society itself ; it must be

undertaken, and succeeded in too, or worse will follow,— and,

as we already see in Irish Connaught and some other places,

will loUow Soon, To whatever thing still calls itself by the name
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of Government, were it never so constitutional and impeded by

official impossibilities, all men will naturally look for help, and
direction what to do, in this extremity. If help or direction is

not given ; if the thing called Government merely drift and
tumble to and fro, no-whither, on the popular vortexes, like

some carcass of a drowned ass, constitutionally put ' at the top

of affairs,'—popular indignation will infallibly accumulate upon
it ; one day, the popular lightning, descending forked and hor-

rible from the black air, will annihilate said supreme carcass,

and smite it home to its native ooze again !—Your Lordship,

this is too true, though irreverently spoken : indeed one knows
not how to speak of it ; and to me it is infinitely sad and miser-

able, spoken or not !—Unless perhaps the Voluntary Principle

will still help us through ? Perhaps this Irish leak, in such a

rotten distressed condition of the Ship, with all the crew so

anxious about it, will be kind enough to stop of itself?

—

Dismiss that hope, your Lordship ! Let all real and ima-

ginary Governors of England, at the pass we have arrived at,

dismiss forever that fallacious fatal solace to their do-nothingism

:

of itself, too clearly, the leak will never stop ; by human skill

and energy it must be stopped, or there is nothing but the sea-

bottom for us all ! A Chief Governor of England really ought

to recognise his situation ; to discern that, doing nothing, and

merely drifting to and fro, in however constitutional a manner,

he is a squanderer of precious moments, moments that perhaps

are priceless ; a truly alarming Chief Governor. Surely, to a

Chief Governor of England, worthy of that high name,—surely

to him, as to every living man, in every conceivable situation

short of the Kingdom of the Dead,—there is something pos-

sible ; some plan of action other than that of standing mildly,

with crossed arms, till he and we—sink ? Complex as his situ-

ation is, he, of all Governors now extant among these distracted

Nations, has, as I compute, by far the greatest possibihties.

The Captains, actual or potential, are there, and the million

Captainlcss : and such resources for bringing them together as

no other has. To these outcast soldiers ok his, unregimented

roving banditti for the present, or unworking workhouse pri-

soners who are almost uglier than banditti ; to these floods of

Irish Beggars, Able-bodied Paupers, and nomadic Lackalls,

now stagnating or roaming everywhere, drowning the lace of

the world (too truly) into an untenantable swamp and Stygian
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i]iiagmirc, has the Chief Governor of this country no word what-

ever to say? Nothing but "Rate in aid," "Time will mend
it," " Necessary business of the Session ;" and " After me the

Deluge" ? A Chief Governor that can front his Irish difficulty,

and steadily contemplate the horoscope of Irish and British

Pauperism, and whitherward it is leading him and us, in this

humour, must be a—What shall we call such a Chief Governor?

Alas, in spite of old use and wont,—little other than a toler-

ated Solecism, growing daily more intolerable ! He decidedly

ought to have some word to say on this matter,—to be inces-

santly occupied in getting something which he could practi-

cally say !—Perhaps to the following, or a much finer effect ?

Speech oj the British Prime-Minister to the floods of Irish and

other Beggars, the able-bodied Lac/calls, nomadic or station-

ary, and the general assembly, outdoor and indoor, of the

Pauper Populations of these Reahsts.

" Vagrant Lackalls, foolish most of you, criminal many of

" you, miserable ail ; the sight of you fills me with astonish-

" ment and despair. What to do with you I know not; long

" have I been meditating, and it is hard to tell. Here are

" some three miUions of you, as I count : so many of you fallen

" sheer over into the abysses of open Beggary; and, fearful to

" think, every new unit that falls is loading so much more the

" chain that drags the others over. On the edge of the preci-

" pice hang uncounted millions; increasing, I am told, at the

" rate of 1200 a-day. They hang there on the giddy edge,

" poor souls, cramping themselves down, holding-on with all

" their strength; but falling, falling one after another; and
" the chain is getting heavy, so that ever more fall; and who
" at last will stand? What to do with you? The question,

" What to do with you ? especially since the potato died, is

" like to bireak my heart !

" One thing, after much meditating, I have at last dis-

" covered, and now know for some time back : That you can-

" not be left to roam abroad in this unguided manner, stumbling
" over the precipices, and loading ever heavier the fatal chain
" upon those who might be able to stand ; that this of locking

" you up in te!mporo,ry Idle Workhouses, v;hexi you stumble,

D
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" and subsisting you on Indian meal, till you can sally forth

" again on fresh roamings, and fresh stumblings, and ultimate

" descent to the devil;—that this is not the plan; and that it

" never was, or could out of England have been supposed to be,

" much as I have prided myself upon it!

" Vagrant Lackalls, I at last perceive, all this that has been
" sung and spoken, for a long while, about enfranchisement,
" emancipation, freedom, suffrage, civil and religious liberty

" over the world, is little other than sad temporary jargon,

" brought upon us by a stern necessity,—but now ordered by
" a sterner to take itself away again a little. Sad temporary

"jargon, I say: made-up of sense and nonsense,— sense in

" small quantities, and nonsense in very large;—and, if taken
" for the whole or permanent truth of human things, it is no
" better than fatal infinite nonsense eternally untrue. All men,
" I think, will soon have to quit this, to consider this as a
" thing pi-etty well achieved; and to look-out towards another
" thing much more needing achievement at the time that now
" is.

"All men will have to quit it, I believe. But to you, my
" indigent friends, the time for quitting it has palpably arrived

!

" To talk of glorious self-government, of suffrages and hust-

" ings, and the fight of freedom and suchlike, is a vain thing

" in your case. By all human definitions and conceptions of

" the said fight of freedom, you for your part have lost it, and
" can fight no more. Glorious self-government is a glory not

" for you,—not for Hodge's emancipated horses, nor you. No;
" I say. No. You, for your part, have tried it, and failed.

" Left to walk your own road, the v/ill-o'-wisps beguiled you,

" your short sight could not descry the pitfalls; the deadly
" tumult and press has whirled you hither and thither, regard-

" less of your struggles and your shrieks; and here at last you
" lie; fallen flat into the ditch, drowning there and dying, un-

" less the others that are still standing please to pick you up.

" The others that still stand have their own difficulties, I can tell

" you !—But you, by imperfect energy and redundant appetite,

" by doing too little work and drinking too much beer, you (I

" bid you observe) have proved that you cannot do it ! You
" lie there plainly in the ditch. And I am to pick you up
" again, on these mad terms ; help you ever again, as with our

' best heart's-blood, to do what, once for all, the gods Iiavc
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•• made impossible ? To load the fatal chain with your pei-

" petual sta^gerings and sprawlings ; and ever again load it,

" till we all lie sprawling ? My indigent, incompetent friends,

" 1 will not ! Know that, whoever may be ' sons of freedom,'

" you for your part are not and cannot be such. Not 'free'

" you, I think, whoever may be free. You palpably are fallen

" captive,

—

caitiff, as they once named it:—you do, silently,

" but eloquently, demand, in the name of mercy itself, that

" some genuine command be taken of you.

" Yes, my indigent incompetent friends ; some genuine

" practical command. Such,—if I rightly interpret those mad
" Chartisms, Repeal Agitations, Red Republics, and other dc-

" lirious inarticulate bowlings and bellowings which all the

" populations of the world now utter, evidently cries of pain

" on their and your part,—is the demand which you, Captives,

" make of all men that are not Captive, but are still Free.

" Free men,—alas, had you ever any notion who the free men
'

' were, who the not-free, the incapable of freedom ! The free

" men, if you could have understood it, they are the wise men;
" the patient, self-denying, valiant ; the Nobles of the World;
" who can discern the Law of this Universe, what it is, and
" piously obey it ; these, in late sad times, having cast you
" loose, you are fallen captive to greedy sons of profit-and-loss

;

" to bad and ever to worse ; and at length to Beer and the

" Devil. Algiers, Brazil or Dahomey hold nothing in them
" so authentically slave as you are, my indigent incompetent

" friends

!

" Good Heavens, and I have to raise some eight or nine

" millions annually, six for England itself, and to wreck the

" morals of my working population beyond all money's worth,

" to keep the life from going out oi yoii: a small service to

" you, as I many times bitterly repeat! Alas, yes; before high

" Heaven I must declare it such. I think the old Spartans,

" who would have killed you instead, had shown more * hu-

" manity,* more of manhood, than I thus do ! More humanity,
" I say, more of 7«(7;/hood, and of sense for what the dignity

" of man demands imperatively of you and of me and of us all.

" We call it charity, beneficence, and other fine names, this

" brutish Workhouse Scheme of ours; and it is but sluggish

" heartlessness, and insincerity, and cowardly lowness of soul.

'• Not 'humanity' or manhood, I think; perhaps rt/^hood ra-
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" ther,—paltry iniitancy, from the teeth outward, of what our

" heart never felt nor our understanding ever saw; dim indol-

" ent adherence to extraneous hearsays and extinct traditions;

" traditions now really about extinct; not living now to almost
" any of us, and still haunting with their spectralities and gib-

" bering gliosis (in a truly baleful manner) almost all of us !

" Making this our struggling ' Twelfth Hour of the Night' in-

" expressibly hideous !

—

" But as for you, my indigent incompetent friends, I have
" to repeat with sorrow, but with perfect clearness, what is

" plainly undeniable, and is even clamorous to get itself ad-

" niitted, that you are of the nature oi slaves,—or if you prefer

" the word, of nomadic, and now even vagrant and vagabond,

" servants that can find 710 -master on those terms; which seems
" to me a much uglier word. Emancipation ? You have been
" 'emancipated' with a vengeance ! Foolish souls, I say the

" whole world cannot emancipate you. Fealty to ignorant

" Unruliness, to gluttonous sluggish Improvidence, to the Beer-

" pot and the Devil, who is there that can emancipate a man
" in that predicament? Not a whole Reform Bill, a whole
" French Revolution executed for his behoof alone : nothing

"but God the Maker can emancipate him, by making him
" anew.

"To forward which glorious consummation, will it not be

" well, O indigent friends, that you, fallen flat there, shall

" henceforth learn to take advice of others as to the methods
" of standing ? Plainly I let you know, and all the world and
" the worlds know, that I for my part mean it so. Not as

" glorious unfortunate sons of freedom, but as recognised cap-

" tives, as unfortunate fallen brothers requiring that I should

" command you, and if need were, control and compel you,

" can there henceforth be a relation between us. Ask me not

" for Indian meal
;
you shall be compelled to earn it first ;

" know that on other terms I will not give you any. Before

" Heaven and Earth, and God the Maker of us all, I declare

" it is a scandal to sec such a life kept in you, by the sweat and
" hcart's-blood of your brothers ; and that, if we cannot mend
" it, death were preferable ! Go to, we must get out of this

" unutterable coil of nonsenses, constitutional, philanthropical

" &c., in which (surely witliout mutual hatred, il with less of

" ' love' than is supposed) we are all stranglijig one another I
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" Your want of wants, I say, is that you be commanded m this

" world, not being able to command yourselves. Know there-

" fore that it shall be so with you. Nomadism, I give you
" notice, has ended ; needful permanency, soldier-like obedience,

" and the opportunity and the necessity of hard steady labour

" for your hving, have begun. Know that the Idle Workhouse
" is shut against you henceforth; you cannot enter there at

" will, nor leave at will;—you shall enter a quite other Refuge,

" under conditions strict as soldiering, and not leave till I have
" done with you. He that prefers the glorious (or perhaps
" even the rebellious /^glorious) 'career of freedom,' let him
" prove that he can travel there, and be the master of himself

;

" and right good speed to him. He who has proved that he
" cannot travel there or be the master of himself,—let him, in

" the name of all the gods, become a servant, and accept the

" just rules of servitude !

"Arise, enlist in my Irish, my Scotch and English • Regi-

" ments of the New Era,'—which I have been concocting, day
" and night, during these three Grouse-seasons (taking earnest

" incessant counsel, with all manner of Industrial Notabilities

" and men of insight, on the matter), and have now brought to

" a kind of preparation for incipiency, thank Heaven! Enlist

" there, ye poor wandering banditti ; obey, work, suffer, ab-

" stain, as all of us have had to do: so shall you be useful in

" God's creation, so shall you be helped to gain a manful liv-

" ing for yourselves; not otherwise than so. Industrial Regi-

" ments"

—

\Here numerouspersons, wiih bigwigs 7na7iy ofthem,

and austere aspect, whom I take to be Professors of the Distnal

Science, start up in an agitated vehement mariner: but the Pre-

mier resolutely beckons them, down again]— " Regiments not to

" fight the French or others, who are peaceable enough towards
" us; but to fight the Bogs and Wildernesses at home and
" abroad, and to chain the Devils of the Pit which are walking
" too openly among us.

"Work, for you? Work, surely, is not quite undiscover-

" able in an Earth so wide as ours, if we will take the right

" methods for it! Indigent friends, we will adopt this new re-

" lation (which is old as the world) ; this will lead us toward-;

" such. Rigorous conditions, not to be violated on either side,

•' lie in this relation; conditions planted there by God Him-
•• sell; which woe will betide us if we do not discover, gradu-
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" ally more and more discover, and conform to ! Industrial

"Colonels, Workmasters, Taskmasters, Life - commanders,
" equitable as Rhadamanthus and inflexible as he : such, I per-

" ceive, you do need; and such, you being once put under law
" as soldiers are, will be discoverable for you. I perceive, with

" boundless alarm, that I shall have to set about discovering

" such,— I, since I am at the top of affairs, with all men look-

" ing to me. Alas, it is my new task in this New Era; and
" God knows, I too, little other than a redtape Talking-ma-
" chine, and unhappy Bag of Parliamentary Eloquence hither-

" to, am far behind with it! But street-barricades rise every-

" where : the hour of Fate has come. In Connemara there has
" sprung a leak, since the potato died; Connaught, if it were
" not for Treasury-grants and rates-in-aid, would aave to recur

" to Cannibalism even now, and Human Society would cease to

" pretend that it existed there. Done this thing must be. Alas,

" I perceive that if I cannot do it, then surely I shall die, and
" perhaps shall not have Christian burial! But 1 already raise

" near upon Ten Millions for feeding you in idleness, my no-

" madic friends; work, under due regulations, I really might
" try to get of"

—

\_Here arises indescribable uproar, no longer

repressible, from all manner of Economists, Emancipationists,

Cotistitutionalists, and miscellaneous Professors of the Dismal

Science, pretty manerously scattered about; ajid cries of ' 'Private

Ente?prise," "Rights ofCapital," "Volutitaty Principle," "Doc-

trines of the British Constitution," swollen by the general assent-

ing hum ofall the world, quite drown the ChiefMinisterfor a

while. He, with invi?icible resolution, persists; obtains hearing

again :\

" Respectable Professors of the Dismal Science, soft you a

" little. Alas, I know what you would say. For my sins, I have
" read much in those inimitable volumes of yours,— really 1

" should think, some barrowfuls of them in my time,—and, in

" these last forty years of theory and practice, have pretty well

" seized what of Divine Message you were sent with to me.
" J^erhaps as small a message, give me leave to say, as ever

" there was such a noise made about befoi'e. Trust me, I have
" not forgotten it, shall never forget it. Those Laws of the

" Slioji-till are indisputable to me; and practically useful in

" certain departments of the Universe, as the nmltiplication-

'• lahle itself. Once I even tried to sail through the Immensi-
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ties with them, and to front the big coming Eternities with

them; but I found it would not do. As the Supreme Rule of

Statesmanship, or Government of Men,—since this Universe

is not wholly a Shop,— no. You rejoice in my improved

tariffs, free-trade movements and the like, on every hand; for

which be thankful, and even sing litanies if you choose. But

here at last, in the I die-Workhouse movement,—unexampled

yet on Earth or in the waiers under the Earth,— I am fairly

brought to a stand; and have had to make reflections, of the

most alarming, and indeed awful, and as it were religious

nature! Professors of the Dismal Science, I perceive that

the length of your tether is now pretty well run ; and that I

must request you to talk a little lower in future. By the side

of the shop-till,—see, your small ' Law of God' is hung up,

along with the multiplication-table itself. But beyond and

above the shop-till, allow me to say, you shall as good as

hold your peace. Respectable Professors, I perceive it is not

now the Gigantic Hucksters, but it is the Immortal Gods,

yes they, in their terror and their beauty, in their wrath and
their beneficence, that are coming into play in the affairs of

this world! Soft you a little. Do not you interrupt me, but

try to understand and help me!

—

—"Work, was I saying? My indigent unguided friends,

I should think some work might be discoverable for you.

Enhst, stand drill; become, from a nomadic Banditti of Idle-

ness, Soldiers of Industry! I will lead you to the Irish Bogs,

to the vacant desolations of Connaught now falling into Can-

nibalism, to mistilled Connaught, to ditto Munster, Leinster,

Ulster, I will lead you : to the English fox-covers, furze-grown

Commons, New Forests, Salisbury Plains : likewise to the

Scotch Hill-sides, and bare rushy slopes, which as yet feed

only sheep,— moist uplands, thousands of square miles in

extent, which are destined yet to grow green crops, and fresh

butter and milk and beef without limit (wherein no ' For-

eigner can compete with us'), were the Glasgow sewers once

opened on them, and you with your Colonels carried thither.

In the Three Kingdoms, or in the Forty Colonies, depend
upon it, you sliall be led to your work!
"To each of you I will then say: Here is work for you;

strike into it with manlike, soldierlike obedience and hearti-

ness, according to the methods here prescribed, - -v/ages fol-
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" low for you without difficulty ; all manner of just remunera-
" tion, and at length emancipation itself follows. Refuse to

" strike into it; shirk the heavy labour, disobey the rules,—

I

" will admonish and endeavour to incite you ; if in vain, I will

" flog you; if still in vain, I will at last shoot you,—and make
" God's Earth, and the forlorn-hope in God's Battle, free of

" you. Understand it, I advise you ! The Organisation of La-

" bour" S^Left speaking, says our reporter.]

' Left speaking :' alas, that he should have to ' speak' so

much! There are things that should be done, not spoken; that

till the doing of them is begun, cannot well be spoken. He
may have to ' speak' seven years yet, before a spade be struck

into the Bog of Allen; and then perhaps it will be too late!

—

You perceive, my friends, we have actually got into the

' New Era' there has been such prophesying of: here we all

are, arrived at last ;—and it is by no means the land flowing

with milk and honey we were led to expect ! Very much the

reverse. A terrible new country this : no neighbours in it yet,

that I can see, but irrational flabby monsters (philanthropic

and other) of the giant species; hyaenas, laughing hyaenas, pre-

datory wolves
;
probably devils, blue (or perhaps blue-and-yel-

low) devils, as St. Guthlac found in Croylandlong ago. A huge

untrodden haggard country, the ' chaotic battle-field of Frost

and Fire ;' a countr}' of savage glaciers, granite mountains, of

foul jungles, unhewed forests, quaking bogs ;—which we shall

have our own ados to make arable and habitable, I think! We
must stick by it, however;—of all enterprises the impossiblest

is lliat of getting out of zV, and shifting into another. To work,

then, one and all ; hands to work !
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[ist March 1850.]

The deranged condition of our affairs is a universal topic

among men at present ; and the heavy miseries pressing, in

their rudest shape, on the great dumb inarticulate class, and

from this, by a sure law, spreading upwards, in a less palp

able but not less certain and perhaps still more fatal shape on

all classes to the very highest, are admitted everyv/here to be

great, increasing and now almost unendurable. How to di'

minish them,—this is every man's question. For in fact they

do imperatively need diminution ; and unless they can be di-

minished, there are many other things that cannot very long

continue to exist beside them. A serious question indeed. How
to diminish them !

Among the articulate classes, as they may be called, there

are two ways of proceeding in regard to this. One large body
of the inteUigent and influential, busied mainly in personal

affairs, accepts the social iniquities, or whatever you may call

them, and the miseries consequent thereupon ; accepts them,

admits them to be extremely miserable, pronounces them en-

tirely inevitable incurable except by Heaven, and eats its pud-

ding with as little thought of them as possible. Not a very

noble class of citizens these ; not a very hopeful or salutary

method of dealing with social iniquities this of theirs, however

it may answer in respect to themselves and their personal

affairs ! But now there is the select small minority, in whom
some sentiment of public spirit and human pity still survives,

among whom, or not anywhere, the Good Cause may expect

to find soldiers and servants : their method of proceeding, in

these times, is also vei-y strange. They embark in the ' phi-

lanthropic movement ;' they calculate that the miseries of the

world can be cured by bringing the philanthropic movement
to bear on them. To universal public misery, and universal

neglect of the clearest public duties, let private charity super-
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add itself: there wiit thus be some balance restored, and main-

tained again ; thus,—or by what conceivable method ? On
these terms they, for their part, embark in the sacred cause

;

resolute to cure a world's woes by rose-water; desperately bent

on trying to the uttermost that mild method. It seems not

to have struck these good men that no world, or thing here

below, ever fell into misery, without having first fallen into

folly, into sin against the Supreme Ruler of it, by adopting

as a law of conduct what was not a law, but the reverse of

one ; and that, till its folly, till its sin be cast out of it, there

is not the smallest hope of its misery going,—that not for all

the charity and rose-water in the world will its misery try to

go till then

!

This is a sad error ; all the sadder as it is the error chiefly

of the more humane and noble-minded of our generation ; among
whom, as we said, or elsewhere not at all, the cause of real

Reform must expect its servants. At present, and for a long

while past, whatsoever young soul awoke in England with some
disposition towards generosity and social heroism, or at lowest

with some intimation of the beauty of such a disposition,—he,

in whom the poor world might have looked for a Reformer,

and valiant mender of its foul ways, was almost sure to be-

come a Philanthropist, reforming merely by this rose-water

method. To admit that the world's ways are foul, and not

the ways of God the Maker, but of Satan the Destroyer, many
of them, and that they must be mended or we all die ; that if

huge misery prevails, huge cowardice, falsity, disloyalty, uni-

versal Injustice high and low, have still longer prevailed, and

must straightway try to cease prevailing: this is what no visible

reformer has yet thought of doing. All so-called ' reforms' hi-

therto are grounded either on openly-admitted egoism (cheap

bread to the cotton-spinner, voting to those that have no vote,

and the like), which does not point towards very celestial de-

velopments of the Reform movement ; or else upon this of

remedying social injustices by indiscriminate contributions of

philanthropy, a method surely still more unpromising. Such

contributions, being indiscriminate, are but a new injustice ;

these will never lead to reform, or abolition of injustice, what-

ever else they lead to !

Not by that method shall we 'get round Cape Horn,' by

never such unanimity ol voting, undi'r the most approved I'lian
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tasm Captains ! It is miserable to see. Having, as it were,

quite lost our way round Cape Horn, and being sorely ' ad-

monished' by the Iceberg and other dumb councillors, the

pilots,—instead of taking to their sextants, and asking with

a seriousness unknown for a long while, What the Laws of

wind and water, and of Earth and of Heaven are,—decide

that now, in these new circumstances, they will, to the worthy

and unworthy, serve-out a double allowance of grog. In this

way they hope to do it,—by steering on the old wrong tack,

and serving-out m.ore and more copiously what little aquavitci

may be still on board ! Philanthropy, emancipation, and pity

for human calamity is very beautiful ; but the deep oblivion of

the Law of Right and Wrong ; this ' indiscriminate mashing-

up of Right and Wrong into a patent treacle' of the Philan-

thropic movement, is by no means beautiful ; this, on the con-

trary, is altogether ugly and alarming.

Truly if there be not something inarticulate among us, not

yet uttered but pressing towards utterance, which is much wiser

than anything we have lately articulated or brought into word
or action, our outlooks are rather lamentable. The great majority

of the powerful and active-minded, sunk in egoistic scepticisms,

busied in chase of lucre, pleasure, and mere vulgar objects,

looking with indifference on the world's woes, and passing care-

lessly by on the other side ; and the select minority, of whom
better might have been expected, bending all their strength to

cure them by methods which can only make bad worse, and
in the end render cure hopeless. A blind loquacious pruri-

ency of indiscriminate Philanthropism substituting itself, with

much self-laudation, for the silent divinely awful sense of Right

and Wrong ;—testifying too clearly that here is no longer a

divine sense of Right and Wrong ; that, in the smoke of this

universal, and alas inevitable and indispensable revolutionary

fire, and burning-up of worn-out rags of which the world is

full, our life-atmosphere has (for the time) become one vile

London fog, and the eternal loadstars are gone out for us !

Gone out ;—yet very visible if you can get above the fog ; still

there in their place, and quite the same as they always were !

To whoever does still know ot loadstars, the proceedings, which
expand themselves daily, of these sublime philanthropic asso-

ciations, and 'universal sluggard-and-scoundrel protection-so-

cieties,' are a perpetual affliction. With their emancipations
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and abolition-principles, and reigns of brotherhood and new
methods of love, they have done great things in the White
and in the Black World, during late years ; and are preparing

for greater.

In the interest of human reform, if there is ever to be any
reform, and return to prosperity or to the possibility of pro-

spering, it is urgent that the nonsense of all this (and it is

mostly nonsense, but not quite) should be sent about its busi-

ness straightway, and forbidden to deceive the well-meaning

souls among us any more. Reform, if we will understand that

divine word, cannot begin till then. One day, I do know, this,

as is the doom of all nonsense, will be drummed-out of the

worldj with due placard stuck on its back, and the populace

flinging dead cats at it : but whether soon or not, is by no

means so certain. I rather guess, 'not at present, not quite

soon. Fraternity, in other countries, has gone on, till it found

itself unexpectedly manipulating guillotines by its chosen Robes-

pierres, and become a fraternity hke Cain's. Much to its amaze-

ment ! For in fact it is not all nonsense ; there is an infinitesimal

fraction of sense in it withal ; which is so difficult to disengage

;

—which must be disengaged, and laid hold of, before Frater-

nity can vanish.

But to our subject,—the Model Prison, and the strange

theory of life now in action there. That, for the present, is

my share in the wide adventure of Philanthropism ; the world's

share, and how and when it is to be liquidated and ended,

rests with the Supreme Destinies.

Several months ago, some friends took me with them to

see one of the London Prisons ; a Prison of the exemplary or

model kind. An immense circuit of buildings ; cut-out, girt

with a high ring-wall, from the lanes and streets of the quar-

ter, which is a dim and crowded one. Gateway as to a forti-

fied place ; then a spacious court, like the square of a city
;

broad staircases, passages to interior courts ; fronts ot stately

architecture all round. It lodges some Thousand or Twelve-

hundred prisoners, besides the officers of the establishment.

Surely one of the most perfect buildings, within the compass

of London. We looked at the apartments, sleeping-cells, din-

ing-rooms, working-rooms, general courts or special and pri-

vate : excellent all, the ne-plus-ultra ol human care and in-

genuity ; in my life 1 never saw so clean a building; probably
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no Duke in England lives in a mansion of such perfect and

thorough cleanness.

The bread, the cocoa, soup, meat, all the various sorts of

food, in their respective cooking-places,, we tasted : found thcni

of excellence superlative. The prisoners sat at work, light

work, picking oakum, and the like, in airy apartments with

glass-roofs, of agreeable temperature and perfect ventilation
;

silent, or at least conversing only by secret signs : others were

out, taking their hour of promenade in clean flagged courts:

methodic composure, cleanliness, peace, substantial wholesome
comfort reigned everywhere supreme. The women in other

apartments, some notable murderesses among them, all in the

like state of methodic composure and substantial wholesome
comfort, sat sewing: in long ranges of wash-houses, drying-

houses and whatever pertains to the getting-up of clean linen,

were certain others, with all conceivable mechanical further-

ances, not too arduously working. The notable murderesses

were, though with great precautions of privacy, pointed out

to us ; and we were requested not to look openly at them, or

seem to notice them at all, as it was found to ' cherish their

vanity' when visitors looked at them. Schools too were there
;

intelligent teachers of both sexes, studiously instructing the

still ignorant of these thieves.

From an inner upper room or gallery, we looked down
into a range of private courts, where certain Chartist Nota-

bilities were undergoing their term. Chartist Notability First

struck me very much : I had seen him about a year before, by
involuntary accident and much to my disgust, magnetising a

silly young person ; and had noted well the unlovely voracious

look of him, his thick oily skin, his heavy dull-burning eyes,

his greedy mouth, the dusky potent insatiable animalistn that

looked out of every feature of him : a fellow adequate to animal-

magnetise most things, I did suppose ;—and here was the post

I now found him arrived at. Next neighbour to him was Nota-

bility Second, a philosophic or literary Chartist ; walking ra-

pidly to and fro in his private court, a clean, high-walled place;

the world and its cares quite excluded, for some months to

come : master of his own time and spiritual resources to, as

I supposed, a really enviable extent. What ' literary man' to

an equal extent ! I fancied I, for my own part, so leit with

paper and ink, and all taxes and botherations shut-out from
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me, could have written such a Book as no reader will here

ever get of me. Never, O reader, never here in a mere liouse

with taxes and botherations. Here, alas, one has to snatch

one's poor Book, bit by bit, as from a conflagration ; and to

think and live, comparatively, as if the house were not one's

own, but mainly the ivorld's and the devil's. Notability Se-

cond might have filled one with envy.

The Captain of the place, a gentleman of ancient Military

or Royal-Navy habits, was one of the most perfect governors

;

professionally and by nature zealous for cleanliness, punctu-

ality, good order of every kind ; a humane heart and yet a

strong one ; soft of speech and manner, yet with an inflexible

rigour of command, so far as his limits went :
' iron hand in

a velvet glove,* as Napoleon defined it. A man of real worth,

challenging at once love and respect : the light of those mild

bright eyes seemed to permeate the place as with an all-per-

vading vigilance, and kindly yet victorious illumination ; in the

soft definite voice it was as if Nature herself were promulgat-

ing her orders, gentlest mildest orders, which however, in the

end, there would be no disobeying, which in the end there

would be no living without fulfilment of. A true ' aristos,' and

commander of men. A man worthy to have commanded and

guided forward, in good ways, Twelve-hundred of the best

commonpeople in London or the world : he was here, for many
years past, giving all his care and faculty to command, and

guide foi'ward in such ways as there were. Twelve-hundred of

the worst. I looked with considerable admiration on this gen-

tleman ; and with considerable astonishment, the reverse of

admiration, on the work he had here been set upon.

This excellent Captain was too old a Commander to com-

plain of anything ; indeed he struggled visibly the other way,

to find in his own mind that all here was best ; but I could

sufficiently discern that, in his natural instincts, if not mount-

ing up to the region of his thoughts, there was a continual

protest going on against much of it ; that nature and all his

inarticulate persuasion (however much forbidden to articulate

itself) taught him the futility and unfeasibility of the system

followed here. The Visiting Magistrates, he gently regretted

rather than complained, had lately taken his treadwheel from

him, men were just now pulling it down ; and how he was

henceforth to enforce discipline on these bad subjects, was
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much a difficulty with him. "They cared for nothing but the

treadwheel, and for having their rations cut short :" of the

two sole penalties, hard work and occasional hunger, there re-

mained now only one, and that by no means the better one,

as he thought. The ' sympathy' of visitors, too, their ' pity'

for his interesting scoundrel-subjects, though he tried to like

it, was evidently no joy to this practical mind. Pity, yes :

—

but pity for the scoundrel-species .'' For those who will not

have pity on themselves, and will force the Universe and the

Laws of Nature to have no ' pity' on them ? Meseems I could

discover fitter objects of pity !

In fact it was too clear, this excellent man had got a field

for his faculties which, in several respects, was by no means
the suitable one. To drill Twelve-hundred scoundrels by 'the

method of kindness,' and of abolishing your very treadwheel,

—how could any commander rejoice to have such a work cut-

out for him ? You had but to look in the faces of these Twelve-

hundred, and despair, for most part, of ever ' commanding'
them at all. Miserable distorted blockheads, the generality

;

ape-faces, imp-faces, angry dog-faces, heavy sullen ox-faces ; de-

graded underfoot perverse creatures, sons of z'wdocility, greedy

mutinous darkness, and in one word, of stupidity, which is

the general mother of such. Stupidity intellectual and stupidity

moral (for the one always means the other, as you will, with

surprise or not, discover if you look) had born this progeny ;

base-natured beings, on v^hom in the course of a maleficent

subterranean life of London Scoundrelism, the Genius of Dark-

ness (called Satan, Devil, and other names) had now visibly

impressed his seal, and had marked them out as soldiers of

Chaos and of him,—appointed to serve in kis Regiments, First

of the line. Second ditto, and so on in their order. Him, you
could perceive, they would serve ; but not easily another than

him. These were the subjects w-hom our brave Captain and Pri-

son-Governor was appointed to command, and reclaim to o/Zic/

service, by 'the method of love,' with a treadwheel abolished.

Hopeless forevermore such a project. These abject, ape,

wolf, ox, imp and other diabolic-animal specimens of humanity,

who of the very gods could ever have commanded them by
love ? A collar round the neck, and a cartwhip flourished over

the back ; these, in a just and steady human hand, were what
the gods would have appointed them ; and now when, by long
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misconduct and neglect, they had sworn themselves into the De-
vil's regiments of the line, and got the seal ol Chaos impressed

on their visage, it was very doubtful whether even these would
be of avail for the unfortunate commander of Twelve -hun-
dred men ! By ' love,' without hope except of peaceably teasing

oakum, or fear except of a temporary loss of dinner, he was to

guide these men, and wisely constrain them,—whitherward ?

No-whither : that was his goal, if you will think well of it ; that

was a second fundamental falsity in his problem. False in the

warp and false in the woof, thought one of us ; about as false

a problem as any I have seen a good man set upon lately ! To
guide scoundrels by ' love ;' that is a false woof, I take it, a

method that will not hold together ; hardly for the flower of

men will love alone do ; and for the sediment and scoundrelism

of men it has not even a chance to do. And then to guide

any class of men, scoundrel or other, No-ivJiither, which was
this poor Captain's pro'olem, in this Prison with oakum for its

one element of hope or outlook, how can that prosper by 'love'

or by any conceivable method ? That is a warp wholly false.

Out of which false warp, or originally false condition to start

from, combined and daily woven into by your false woof, or

methods of ' love' and suchlike, there arises for our poor Cap-

tain the falsest of problems, and for a man of his faculty the

unfairest of situations. His problem was, not to command good

men to do something, but bad men to do (with superficial dis-

guises) nothing.

On the whole, what a beautiful Establishment here fitted-

up for the accommodation of the scoundrel-world, male and

female ! As I said, no Duke in England is, for all rational

purposes which a human being can or ought to aim at, lodged,

fed, tended, taken care oi, with such perfection. Of poor crafts-

men that pay rates and taxes from their day's wages, of the dim

millions that toil and moil cunlinually under the sun, we know
what is the lodging and the tending. Of the Johnsons, Gold-

smiths, lodged in their squalid garrets ; working often enough

amid famine, darkness, tumult, dust and desolation, what work

they have to do:—of these as of 'spiritual backwoodsmen.'

understood to be preappointed to such a life, and like the pigs

to killing, 'quite used to it,' I say nothing. But of Dukes,

which Duke, I could ask, has cocoa, soup, meat, and food in
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general made ready, so fit for keeping him in health, in ability

to do and to enjoy .-' Which Duke has a house so thoroughly

clean, pure and airy ; lives in an element so wholesome, and

perfectly adapted to the uses of soul and body as this same,

which is provided here for the Devil's regiments of the line.''

No Duke that I have ever known. Dukes are waited-on by

deleterious French cooks, by perfunctory grooms of the cham-
bers, and expensive crowds of eye-servants, more imaginary than

real : while here. Science, Hurtfan Intellect and Beneficence

have searched and sat studious, eager to do their very best
;

they have chosen a real Artist in Governing to see their best,

in all details of it, done. Happy regiments of the line, what
soldier to any earthly or celestial Power has such a lodging and
attendance as you here .'' No soldier or servant direct or in-

direct of God or of man, in this England at present. Joy to

you, regiments of the line. Your Master, I am told, has his

Elect, and professes to be ' Prince of the Kingdoms of this

World ; ' and truly I see he has power to do a good turn to

those he loves, in England at least. Shall we say. May //<?, may
the Devil give you good of it, ye Elect of Scoundrelism.-' I

will rather pass by, uttering no prayer at all ; musing rather in

silence on the singular 'worship of God,' or practical 'rever-

ence done to Human Worth ' (which is the outcome and essence

of all real ' worship ' whatsoever) among the posterity of Adam
at this day.

For all round this beautiful Establishment, or Oasis of

Purity, intended for the Devil's regiments of the line, lay contin-

ents of dingy poor and dirty dwellings, where the unfortunate

notj/^r enlisted into that Force were struggling manifoldly,

—

in their workshops, in their marble-yards and timber-yards and
tan-yards, in their close cellars, cobbler-stalls, hungry garrets,

and poor dark trade-shops with red-herrings and tobacco-pipes

crossed in the window,—to keep the Devil out of-doors, and
}iot enlist with him. And it was by a ta.K on these that the

Barracks for the regiments of the line were kept up. Visiting

Magistrates, impelled by Exeter Hall, by Able-Editors, and the

Philanthropic Movement of the Age, had given orders to that

effect. Rates on the poor servant of God and of her Majesty,

who still serves both in his way, painfully selling red-herrings
;

rates on him and his red-herrings to boil right soup for the

Devil's declared Elect ! Never in my travels, in any age or

£
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clime, had I falien-in with such Visiting Magistrates before.

Reserved they, I should suppose, for these ultimate or penulti-

mate ages of the world, rich in all prodigies, political, spiritual,

—ages surely with such a length of ears as was never paralleled

before.

If I had a commonwealth to reform or to govern, certainly

it should not be the Devil's regiments of the line that I would

first of all concentrate my attention on ! With them I should

be apt to make rather briefwork ; to them one would apply the

besom, try to sweep thetn with some rapidity into the dust-bin,

and well out of one's road, I should rather say. Fill your thrash-

ing-floor with docks, ragweeds, mugworths, and ply your flail

upon them,—that is not the method to obtain sacks of wheat.

Away, you ; begone swiftly, ye regiments of the line : in the

name of God and of His poor struggling servants, sore put to

it to live in these bad days, I mean to rid myself of you with

some degree of brevity. To feed you in palaces, to hire cap-

tains and schoolmasters and the choicest spiritual a-nd material

artificers to expend their industries on you,—No, by the Eter-

nal ! I have quite other work for that class of artists ; Seven-

and-twenty Millions of neglected mortals who have not yet

quite declared for the Devil. Mark it, my diabolic friends, I

mean to lay leather on the backs of you, collars round the necks

of you ; and will teach you, after the example of the gods, that

this world is not ^owx inheritance, or glad to see you in it. You,

ye diabolic canaille, what has a Governor much to do with you ?

You, I think, he will rather swiftly dismiss from his thoughts,

—which have the whole celestial and terrestrial for their scope,

and not the subterranean of scoundreldom alone. You, I con-

sider, he will sweep pretty rapidly into some Norfolk Island,

into some special Convict Colony or remote domestic Moorland,

into some stone-walled Silent-System, under hard drill-sergeants,

just as Rhadamanthus, and inflexible as he, and there leave you

to reap what you have sown ; he meanwhile turning his endea-

vours to the thousandfold immeasurable interests of men and

gods,—dismissing the one extremely contemptible interest of

scoundrels ; sweeping that into the cesspool, tumbling that over

London Bridge, in a very brief manner, if needful ! Who are

you, ye thriftless sweepings of Creation, that we should forever

be pestered with you 1 Have v;e no work to do hut drilling

Devil's regiments of the line ?
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If I had schoolmasters, my benevolent friend, do you ima-

gine I would set them on teaching a set of unteachables, who
as you perceive have already made up their mind that black is

white,—that the Devil namely is the advantageous Master to

serve in this v/orld ? My esteemed Benefactor of Humanity, it

shall be far from me. Minds open to that particular convic-

tion are not the material I like to work upon. When once my
schoolmasters have gone over all the other classes of society

from top to bottom ; and have no other soul to try with teach-

ing, all being thoroughly taught,— I will then send them to

operate on these regiments of the line : then, and, assure your-

self, never till then. The truth is, I am sick of scoundreldom,

my esteemed Benefactor ; it always was detestable to me ; and
here where I find it lodged in palaces and waited on by the

benevolent of the world, it is more detestable, not to say insuf-

ferable to me than ever.

Of Beneficence, Benevolence, and the people that come to-

gether to talk on platforms and subscribe five pounds, I will

say nothing here ; indeed there is not room here for the twen-

tieth part of what were to be said of them. The beneficence,

benevolence, and sublime virtue which issues in eloquent talk

reported in the Newspapers, with the subscription of five pounds,

and the feeling that one is a good citizen and ornament to so-

ciety,—concerning this, there were a great many unexpected

remarks to be made ; but let this one, for the present occasion,

suffice :

My sublime benevolent friends, don't you perceive, for one

thing, that here is a shockingly unfruitful investment for your

capital of Benevolence
;
precisely the worst, indeed, whichhuman

ingenuity could select for yoii ? " Lav/s are unjust, temptations

great," &c. &c. : alas, I know it, and mourn for it, and passion-

ately call on all men to help in altering it. But according to

every hypothesis as to the law, and the temptations and pres-

sures towards vice, here are the individuals who, of all the so-

ciety, have yielded to said pressure. These are of the worst

substance for enduring pressure ! The others yet stand and
make resistance to temptation, to the law's injustice ; under all

the perversities and strangling impediments there are, the rest

of the society still keep their feet, and struggle forward, march-
ing under the banner of Cosmos, of God and Human Virtue

;

these select Fiw, as I explain to you, are they v/ho have fallen
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to Chaos, and are sworn into certain regiments of the line. A
superior proclivity to Chaos is declared in these, by the very

fact of their being here ! Of all the generation we live in, these

are the worst stuff. These, I say, are the Elixir of the Infatu-

ated among living mortals : if you want the worst investment

for your Benevolence, here you accurately have it. O my sur-

prising friends 1 Nowhere so as here can you be certain that

a given quantity of wise teaching bestowed, of benevolent trouble

taken, will yield zero, or the net mim?m{?n of return. It is sow-

ing ofyourwhea. :ipon Irish quagmires ; laboriously harrowing

it in upon the sand of the sea-shore. O my astonishing bene-

volent friends !

Yonder, in those dingy habitations, and shops of red-her-

ring and tobacco-pipes, where men have not yet quite declared

for the Devil ; there, I say, is land : here is mere sea-beach.

Thither go with your benevolence, thither to those dingy ca-

verns of the poor ; and there instruct and drill and manage,

there where some fruit may come from it. And, above all and

inclusive of all, cannot you go to those Solemn human Shams,

Phantasm Captains, and Supreme Quacks that ride prosper-

ously in every thorougiifare ; and with severe benevolence, ask

them, What they are doing here ? They are the men whom
it would behove you to drill a little, and tie to the halberts in a

benevolent manner, if you could! "We cannot," say you?
Yes, my friends, to a certain extent you can. By many well-

known active methods, and by all manner of passive methods,

you can. Strive thitherward, I advise you ; thither, with what-

ever social effort there may lie in you ! The well-head and
' consecrated' thrice-accursed chief fountain of all those waters

of bitterness,— it is they, those Solemn Shams and Supreme

Quacks of yours, little as they or you imagine it ! Them, with

severe benevolence, put a stop to ; them send to their Father,

far from the sight of the true and just,—if you would ever see

a just world here !

What sort of reformers and workers are you, that work only

on the rotten material ? That never think of meddling with

the material while it continues sound; that stress it and strain

it with new rates and assessments, till once it has given way

and declared itself rotten ; whereupon you snatch greedily at

it, and say, Now let us try to do some good upon it ! You mis-

take in I very way, my friends : the fact is, you fancy yourselves
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men of virtue, benevolence, what not ; and you are not even

men of sincerity and honest sense. I grieve to say it ; but it

is true. Good from you, and your operations, is not to be ex-

pected. You may go down 1

Howard is a beautiful Philanthropist, eulogised by Burke,

and in most men's minds a sort of beatified individual. How
glorious, having finished-off one's affairs in Bedfordshire, or in

fact finding them very dull, inane, and worthy of being quitted

and got away from, to set out on a cruise over the Jails first

of Britain ; then, finding that answer, over the Jails of the

habitable Globe !
' A voyage of discovery, a circumnavigation

' of charity ; to collate distresses, to gauge wretchedness, to

• take the dimensions of human misery:'—really it is very fine.

Captain Cook's voyage for the Terra Australis, Ross's, Frank-

lin's for the ditto Borealis : men make various cruises and

voyages in this world,—for want of money, want of work, and

one or the other want,—which are attended with their diffi-

culties too, and do not make the cruiser a demigod. On the

whole, I have myself nothing but respect, comparatively speak-

ing, for the dull solid Howard, and his 'benevolence,' and

other impulses that set him cruising; Heaven had grown weary

of Jail-fevers, and other the like ««just penalties inflicted upon

scoundrels,—for scoundrels too, and even the very Devil, should

not have more than their due ;—and Heaven, in its opulence,

created a man to make an end of that. Created him ; dis-

gusted him with the grocer business ; tried him vv^ith Calvinism,

rural ennui, and sore bereavement in his Bedfordshire retreat

;

—and, in short, at last got him set to his work, and in a con-

dition to achieve it. For which I am thankful to Heaven
;

and do also, with doffed hat, humbly salute John Howard.

A practical solid man, if a dull and even dreary ;
' carries his

weighing-scales in his pocket :' when your jailor answers, "The
" prisoner's allowance of food is so and so; and we observe
" it sacredly ; here, for example, is a ration."—" Hey! a ration

" this ?" and solid John suddenly produces his weighing-scales

;

weighs it, marks down in his tablets what the actual quantity

of it is. That is the art and manner of the man. A man full

of English accuracy ; English veracity, solidity, simplicity; by
whom this universal Jaii-commissionj not to be paid for in
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money but far otherwise, is set about, with all the slow energy,

the patience, practicality, sedulity and sagacity common to the

best English commissioners paid in money and not expressly

otherwise.

For it is the glory of England that she has a turn for fidelity

in practical work ; that sham-workers, though very numerous,

are rarer than elsewhere ; that a man who undertakes work for

you will still, in various provinces of our affairs, do it, instead

of merely seeming to do it. John Howard, without pay in

money, rt'/^ this of the Jail-fever, as other Englishmen do work,

in a truly workmanlike manner : his distinction was that he

did it without money. He had not 500/. or 5000/. a-year of

salary for it ; but lived merely on his Bedfordshire estates, and
as Snigsby irreverently expresses it, 'by chewing his own cud.'

And, sure enough, if any man might chew the cud of placid

reflections, solid Howard, a mournful man otherwise, might at

intervals indulge a little in that luxury. No money-salary had
he for his work ; he had merely the income of his properties,

and what he could derive from within. Is this such a sublime

distinction, then ? Well, let it pass at its value. There have
been benefactors of mankind who had more need of money
chan he, and got none too. Milton, it is known, did his Para-

dise Lost at the easy rate of five pounds. Kepler worked out

the secret of the Heavenly Motions in a dreadfully painful

manner ; 'going over the calculations sixty times ;'~rand hav-

ing not only no public money, but no private either ; and, in

fact, writing almanacs for his bread-and-water, while he did

this of the Heavenly Motions ; having no Bedfordshire estates;

nothing but a pension of 18/. (which they would not pay him),

the valuable faculty of writing almanacs, and at length the in-

valuable one of dying, when the Heavenly bodies were van-

quished, and battle's conflagration liad collapsed into cold dark

ashes, and the starvation reached too high a pitch for the poor

man.
Howard is not the only benefactor that has worked without

money for us ; there have been some more,—and will be, I

hope ! For the Destinies are opulent ; and send here and
there a man into the world to do work, for which they do not

mean to pay him in money. And they smite him beneficently

with sore afflictions, and blight his world all into grim irozen

ruins round him,-— ;infl can mr\ke n wandering Exile ot their
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Dante, and not a soft-bedded Podestk of Fiorence, if they wish

to get a Divine Coviedy out of him. Nay that rather is their

way, when they have worthy work for such a man ; they scourge

him manifoldly to the due pitch, sometimes nearly of despair,

that he may search desperately for his work, and find it ; they

urge him on still with beneficent stripes when needful, as is

constantly the case between whiles ; and, in fact, have privately

decided to reward him with beneficent death by and by, and

not with money at all. O my benevolent friend, I honour

Howard very much ; but it is on this side idolatry a long way,

not to an infinite, but to a decidedly finite extent ! And you,

—put not the modest noble Howard, a truly modest man, to

the blush, by forcing these reflections on us !

-Cholera Doctors, hired to dive into black dens of inflection

and despair, they, rushing about all day from lane to lane, with

their life in their hand, are found to do their function ; which

is a much more rugged one than Howard's. Or what say we.

Cholera Doctors ? Ragged losels gathered by beat of drum
from the overcrowded streets of cities, and drilled a little and

dressed in red, do not they stand fire in an uncensurable man-
ner ; and handsomely give their life, if needful, at the rate of

a shilling per day ? Human virtue, if we went down to the

roots of it, is not so rare. The materials of human virtue are

everywhere abundant as the light of the sun : raw materials,'

—

O woe, and loss, and scandal thrice and threefold, that they so

seldom are elaborated, and built into a result ! that they lie

yet unelaborated, and stagnant in the souls of wide -spread

dreary millions, fermenting, festering ; and issue at last as

-nergetic vice instead of strong practical virtue ! A Mrs. Man-
ning ' dying game,'—alas, is not that the foiled potentiality of

a kind of heroine too ? Not a heroic Judith, not a mother of

the Gracchi now, but a hideous murderess, fit to be the mother

of hyaenas ! To such extent can potentialiti.es be foiled. Edu-
cation, kingship, command,—where is it, whither has it fled ?

Woe a thousand times, that this, which is the task of all kings,

captains, priests, public speakers, land-owners, book-writers,

mill-owners, and persons possessing or pretending to possess

authority among mankind,—is left neglected among them all;

and instead of it so little done but protocoUing, black-or-\vhite

surplicing, partridge-shooting, parliamentary eloquence and
popular twnddle-literature ; with such results as we see!—-
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Howard abated the Jail-fever ; but it seems to me he has

been the innocent cause of a far more distressing fever which

rages high just now ; what we may call the Benevolent- Plat-

form Fever. Howard is to be regarded as the unlucky fountain

of that tumultuous frothy ocean-tide of benevolent sentimen-

tality, 'abolition of punishment,' all-absorbing 'prison-discip-

line,' and general morbid sympathy, instead of hearty hatred,

for scoundrels ; which is threatening to drown human society

as in deluges, and leave, instead of an 'edifice of society' fit

for the habitation of men, a continent of fetid ooze inhabitable

only by mud-gods and creatures that walk upon their belly.

Few things more distress a thinking soul at this time.

Most sick am I, O friends, of this sugary disastrous jargon

of philanthropy, the reign of love, new era of universal brother-

hood, and not Paradise to the Well-deserving but Paradise to

AU-and-sundry, which possesses the benighted minds of men
and women in our day. My friends, I think you are much mis-

taken about Paradise! 'No Paradise for anybody: he that

cannot do without Paradise, go his ways:' suppose you tried

that for a while! 1 reckon that the safer version.—Unhappy
sugary brethren, this is all untrue, this other ; contrary to the

fact ; not a tatter of it will hang together in the wind and wea-

ther of fact. In brotherhood with the base and foolish I, for

one, do not mean to live. Not in brotherhood with them was
life hitherto worth much to me ; in pity, in hope not yet quite

swallowed of disgust,—otherwise in enmity that must last

through eternity, in unappeasable aversion shall I have to live

with these ! Brotherhood .'' No, be the thought far from me.

They are Adam's children,—alas yes, I well remember that,

and never shall forget it ; hence this rage and sorrow. But

they have j'one over to tlie dragons ; they have quitted the Fa-

ther's house, and set-up with the Old Serpent : till they return,

how can they be brotliers .'' They are enemies, deadly to them-

selves and to me and to you, till then ; till then, while hope

yet lasts, I will treat them as brothers fallen insane ;—when
hope has ended, with tears grown sacred and wrath grown sa-

cred, I will cut them off in the name of God ! It is at my peril

if I do not. With the servant of Satan I dare not continue in

partnership. Him I must put away, resolutely and forever
;

'lest,' as it is written, 'I become partaker of his plagues.'

P.eautiful Ithnk Peasantry, wlio have fallen idle and have
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got the Devil at your elbow ; interesting White Felonry, who
are not idle, but have enlisted into the Devil's regiments of the

line, — know that my benevolence for you is comparatively

trifling ! What I have of that divine feeling is due to others,

not to you. A ' universal Sluggard-and-Scoundrel Protection

Society' is not the one I mean to institute in these times, where
so much wants protection, and is sinking to sad issues for want
of it ! The scoundrel needs no protection. The scoundrel

that will hasten to the gallows, why not rather clear the way
for him ! Better he reach his goal and outgate by the natural

proclivity, than be so expensively dammed-up and detained,

poisoning everything as he stagnates and meanders along, to

arrive at last a hundred times fouler, and swollen a hundred
times bigger ! Benevolent men should reflect on this.—And
you Quashee, my pumpkin,—(not a bad fellcvv either, this poor

Quashee, when tolerably guided !)—idle Quashee, I say you
must get the Devil sejit away from your elbow, my poor dark

friend ! In this world there will be no existence for you other-

wise. No, not as the brother of your folly will 1 live beside

you. Please to withdraw out of my way, if I am not to con-

tnidict your folly, and amend it, and put it in the stocks if it

will not amend. By the Eternal Maker, it is on that footing

alone that you and I can live together ! And if you had re-

spectable traditions dated from beyond Magna Charta, or from
beyond the Deluge, to the contrary, and written sheepskins

that would thatch the face of the world,—behold I, for one in-

dividual, do not believe said respectable tr.-aditions, nor regard

said written sheepskins except as things which yoti, till you
grow wiser, will believe. Adieu, Quashee ; I will wish you
better guidance than you have had of late.

On the whole, wh it a reflection is it that we cannot bestow
on an unworthy man any particle of our benevolence, our pa-

tronage, or whatever resource is ours,—without withdrawing
it, it and all that will grow of it, from one worthy, to whom it

of right belongs ! We cannot, I say ; impossible ; it is the

eternal law of things. Incompetent Duncan M'Pastehorn, the

hapless incompetent mortal to whom I give the cobbling of my
boots,—and cannot find in my heart to refuse it, the poor
drunken wretch having a wife and ten children ; he withdraws
the job from sober, plainly competent, and meritorious Mr.
Sparrowbill, generally short of work too ; discourages Spar'
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rowbill ; teaches him that he too may as well drink and loiter

and bungle ; that this is not a scene for merit and demerit at

all, but for dupery, and whining flatterj^ and incompetent cob-

bling of every description ;—clearly tending to the ruin of poor

Sparrowbill ! Whac harm had Sparrowbill done me that I

should so help to ruin him ? And I couldn't save the insalv-

able M'Pastehorn ; I merely yielded him, for insufficient work,

here and there a half-crown,—which he oftenest drank. And
now Sparrowbill also is drinking !

Justice, Justice : woe betides us everywhere when, for this

reason or for that, we fail to do justice ! No beneficence, be-

nevolence, or other virtuous contribution will make good the

want. And in what a rate of terrible geometrical progression,

far beyond our poor computation, any act of Injustice once

done by us grows ; rooting itself ever anew, spreading ever

anew, like a banyan-tree,—blasting all life under it, for it is

a poison-tree ! There is but one thing needed for the world
;

but that one is indispensable. Justice, Justice, in the name
of Heaven

; give us Justice, and we live
; give us only coun-

terfeits of it, or succedanea for it, and we die !

O this universal syllabub of philanthropic twaddle ! My
friend, it is very sad, now when Christianity is as good as ex-

tinct in all hearts, to meet this ghastly Phantasm of Christi-

anity parading through almost all. " I will clean your foul

thoi'oughfares, and make your Devil's-cloaca of a world into

a garden of Heaven," jabbers this Phantasm, itself a phos-

phorescence and unclean ! The worst, it is v.'ritten, comes
from corruption of the best :—Semitic forms now lying putres-

cent, dead and still unburied, this phosphorescence rises. I

say sometimes, such a blockhead Idol, and miserable White
Mumbojumbo, fashioned out of deciduous sticks and cast

clothes, out of extinct cants and modern sentimentalisms, as

that which they sing litanies to at Exeter Hall and extensively

elsewhere, was perhaps never set-up by human folly before.

Unhappy creatures, that is not the Maker of the Universe,

not that,—look one moment at the Universe, and see ! That
is a paltry Phantasm, engendered in your own sick brain

;

whoever toUows that as a Reality will tall into the ditch.

Relorni, rciorm, all men see and leel, is imperatively

needed, Relorm must either be got, and speedily, or else we
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die : and nearly all the men that speak, inb^ruct us, saying,
" Have you quite done your interesting Negroes u\ the Sugar
" Islands ? Rush to the Jails, then, O ye reformers ; snavch-up
" the interesting scoundrel-population there, to them be nurs-

•' ing-fathers and nursing-mothers. And O wash, and dress,

" and teach, and recover to the service of Heaven these poor
" lost souls : so, we assure you, will society attain the need-

" ful reform, and life be still possible in this world." Thus
sing the oracles everywhere ; nearly all the men that speak,

—though- we doubt not, there are, as usual, immense majori-

ties consciously or unconsciously wiser who hold their tongue.

But except this of whitewashing the scoundrel-population, one

sees little ' reform' going on. There is perhaps some endea-

vour to do a little scavengering ; and, as the all-including

point, to cheapen the terrible cost of Government : but neither

of these enterprises makes progress, owing to impediments.
" Whitewash your scoundrel-population ; sweep-out your

" abominable gutters (if not in the name of God, ye brutish

" slatterns, then in the name of Cholera and the Royal Col-

" lege of Surgeons) : do these two things ;
— and observe,

"much cheaper if you please!"— Well, here surely is an

Evangel of Freedom, and real Program of a new Era. What
surliest misanthrope would not find this world lovely, were

these things done : scoundrels whitewashed ; some degree of

scavengering upon the gutters ; and at a cheap rate, thirdly ?

That surely is an occasion on which, if ever on any, the Genius

of Reform may pipe all hands !—Poor old Genius of Reform
;

bedrid this good while ; with little but broken ballot-boxes,

and tattered stripes of Benthamee Constitutions lying round
him ; and on the walls mere shadows of clothing-colonels,

rates-in-aid, poor-law unions, defunct potato and the Irish

difficulty,— he does not seem long for this world, piping to

that effect ?

Not the least disgusting feature of this Gospel according

to the Platform is its refei^ence to religion, and even to the

Christian Religion, as an authority and mandate for what it

does. Christian Religion ? Does the Christian or any reli-

gion prescribe love ot scoundrels, then ? I hope it prescribes

a healthy hatred of scoundrels ;-—-otherwise what am I, in
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Heaven's name- "-O make of it ? Me, for one, it will not serve

as a relig-ion on those strange terms. Just hatred of scoun-

drels, 1 say ; fixed, irreconcilable, inexorable enmity to the

enemies of God : this, and not love for them, and incessant

whitewashing, and dressing and cockering of them, must, if

you look into it, be the backbone of any human religion what-

soever. Christian Religion ! In what words can I address

you, ye unfortunates, sunk in the slushy ooze till the worship

of mud-serpents, and unutterable Pythons and poisonous slimy

monstrosities, seems to you the worship of God ? This is the

rotten carcass of Christianity ; this malodorous phosphores-

cence oi post-mortem sentimentalism. O Heavens, from the

Christianity of Oliver Cromwell, wrestling in grim fight with

Satan and his incarnate Blackguardisms, Hypocrisies, Injus-

tices, and legion of human and infernal angels, to that of elo-

quent Mr. Hesperus Fiddlestring denouncing capital punish-

ments, and inculcating the benevolences on platforms, what

a road have we travelled !

A foolish stump-orator, perorating on his platform mere
benevolences, seems a pleasant object to many persons ; a

harmless or insignificant one to almost all. Look at him,

however ; scan him till you discern the nature of him, he is

not pleasant, but ugly and perilous. That beautiful speech of

his takes captive every long ear, and kindles into quasi-sacred

enthusiasm the minds of not a few ; but it is quite in the

teeth of the everlasting facts of this Universe, and will come
only to mischief for every party concerned. Consider that

little spouting wretch. Within the paltry skin of him, it is

too probable, he holds few human virtues, beyond those essen-

tial for digesting victual : envious, cowardly, vain, splenetic

hungry soul ; what heroism, in word or thought or action,

will you ever get from the like of him "i He, in his necessity,

has taken into the benevolent line ; warms the cold vacuity

of his inner man to some extent, in a comfortable manner,

not by silently doing some virtue of his own, but by fiercely

recommending hearsay pseudo-virtues and respectable benevo-

lences to other people. Do you call that a good trade ? Long-

eared fellow-creatures, more or less resembling himself, ans-

wer, " Hoar, hear ! Live Fiddlestring forever !" Wherefrom
follow Abolition Congresses, Odes to the Gallows ;—perhaps

some dirty Iiltl(- liill, g-dting itself debated next Session in



No. II. MODEL PRISONS, 6l

Parliament, to waste certain nights of our legislative Year,

and cause skipping in our Morning Newspaper, till the abor-

tion can be emptied out again and sent fairly floating down the

gutters.

Not with entire approbation do I, for one, look on that

eloquent individual. Wise benevolence, if it had authority,

would order that individual, I believe, to find some other trade :

" Eloquent individual, pleading here against the Laws of Na-
" ture,—for many reasons, I bid thee close that mouth of

" thine. Enough of balderdash these long-eared have now
" drunk. Depart thou ; do some benevolent work ; at lowest,

" be silent. Disappear, I say ; away, and jargon no more in

" that manner, lest a worst thing befal thee." Exeat Fiddle-

string !—Beneficent men are not they who appear on platforms,

pleading against the Almighty Maker's Laws ; these are the

maleficent men, whose lips it is pity that some authority can-

not straightway shut. Pandora's Box is not more baleful than

the gifts these eloquent benefactors are pi-essing on us. Close

your pedlar's-pack, my friend ; swift, away with it ! Perni-

cious, fraught with mere woe and sugary poison is that kind

of benevolence and beneficence.

Truly, one of the saddest sights in these times is that oi

poor creatures, on platforms, in parliaments and other situa-

tions, making and unmaking ' Laws ;' in whose soul, full of

mere vacant hearsay and windy babble, is and was no image
of Heaven's Law ; whom it never struck that Heaven had a

Law, or that the Earth—could not have what kind of Law
you pleased ! Human Statute-books, accordingly, are growing

horrible to think of. An impiety and poisonous futility every

Law of them that is so made ; all Nature is against it ; it will

and can do nothing but mischief wheresoever it shows itseli

in Nature : and such Laws lie now like an incubus over this

Earth, so innumerable are they. How long, O Lord, how
long !-^0 ye Eternities, Divine Silences, do you dwell no

more, then, in the hearts of the noble and the true ; and is

there no inspiration ot the Almighty any more vouchsafed usi"

The inspiration of the Morning Newspapers—alas, we have

"nad enough of that, and are arrived at the gates of death by

means of that

!

«' Really, one of the most difficult questions this we have in
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these times, What to do with our criminals ?" blandly observed

a certain Law-dignitary, in my hearing once, taking the cigar

from his mouth, and pensively smiling over a group of us under

the summer beech-tree, as Favonius carried off the tobacco-

smoke; and the group said nothing, only smiled and nodded,

answering by new tobacco- clouds. "What to do with our

criminals ?" asked the official Law-dignitary again, as if en-

tirely at a loss.—" I suppose," said one ancient figure not en-

gaged in smoking, " the plan would be to treat them according
" to the real law of the case; to make the Law of England, in

" respect of them, correspond to the Law of the Universe.

" Criminals, I suppose, would prove manageable in that way:
" if we could do approximately as God Almighty does towards
" them; in a word, ifwe could try to do Justice towards them."—" I'll thank you for a definition of Justice?" sneered the offi-

cial person in a cheerily scornful and triumphant manner,

backed by a slight laugh from the honourable company ; which

irritated the other speaker.— "Well, I have no pocket-definition

" of Justice," said he, "to give your Lordship. It has not quite

" been my trade to look for such a definition; I could rather

" fancy it had been your Lordship's trade, sitting on your high

" place this long while. But one thing I can tell you: Justice

" always is, whether we define it or not. Everything done,

" suffered or proposed, in Parliament or out of it, is either just

" or else unjust; either is accepted by the gods and eternal

" facts, or is rejected by them. Your Lordship and I, with or

" without definition, do a little know Justice, I will hope; if we
" don't both know it and do it, we are hourly travelling down
" towards—Heavens, must I name such a place ! That is the

" place we are bound to, with all our trading-pack, and the

" small or extensive budgets of human business laid on us;

" and there, if we dou'f kno-w Justice, we, and all our budgets
" and Acts of Parliament, shall find lodging when the day is

" done !"—The official person, a polite man otherwise, grinned

as he best could some semblance of a laugh, mirthful as that

of the ass eating thistles, and ended in " Hah, oh, ah !"

—

Indeed, it is wonderful to hear what account we at present

give ourselves of the punishment of criminals. No ' revenge'

—

O Heavens, no ; all preachers on Sunday strictly forbid that;

and even (at least on Sundays) prescribe the contrary of that.

It is for the sake ot * example,' that you punish ; to ' protect
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society' and its purse and skin ; to deter the innocent from

falling into crime ; and especially withal, for the purpose of

improving the poor criminal himself,—or at lowest, of hanging

and ending him, that he may not grow worse. For the poor

criminal is to be ' improved' if possible : against him no ' re

venge' even on weekdays ; nothing but love for him, and pity

and help; poorfellow, is he not miserable enough? Very miser-

able,—though much less so than the Master of him, called

Satan, is understood (on Sundays) to have long deservedly

been !

My friends, will you permit me to say that all this, to one

poor judgment among your number, is the mournfulest twaddle

that human tongues could shake from them ; that it has no
solid foundation in the nature of things ; and to a healthy hu-

man heart no credibility whatever? Permit me to say, only to

hearts long drowned in dead Tradition, and for themselves

neither believing nor disbelieving, could this seem credible.

Think, and ask yourselves, in spite of all this preaching and
perorating from the teeth outward ! Hearts that are quite

strangers to eternal Fact, and acquainted only at all hours with

temporary Semblances parading about in a prosperous and
persuasive condition ; hearts that from their first appearance in

this world have breatited since birth, in all spiritual matters,

which means in all matters not pecuniary, the poisonous atitto-

sphere of universal Cant, could believe such a thing. Cant
moral. Cant religious. Cant political ; an atmosphere which en-

velops all things for us unfortunates, and has long done ; which
goes beyond the Zenith and below the Nadir for us, and has as

good as choked the spiritual life out of all of us,—God pity such

wretches, with little or nothing real about them but their purse

and their abdominal department ! Hearts, alas, which ever\'-

where except in the metallurgic and cottonspinning provinces,

have communed with no Reality, or awful Presence of a Fact,

godlike or diabolic, in this Universe or this unfathomable Life

at all. Hunger-stricken asphyxied hearts, which have nourished
themselves on what they call religions. Christian religions.

Good Heaven, once more fancy the Christian religion of Oliver

Cromwell ; or of some noble Christian man, whom you yourself

may have been blessed enough, once, long since, in your life,

to know I These are not untrue religions ; they are the putres-

cences and foul residues of religions that are extinct, that have
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plainly to every honest nostril been dead some time, and the

remains ofwhich—O ye eternal Heavens, will the nostril never

be delivered from them !—Such hearts, when they get upon
platforms, and into questions not involving money, can ' be-

lieve' many things !

—

I take the liberty of asserting that there is one valid reason,

and only one, for either punishing a man or rewarding him in

this world; one reason, which ancient piety could well define :

That you may do the will and commandment of God with re-

gard to him; that you may do justice to him. This is your one

true aim in respect of him ; aim thitherward, with all your

heart and all your strength and all your soul ; thitherward, and
not elsewhither at all ! This aim is true, and will carry you to

all earthly heights and benefits, and beyond the stars and
Heavens. All other aims are purblind, illegitimate, untrue

;

and will never carry you beyond the shop-counter, nay very

soon will prove themselves incapable of maintaining you even

there. Find out what the Law of God is with regard to a man

;

make that your human law, or I say it will be ill with you, and

not well ! If you love your thiei or murderer, if Nature and
eternal Fact love him, then do as you are now doing. But if

Nature and Fact do not love him ? If they have set inexorable

penalties upon him, and planted natural wrath against him in

every god-created human heart,—then I advise you, cease, and
change your hand.

Reward and punishment ? Alas, alas, I must say you re-

ward and punish pretty much alike ! Your dignities, peerages,

promotions, your kingships, your brazen statues erected in

capital and county towns to our select demigods of )'(5/<r select-

ing, testify loudly enough what kind of heroes and hero-wor-

shippers you are. Woe to the People that no longer venerates,

as the emblem of God himseh, the aspect of Human Worth;
that no longer knows what human worth and unworth is ! Sure

as the Decrees of the Eternal, that People cannot come to

good. By a course too clear, by a necessity too evident, that

People will come into the hands of the unworthy; and either

turn on its bad career, or stagger downwards to ruin and aboli-

tion. Does the Hebrew People prophetically sing *'0u' clo'!"

in all thoroughfares, these eighteen hundred years in vain ?

To reward men according to their worth : alas, the perfec-

tion of this, we know, amounts to the millennium! Neither is
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perfect punishment, according to the like rule, to be attained,

—nor even, by a legislator of these chaotic days, to be too

zealously attempted. But when he does attempt it,—yes, when

he summons out the Society to sit deliberative on this matter,

and consult the oracles upon it, and solemnly settle it in the

name of God ; then, if never before, he should try to be a little

in the right in settling it!—In regard to reward of merit, I do

not bethink me of any attempt whatever, worth calling an at-

tempt, on the part of modern Governments; which surely is an

inimense oversight on their part, and will one day be seen to

have been an altogether fatal one. But as to the punishment

of crime, happily this cannot be quite neglected. When men
have a purse and a skin, they seek salvation at least for these

;

and the Four Pleas of the Crown are a thing that must and will

be attended to. By punishment, capital or other, by treadmill-

ing and blind rigour, or by whitewashing and blind laxity, the

extremely disagreeable offences of theft and murder must be

kept down within limits.

And so you take criminal caitiffs, murderers, and the like,

and hang them on gibbets ' for an example to deter others.'

Whereupon arise friends of humanity, and object. With very

great reason, as I consider, iiyonr hypothesis be correct. What
right have you to hang any poor creature ' for an example' ?

He can turn round upon you and say, "Why make an 'ex-

" ample' of me, a merely ill-situated, pitiable man ? Have you
" no more respect for misfortune ? Misfortune, I have been
" told, is sacred. And yet you hang me, now I am fallen into

" your hands; choke the life out of me, for an example! Again
" I ask. Why make an example oi me, for your own conveni-

" ence alone?"—All 'revenge' being out of the question, it

seems to me the caitiff is unanswerable ; and he and the phil-

anthropic platforms have the logic all on their side.

The one answer to him is: "Caitiff, we hate thee; and
" discern for some six thousand years now, that we are called

" upon by the whole Universe to do it. Not with a diabolic

" but with a divine hatred. God himself, we have always

" understood, 'hates sin,' with a most authentic, celestial, and
" eternal hatred. A hatred, a hostility inexorable, unappeas-
" able, which blasts the scoundrel, and all scoundrels ulti-

" mately, into black annihilation and disappearance from the

" sum of things. The path of it as the path of a flaming sword:

F
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" iic that has eyes may sec it, walking inexorable, divinely

"beautiful and divinely terrible, through the chaotic gulf of

" Human History, and everywhere burning, as with unquench-
" able fire, the false and death-worthy from the true and life-

" worthy; making all Human History, and the Biography of

" every man, a God's Cosmos in place of a Devil's Chaos. So
" is it, in the end; even so, to every man who is a man, and
" not a mutinous beast, and has eyes to see. To thee, caitiff,

" these things were and are, quite incredible; to us they arc

" too awfully certain,—the Eternal Law of this Universe, whe-
" ther thou and others will believe it or disbelieve. We, not to

" be partakers in thy destructive adventure of ^<?^//«^ God and
" all the Universe, dare not allov/ thee to continue longer among
" us. As a palpable deserter from the ranks where all men, at

" their eternal peril, are bound to be: palpable deserter, taken
" with the red hand fighting thus against the whole Universe
" and its Laws, we—send thee back into the whole Universe,

" solemnly expel thee from our community; and will, in the

" name of God, not with joy and exultation, but with sorrow
" stern as thy own, hang thee on Wednesday next, and so

" end."

Other ground on which to deliberately slay a disarmed

fellow-man I can see none. Example, effects upon the public

mind, effects upon this and upon that: all this is mere append-

age and accident ; of all this I make no attempt to keep ac-

count,— sensible that no arithmetic will or can keep account

of it; that its 'effects,' on this hand and on that, transcend all

calculation. One thing, if I can calculate it, will include all,

and produce beneficial effects beyond calculation, and no ill

effect at all, anywhere or at any time : What the Law of the

Universe, or Law of God, is with regard to this caitiff? That,

by all sacred research and consideration, I will try to find out;

to that I will come as near as human means admit; that shall

be my exemplar and ' example ;' all men shall through me see

that, and be profited beyond calculation by seeing it.

What this Law of the Universe, or Law made by God, is 1

Men at one time read it in their I'.ible. In many Bibles, Books,

and authentic symbols and monitions of Nature and the Word
(of Fact, that is, and of Human Speech, or Wise Interpretation

of Fact), there are still clear indications towards it. Most im-

portant it is, for this and for some otlier reasons, that men do,
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in some vv.iy, get to see it a little! And if no man could now
see it by any Bible, there is written in the heart of every man an

authentic copy of it direct from Heaven itself: there, if he have

learnt to decipher Heaven's writing, and can read the sacred

oracles (a sad case for him if he altogether cannot), every born

man may still find some copy of it.

' Revenge,' my friends ! revenge, and the natural hatred of

scoundrels, and the ineradicable tendency to revancher oneself

upon them, and pay them what they have merited : this is for-

evermore intrinsically a correct, and even a divine feeling in

the mind of every man. Only the excess of it is diabolic ; the

essence I say is manlike, and even godlike,—a monition sent

to poor man by the Maker himself. Thou, poor reader, in spite

of all this melancholy twaddle, and blotting-out of Heaven's

sunlight by mountains of horsehair and officiality, hast still a

human heart. If, in returning to thy poor peaceable dwelling-

place, after an honest hard day's work, thou wert to find, for

example, a brutal scoundrel who for lucre or other object of his,

had slaughtered the life that was dearest to thee ; thy true wife,

for example, thy true old mother, swimming in her blood ; the

human scoundrel, or two-legged wolf, standing over such a tra-

gedy : I hope a man would have so much divine rage in his

heart as to snatch the nearest weapon, and put a conclusion

upon said human wolf, for one ! A palpable messenger of Sa-

tan, that one; accredited by all the Devils, to be put an end

to by all the children of God. The soul of every god-created

man flames wholly into one divine blaze of sacred wrath at

sight of such a Devil's messenger; authentic first-hand moni-

tion from the Eternal Maker himself as to what is next to be

done. Do it, or be thyself an ally of Devil's-messengers ; a

sheep for two-legged human wolves, well deserving to be eaten,

as thou soon wilt be !

My humane friends, I perceive this same sacred glow of

divine wrath, or authentic monition at first hand from God him-

self, to be the foundation for all Criminal Law, and Official

horsehair-and-bombazeen procedure against Scoundrels in this

world. This first-hand gospel from the Eternities, imparted to

every mortal, this is still, and will forever be, your sanction

and commission for the punishment of human scoundrels. See

well how you will translate this message from Heaven and the

Eternities into a form suitable to this World and its Times.
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Let not violence, haste, blind impetuous impulse, preside in

executing it ; the injured man, invincibly liable to fall into these,

shall not himself execute it : the whole world, in person of a

Minister appointed for that end, and surrounded with the due

solemnities and caveats, with bailiffs, apparitors, advocates, and
the hushed expectation of all men, shall do it, as under the eye

of God who made all men. How it shall be done? this is ever

a vast question, involving immense considerations. Thus Ed-

mund Burke saw, in the Two Houses of Parliament, with King,

Constitution, and all manner of Civil-Lists, and Chancellors'

wigs and Exchequer budgets, only the ' method of getting twelve

just men put into a jury-box :' that, in Burke's view, was the

summary of what they were all meant for. How the judge will

do it? Yes, indeed:—but let him see well that he does do it;

for it is a thing that must by no means be left undone ! A
sacred gospel from the Highest : not to be smothered under

horsehair and bombazeen, or drowned in platform froth, or in

anywise omitted or n-eglected, without the most alarming penal-

ties to all concerned

!

Neglect to treat the hero as hero, the penalties,—v/hich are

inevitable too, and terrible to think of, as your Hebrew friends

can tell you,—may be some time in coming; they will only

gradually come. Not all at once will your Thirty -thousand

Needlewomen, your Three- million Paupers, your Connaught
fallen into potential Cannibalism, and other fine consequences

of the practice, come to light ;—though come to light they will

;

and "On' clo'!" itself may be in store for you, if you persist

steadily enough. But neglect to treat even your declared scoun-

drel as scoundrel, this is the last consummation of the process,

the drop by which the cup runs over ; the penalties of this,

most alarming, extensive, and such as you little dream of, will

straightway very rapidly come. Dim oblivion of Right and

Wrong, among the masses of your population, will come ; doubts

as to Right and Wrong, indistinct notion that Right and Wrong
are not eternal, but accidental, and settled by uncertain votings

and talkings, will come. Prurient influenza of Platform Benevo-

lence, and ' Paradise to All-and-sundry,' will come. In the

general putrescence of your 'religions,' as you call them, a

strange new religion, named of Universal Love, with Sacraments

mainly of Dhiorce, willi Balzac, Sue and Company for Evan-

gelists, and Madame Sand for Virgin, will come.— and re-
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suits fast following therefrom which will astonish you very

much

!

'The terrible anarchies of these years,' says Crabbe, in his

Radiator, ' are brought upon us by a necessity too visible. By
' the crime of Kings,—alas, yes ; but by that of Peoples too.

' Not by the crime of one class, but by the fatal obscuration,

' and all but obliteration of the sense of Right and Wrong in

' the minds and practices of every class. What a scene in the

' drama of Universal History, this of ours ! A world-wide loud

' bellow and bray of universal Misery ; lowing, with crushed
' maddened heart, its inarticulate prayer to Heaven :—very par-

' donable to me, and in some of its transcendent developments,
' as in the grand French Revolution, most respectable and
' ever-memorable. For Injustice reigns everywhere; and this

'murderous struggle for what they call "Fraternity," and so

' forth, has a spice of eternal sense in it, though so terribly dis-

' figured ! Amalgam of sense and nonsense ; eternal sense by
' the grain, and temporary nonsense by the square mile : as is

' the habit with poor sons of men. Which pardonable amal-
' gam, however, if it be taken as the pure final sense, I must
' warn you and all creatures, is unpardonable, criminal, and
' fatal nonsense;—with which I, for one, will take care not to

• concern myself!

' Dogs should not be taught to eat leather, says the old adage

:

' no ;—and where, by general fault and error, and the inevitable

' nemesis of things, the universal kennel is set to diet upon
* leather; and from its keepers, its "Liberal Premiers," or

' whatever their title is, will accept or expect nothing else, and
' calls it by the pleasant name of progress, reiorm, emancipa-
' tion, abolition-principles, and the like,— I consider the fate of

' said kennel and of said keepers to be a thing settled. Red
' republic in Phrygian nightcap, organisation of labour a la

' Louis Blanc ; street-barricades, and then murderous cannon-
' volleys d, la Cavaignac and Windischgratz, follow out ol one
' another, as grapes, must, new wine, and sour all-splitting vine-

' gar do:— vinegar is but vin-aigre, or the seli-same "wine"
' grown sharp! If, moreover, I find the Worship of Human
' Nobleness abolished in any country, and a new astonishing
' Phallus -Worship, with universal Balzac -Sand melodies and
' litanies in treble and in bass, established in its stead, what
' can I compute but th.it Nature, in horrible throes, will repugn
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• against such substitution,—that, in short, the astonishing new
' Phallus-Worship, with its finer sensibilities of the heart, and
' "great satisfying loves," with its sacred kiss of peace for

' scoundrel and hero alike, with its all-embracing Brotherhood,
' and universal Sacrament of Divorce, will have to take itself

' away again
!'

The Ancient Germans, it appears, had no scruple about

public executions ; on the contrary, they thought the just gods

themselves might fitly preside over these ; that these were a so-

lemn and highest act of worship, ifjustly done. When a German
man had done a crime deserving death, they, in solemn general

assembly of the tribe, doomed him, and considered that Fate

and all Nature had from the beginning doomed him, to die

with ignominy. Certain crimes there were of a supreme nature;

him that had perpetrated one of these, they believed to have

declared himself a prince of scoundrels. Him once convicted

they laid hold of, nothing doubting ;—bore him, after judgment,

to the deepest convenient Peatbog
;
plunged him in there, drove

an oaken frame down over him, solemnly in the name of gods

and men: "There, prince of scoundrels, that is what we have
" had to think of thee, on clear acquaintance; our grim good-
" night to thee is that! In the name of all the gods, lie there,

" and be our partnership with thee dissolved henceforth. It

" will be better for us, we imagine!"

My friends, after all this beautiful whitewash and humanity

and prison-discipline; and such blubbering and whimpering,

and soft Litany to divine and also to quite other sorts of Pity,

as we have had for a century now,—give me leave to admonish

you that that of the Ancient Germans too was a thing inex-

pressibly necessary to keep in mind. If that is not kept in

mind, the universal Litany to Pity is a mere universal nuisance,

and torpid blasphemy against the gods. 1 do not much respect

it, that purblind blubbering and litanying, as it is seen at pre-

sent; and the litanying over scoundrels I go the length of disre-

specting, and in some cases even of detesting. Yes, my friends,

scoundrel is scoundrel : that remains for ever a fact ; and there

exists not in the earth whitewash that can make the scoundrel

a friend of this Universe; he remains an enemy if you spent

your life in whitewashing him. He won't whitewash; tiiis one

won't. 'I )ir oiiL- method clearly is, I'liat, after fair trial, you
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dissolve partnership with him; send him, in the name of Ilea

ven, whither he is striving all this while, and have done with

him. And, in a time like this, I would advise you, see likewise

that you be speedy about it ! For there is immense work, and
of a far hopefuler sort, to be done elsewhere.

Alas, alas, to see once the 'prince of scoundrels,' the Su-

preme Scoundrel, him whom of all men the gods liked worst,

solemnly laid hold of, and hung upon the gallows in sight of

the people ; what a lesson to all the people ! Sermons might be

preached ; the Son of Thunder and the Mouth of Gold might

turn their periods now with some hope ; for here, in the most im-

pressive way, is a divine sermon acted. Didactic as no spoken

sermon could be. Didactic, devotional too;—in awed solem-

nity, a recognition that Eternal Justice rules the world; that

at the call of this human pity shall fall silent, and man be stern

as his Master and Mandatory is!—Understand too that except

upon a basis of even such rigour, sorrowful, silent, inexorable

as that of Destiny and Doom, there is no true pity possible.

The pity that proves so possible and plentiful without that

basis, is mtrt I'gnavm Tind cowardly effeminacy ; maudlin laxity

of heart, grounded on blinkard dimness of head—contemptible

as a drunkard's tears.

To see our Supreme Scoundrel hung upon the gallows, alas,

that is far from us just now! There is a worst m^n in England,

too,— curious to think of,—whom it would be inexpressibly ad-

vantageous to lay hold of, and hang, the first of all. But we
do not know him with the least certainty, the least approach

even to a guess,—such buzzards and dullards and poor chil-

dren of the Dusk are we, in spite of our Statistics, Unshackled
Presses, and Torches of Knowledge ;—not eagles soaring sun-

ward, not brothers of the lightnings and the radiances we ; a

dim horn-eyed, owl-population, intent mainly on the catching

of mice! Alas, the supreme scoundrel, alike with the supreme
hero, is very far from being known. Nor have we the smallest

apparatus for dealing with either of them, if he were known.

Our supreme scoundrel sits, 1 conjecture, well-cushioned, in

high places, at this time; rolls softly through the world, and
lives a prosperous gentleman ; instead of sinking him in peat-

bogs, we mount the brazen image of him on high columns : such

is the world's temporary judgment about its supreme acoun-
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drels; a mad world, my masters. To get the supreme scoun-

drel always accurately the first hanged,—this, which presup-

poses that the supreme hero were always the first promoted,

this were precisely the millennium itself, clear evidence that

the millennium had come : alas, we must forbear hope of this.

Much water will run-by before we see this.

And yet to quit all aim towards it ; to go blindly flounder-

ing along, wrapt-up in clouds of horsehair, bombazeen, and

sheepskin officiality, oblivious that there exists such an aim :

this is indeed fatal. In every human law there must either

exist such an aim, or else the law is not a human but a dia-

bolic one. Diabolic, I say: no quantity of bombazeen, or

lawyers' wigs, three -readings, and solemn trumpeting and

bow-wowing in high places or in low, can hide from me its

frightful infernal tendency;—bound, and sinking at all mo-

ments gradually to Gehenna, this ' law ;' and dragging down
much with it! 'To decree injustice by a law:'' inspired Pro-

phets have long since seen, what every clear soul may still

see, that of all Anarchies and Devil-worships there is none

like this ; that this is the ' Throne of Iniquity' set up in the

name of the Highest, the human Apotheosis of Anarchy it-

self. "2«^<^^ Anarchy," you exultingly say? Yes; quiet An-

archy, which the longer it sits ' quiet' will have the frightfuler

account to settle at last. For every doit of the account, as

I often say, will have to be settled one day, as sure as God
lives. Principal, and compound interest rigorously computed;

and the interest is at a terrible rate per cent in these cases !

Alas, the aspect of certain beatified Anarchies, sitting ' quiet
;'

and of others in a state of infernal explosion for sixty years

back : this, the one view our Europe ofifers at present, makes

these days very sad.

—

My unfortunate philanthropic friends, it is this long-con-

tinued oblivion of the soul of law that has reduced the Crimi-

nal Question to such a pass among us. Many other things

have come, and are coming, for the same sad reason, to a

pass ! Not the supreme scoundrel have our laws aimed at
;

but, in an uncertain lilful manner, at the inferior or lowest

scoundrel, who robs shop-tills and puts the skin of mankind

in danger. How can Parliament get through the Criminal

Question ? Parliament, oblivious of Heavenly Law, will find

itself in hopeless reductio ad absiirdum in regard to innumer-
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able other questions,—in regard to all questions whatsoever

by and by. There will be no existence possible for Parlia-

ment on these current terms. Parliament, in its law-makings,

must really try to attain some vision again of what Heaven's

Laws are. A thing not easy to do ; a thing requiring sad

sincerity of heart, reverence, pious earnestness, valiant man-

ful wisdom ;—qualities not overabundant in Parliament just

now, nor out of it, I fear.

Adieu, my friends. My anger against you is gone ; my
sad reflections on you, and on the depths to which you and

I and all of us are sunk in these strange times, are not to be

uttered at present. You would have saved the Sarawak Pi-

rates, then ? The Almighty Maker is wroth that the Sarawak

cutthroats, with their poisoned spears, are away? What must

his wrath be that the Thirty-thousand Needlewomen are still

here, and the question of ' prevenient grace' not yet settled !

O my friends, in sad earnest, sad and deadly earnest, there

niuch needs that God would mend all this, and that we should

help him to mend it !—And don't you think, for one thing,

' Farmer Hodge's horses' in the Sugar Islands are pretty well

'emancipated' now? My clear opinion farther is, we had

better quit the Scoundrel-province of Reform ; better close

that under hatches, in some rapid summary manner, and go

elsewhither with our Reform efforts. A whole world, for want^

of Reform, is drowning and sinking ; threatening to swamp
itself into a Stygian ciuagmire, uninhabitable by any noble-

minded man. Let us to the well-heads, I say; to the chief

fountains of these waters ot bitterness ; and there strike home
and dig ! To puddle in the embouchures and drowned out-

skirts, and ulterior and ultimate issiies and cloacas of the af-

fair : what profit can there be in that ? Nothing to be saved

there ; nothing to be fished-up there, e.\cept, with endless

peril and spread of pestilence, a miscellany of broken waifs

and dead dogs ! In the name of Heaven, quit thai 1
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From all corners of the wide British Dominion there rises

one complaint against the ineffectuality of what are nicknamed
our 'redtape' establishments, our Government Offices, Colonial

Office, Foreign Office and the others, in Downing Street and
the neighbourhood. To me individually these branches of

himian business are little known ; but every British citizen

and reflective passer-by has occasion to wonder much, and
inquire earnestly, concerning them. To all men it is evident

that the social interests of One-hundred and fifty Millions of

us depend on the mysterious industry there carried on ; and
likewise that the dissatisfaction with it is great, universal, and
continually increasing in intensity,—in fact, mounting, we
might say, to the pitch of settled despair.

Every colony, every agent for a matter colonial, has his

tragic tale to tell you of his sad experiences in the Colonial

Office ; what blind obstructions, fatal indolences, pedantries,

stupidities, on the right and on the left, he had to do battle

with ; what a world-wide jungle of redtape, inhabited by dole-

ful creatures, deaf or nearly so to human reason or entreaty,

lie had entered on; and how he paused in amazement, almost

in despair; passionately appealed now to this doleful creature,

now to that, and to the dead redtape jungle, and to the living

Universe itself, and lo the Voices and to the Silences ;—-and,

on the whole, found that it was an adventure, in sorrowful

fact, equal to the fabulous ones by old knights-errant against

dragons and wizards in enchanted wildernesses and waste

liowling solitudes ; not achievable except by nearly super-

human exercise of all the four cardinal virtues, and unexpected

favour of the special blessing of Heaven. His adventure

achieved or found unachievable, he has returned with experi-

ences ni w lo liiiii in the affairs of men. Whol this Colonial
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Office, inhabiting the head of Downing Street, really was, and
had to do, or try doing, in God s practical Earth, he could

not by any means precisely get to know ; believes that it does

not itself in the least precisely know. Believes that nobody
knows ;—that it is a mystery, a kind of Heathen myth ;—and
stranger than any piece of the old mythological Pantheon

;

for il practically presides over the destinies of many millions

of living men.

Such is his report of the Colonial Office: and if we oftener

hear such a report of that than we do of the Home Office, For-

eign Office or the rest,-—the reason probably is, that Colonies

excite more attention at present than any of our other inter-

ests. The Forty Colonies, it appears, are all pretty like re-

belling just now; and are to be pacified with constitutions ;

—

luckier constitutions, let us hope, than some late ones have

been. Loyal Canada, for instance, had to quench a rebellion

the other year ; and this year, in virtue of its constitution, it

is called upon to pay the rebels their damages ; which surely

is a rather surprising result, however constitutional !—Men
have rents and moneys dependent in the Colonies ; Emigra-
tion schemes, Black Emancipations, New-Zealand and other

schemes ; and feel and publish more emphatically what their

Downing-Street woes in these respects have been.

Were the state of poor sallow English ploughers and weav-

ers, what we may call the Sallow or Yellow Emancipation in-

terest, as much an object with Exeter-Hall Philanthropists as

that of the Black blockheads now all emancipated, and going

at large without work, or need of working, in West-India clover

(and fattening very much in it, one deligb*^s to hear),—then

perhaps the Home Office, its huge virtual task better under-

stood, and its small actual performance better seen into, might
be found still more deficient, and behind the wants of the age,

than the Colonial itself is.

How it stands with the Foreign Office, again, one still less

knows. Seizures of Sapienza, and the like sudden appearances

of Britain in the cliaracter of Hercules-Harlequin, waving, with

big bully-voice, her huge sword-of-sharpness over field-mice,

and in the air making horrid circles (horrid catherine-wheels

and death-disks of metallic terror from said huge sword), to

see how they will like it,—do from time to time astonish the

world, in a not pleasant manner. Hercules-Harlequin, the
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Attorney Triumphant, the World's Busybody : none of these

are parts this Nation has a turn for ; she, if you consulted

her, would rather not play these parts, but another ! Seizures

of Sapienza, correspondences with Sotomayor, remonstrances

to Otho King of Athens, fleets hanging by their anchor in be-

half of the Majesty of Portugal ; and in short the whole, or

at present very nearly the whole, of that industry of proto-

coUing, diplomatising, remonstrating, admonishing, and 'hav-

ing the honour to be,'—has sunk justly in public estimation

to a very low figure.

For in fact, it is reasonably asked. What vital interest has

England in any cause now deciding itself in foreign parts ?

Once there was a Papistry and Protestantism, important as

life eternal and death eternal ; more lately there was an in-

terest of Civil Order and Horrors of the French Revolution,'

important at least as rent-roll and preservation of the game
;

but now what is there ? No cause in which any god or man
of this British Nation can be thought to be concerned. Sham-
kingship, now recognised and even self-recognised everywhere

to be sham, wrestles and struggles with mere ballot-box An-

archy: not a pleasant spectacle to British minds. Both par-

ties in the wrestle professing earnest wishes of peace to us,

what have we to do with it e.\cept answer earnestly, " Peace,

yes certainly," and mind our affairs elsewhere. The British

Nation has no concern with that indispensable sorrowful and

shameful wrestle now going on everywhere in foreign parts.

The British Nation already, by self-experience centuries old,

understands all that ; was lucky enough to transact the greater

part of that, in noble ancient ages, while the wrestle had not

yet become a shameful one, but on both sides of it there was

wisdom, virtue, heroic nobleness fruitful to all time,—thrice-

lucky British Nation ! The British Nation, I say, has nothing

to learn there ; has now quite another set of lessons to learn,

far ahead oi what is going on there. Sad example there, of

what the issue is, and how inevitable and how imminent,

might admonish the British Nation to be speedy with its new

lessons ; to bestir itself, as men in peril of conflagration do,

with the neighbouring houses all on fire ! To obtain, for its

own very pressing behoof, if by possibility it could, some real

Captaincy instead of an imaginary one : to remove resolutely,

and repI.Tfo by a bf.'tfer sort, its own peculi-ir species oi teach-
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ing and guiding histrios of various name, who here too arc

numerous exceedingly, and much in need of gentle removal,

while the play is still good, and the comedy has not yet be-

come tragic

;

— and to be a little swift about it withal ; and

so to escape the otherwise inevitable evil day ! This Britain

might learn : but she does not need a protocolling estab-

lishment, with much ' having the honour to be,' to teach it

her.

No :—she has in fact certain cottons, hardwares and such-

like to sell in foreign parts, and certain wines, Portugal oranges,

Baltic tar and other products to buy ; and does need, I sup-

pose, some kind of Consul, or accredited agent, accessible to

British voyagers, here and there, in the chief cities of the Con-

tinent : through which functionary, or through the penny-post,

if she had any specific message to foreign courts, it would be
easy and proper to transmit the same. Special message-car-

riers, to be still called Ambassadors, if the name gratified

them, could be sent when occasion great enough demanded
;

not sent when it did not. But for all purposes of a resident

ambassador, I hear persons extensively and well acquainted

among our foreign embassies at this date declare. That a well-

selected Times reporter or ' own correspondent' ordered to re-

side in foreign capitals, and keep his eyes open, and (though

sparingly) his pen going, would in reality be much more effec-

tive ;—and surely we see well, he would come a good deal

cheaper ! Considerably cheaper in expense of money ; and in

expense of falsity and grimacing hypocrisy (of which no human
arithmetic can count the ultimate cost) incalculably cheaper ! If

this is the fact, why not treat it as such ? If this is so in any
measure, we had better in that measure admit it to be so !

The time, I believe, has come for asking with considerable

severity. How far is it so .'' Nay there are men now current

in political society, men of weight though also of wit, who have
been heard to say, " That there was but one reform for the

Foreign Office,— to set a live coal under it," and with, of

course, a fire-brigade which could prevent the undue spread
of the devouring element into neighbouring houses, let that

reform it ! In such odour is the Foreign Office too, if it were
not that the Public, oppressed and nearly stifled with a mere
infinitude of bad odours, neglects this one,—in fact, being able

nearly always to avoid the street where it is, escapes this one.
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and (except a passing curse, once in the quarter or so) aa

^ood as forgets the existence of it.

Such, from sad personal experience and credited prevailing

rumour, is the exoteric public conviction about these sublime

establishments in Downing Street and the neighbourhood,

—

the esoteric mysteries of which are indeed still held sacred

by the initiated, but believed by the world to be mere Dalai-

Lama pills, manufactured let not refined lips hint how, and
quite ?^«salvatory to mankind. Every one may remark what
a hope animates the eyes of any circle, when it is reported or

even confidently asserted, that Sir Robert Peel has in his mind
privately resolved to go, one day, into that stable of King
Augias, which appals human hearts, so rich is it, high-piled

with the droppings of two hundred years ; and Hercules-like

to load a thousand night-wagons from it, and turn running

water into it, and swash and shovel at it, and never leave it

till the antique pavement, and real basis of the matter, show
itself clean again ! In any intelligent circle such a rumour,

like the first break of day to men in darkness, enlightens all

eyes; and each says devoutly, " Faxiiis, O ye righteous Powers
" that have pity on us ! All England grateful, with kindling

" looks, will rise in the rear of him, and from its deepest heart

" bid him good speed !"

For it is universally felt that some esoteric man, well ac-

quainted with the mysteries and properties good and evil of

the administrative stable, is the fittest to reform it, nay can

alone reform it otherwise than by sheer violence and destruc-

tion, which is a way wc would avoid ; that in fact Sir Robert

Peel is, at present, the one likely or possible man to reform

it. And secondly it is felt that ' reform' in that Downing-

.Strcct department of affairs is precisely the reform which were

worth all others ; that those administrative establishments in

Downing Street are really the Government of this huge un-

governed Empire ; that to clean-out the dead pedantries, un-

veracities, indolent somnolent impotences, and accumulated

dung-mountains there, is the beginning of all practical good

whatsoever. Yes, get down once again to the actual pavement

of that ; ascertain what the thing is, and was before dung ac-

cumulated in it ; and what it should and may, and must, for

the life's sake ol this Empire, henceforth become: here clearly
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lic5 the heart of the whole matter. Political reform, if this be

not reformed, is naught and a mere mockery.

What England wants, and will require to have, or sink in

nameless anarchies, is not a Reformed Parliament, meaning

thereby a Parliament elected according to the six or the four

or any other number of ' points' and cunningly-devised im-

provements in hustings mechanism, but a Reformed Executive

or Sovereign Body of Rulers and Administrators,—some im-

proved method, innumerable improvements in our poor blind

methods, of getting hold of these. Not a better Talking-Ap-

paratus, the best conceivable Talking-Apparatus would do very

little for us at present ;—but an infinitely better Acting-Ap-

paratus, the benefits of which would be invaluable now and

henceforth. The practical question puts itself with ever-in-

creasing stringency to all English minds : Can we, by no in-

dustry, energy, utmost expenditure of human ingenuity, and

passionate invocation of the Heavens and the Earth, get to

attain some twelve or ten or six men to manage the affairs of

this nation in Downing Street and the chief posts elsewhere,

who are abler for the work than those we have been used to,

this long while ? For it is really a heroic work, and cannot

be done by histrios, and dextrous talkers having the honour

to be : it is a heavy and appalling work ; and, at the starting

of it especially, will require Herculean men ; such mountains

of pedant exuviae and obscene owl-droppings have accumulated

in those regions, long the habitation of doleful creatures ; the

old pavements, the natural facts and real essential functions of

those establishments, have not been seen by eyes for these

two-hundred years last past ! Herculean men acquainted with

the viitues of running water, and with the divine necessity of

getting down to the clear pavements and old veracities ; who
tremble before no amount of pedant exuviae, no loudest shriek-

ing of doleful creatures ; who tremble only to live, themselves,

like inane phantasms, and to leave their life as a paltry con-

tribtction to the guano mountains, and not as a divine eternal

protest against them !

These are the kind of men we want ; these, the nearest

possible approximation to these, are the men we must find and
have, or go bankrupt altogether ; for the concern as it is will

evidently not hold long together. How true is this of Crabbe :

' Men sit in Parliament eighty-three hours per week, debating
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about many things. Men sit in Downing Street, doing pro-

tocols, Syrian treaties, Greek questions, Portuguese, Spanish,

French, Egyptian and ^Ethiopian questions; dextrously writ-

ing despatches, and having the honour to be. Not a ques-

tion of them is at all pressing in comparison with the English

question. Pacifico the miraculous Gibraltar Jew has been

hustled by some populace in Greece : upon him let the Brit-

ish Lion drop, very rapidly indeed, a constitutional tear.

Radetzky is said to be advancing upon Milan ;— I am sorry

to hear it, and perhaps it does deserve a despatch, or friendly

letter, once and away: but the Irish Giant, named of Despair,

is advancing upon London itself, laying waste all English

cities, towns and villages ; that is the interesting Govern-

ment-despatch of the day ! I notice him in Piccadilly, blue-

visaged, thatched in rags, a blue child on each arm ; hunger-

driven, wide-mouthed, seeking whom he may devour : he,

missioned by the just Heavens, too truly and too sadly their

"divine missionary" come at last in this authoritative man-

ner, will throw us all into Doubting Castle, I perceive ! That

is the phenomenon worth protocolling about, and writing des-

patches upon, and thinking of with all one's faculty day and

night, if one wishes to have the honour to be—anything but

a Phantasm Governor of England just now ! I entreat your

Lordship's ail-but undivided attention to that Domestic Irish

Giant, named of Despair, for a great many years to come.

Prophecy of him there has long been ; but now by the rot

of the potato (blessed be the just gods, who send us either

swift death or some beginning of cure at last !), he is here in

person, and there is no denying him, or disregarding him any

more; and woe to the public watchman that ignores him, and

sees Pacifico the Gibraltar Jew instead 1'

What these strange Entities in Downing Street intrinsic-

ally arc ; who made them, why they were made ; how they do

their function; and what their function, so huge in appearance,

may in net-result amount to,—is probably known to no mortal.

The unofficial mind passes by in dark wonder ; not pretend-

ing to know. 'J'hc official mind nmst not blab ;—the official

mind, restricted to its own square foot of territory in the vast

labyrinth, is probably itself dark, and unable to blab. We see
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the outcome ; the mechanism we do not see. How the tailors

clip and sew, in that sublime sweating establishment of theirs

we know not : that the coat they bring us out is the sorrow-

fulest fantastic mockery of a coat, a mere intricate artistic net-

work of traditions and formalities, an embroiled reticulation

made of web-listings and superannuated thrums and tatters,

endurable to no grown Nation as a coat, is mournfully clear !

—

Two kinds of fundamental error are supposable in such a

set of Offices ; these two, acting and reacting, are the vice ol

all inefficient Offices whatever. First, that the work, such as

it may be, is ill-done in these establishments. That it is de-

layed, neglected, slurred over, committed to hands that cannot

do it well ; that, in a word, the questions sent thither are not

wisely handled, but unwisely ; not decided truly and rapidly,

but with delays and wrong at last : which is the principal cha-

racter, and the infallible result, of an insufficient Intellect being

set to decide them. Or second, what is still fataler, the work

done there may itself be quite the wrong kind of work. Not

the kind of supervision and direction which Colonies, and other

such interests, Home or Foreign, do by the nature of them re-

quire from the Central Government ; not that, but a quite other

kind ! The Sotomayor correspondence, for example, is con-

sidered by many persons not to be mismanaged merely, but to

be a thing which should never have been managed at all ; a

quite superfluous concern, which and the like of which the Brit-

ish Government has almost no call to get into, at this new

epoch of time. And not Sotomayor only, nor Sapienza only,

in regard to that Foreign Office, but innumerable other things,

if our witty friend of the ' live coal' have reason in him ! Of

the Colonial Office, too, it is urged that the questions they de-

cide and operate upon are, in very great part, questions which

they never should have meddled with, but almost all of which

should have been decided in the Colonies themselves,—Mother

Country or Colonial Office reserving its energy for a quite other

class of objects, which are terribly neglected just now.

These are the two vices that beset Government Offices ;

both of them originating in insufficient Intellect,—that sad in-

sufficiency from which, directly or indirectly, all evil whatso-

ever springs ! And these two vices act and react, so that where

the one is, the other is sure to be ; and each encouraging the

growth of the other, both (if somp cleaning of the Augias stable

G
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have not intervened for a long while) will be found in frightful

development. You cannot have your work well done, if the

work be not of the right kind, if it be not work prescribed by

the law of Nature as well as by the rules of the office. Lazi-

ness, which lies in wait round all human labour-offices, will in

that case infallibly leak in, and vitiate the doing of the work.

The work is but idle ; if the doing of it will but pass, what need

of more? The essential problem, as the rules of office prescribe

it for you, if Nature and Fact say nothing, is that your work be

got to pass ; if the work itself is worth nothing, or little or an

uncertain quantity, what more can gods or men require of it,

or, above all, can I who am the doer of it require, but that it

be got to pass ?

And now enters another fatal effect, the mother of ever-new

mischiefs, which renders well-doing or improvement impossible,

and drives bad everywhere continually into worse. The work
being what we see, a stupid subaltern will do as well as a gifted

one ; the essential point is, that he be a quiet one, and do not

bother me who have the driving of him. Nay, for this latter

object, is not a certain height of intelHgence even dangerous .''

I want no mettled Arab horse, with his flashing glances, arched

neck and elastic step, to draw my wretched sand-cart through

the streets ; a broken, grassfed galloway, Irish garron, or pain-

ful ass with nothing in the belly of him but patience and furze,

will do it safelier for me, if more slowly. Nay I myself, am I

the worse for being of a feeble order of intelligence ; what the

irreverent speculative world calls barren, redtapish, limited, and

even intrinsically dark and small, and if it must be said, stu-

pid ?—To such a climax does it come in all Government and
other Offices, where Human Stupidity has once introduced it-

self (as it will everywhere do), and no Scavenger God inter-

venes. The work, at first of some worth, is ill done, and

becomes of less worth and of ever less, and finally of none ;

the worthless work can now affordto be ill done ; and Human
Stupidity, at a double geometrical ratio, with frightful expan-

sion grows and accumulates,—towards the unendurable.

The reforming Hercules, Sir Robert Peel or whoever he is

to be, that enters Downing Street, will ask himself this question

first of all, What work is now necessary, not in form and by

traditionary use and wont, but in very fact, for the vital inter-

ests of the British Nation, to be done here ? The second ques-
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lion, How to get it well done, and to keep the best hands doing

it well, will be greatly simplified by a good answer to that. O
for an eye that could see in those hideous mazes, and a heart

that could dare and do ! Strenuous faithful scrutiny, not ol

what is thought to be what in the redtape regions, but of what
really is what in the realms of Fact and Nature herself ; deep-

seeing, wise and courageous eyes, that could look through in-

numerable cobweb veils, and detect what fact or no-fact lies at

heart of them,—how invaluable these ! For, alas, it is long

since such eyes were much in the habit of looking steadfastly

at any department of our affairs ; and poor commonplace crea-

tures, helping themselves along, in the way of makeshift, from

year to year, in such an element, do wonderful works indeed.

Such creatures, like moles, are safe only underground, and
their engineerings there become very daedalean. In fact, such

unfortunate persons have no resource but to become what we
call Pedants ; to ensconce themselves in a safe world of habi-

tudes, of applicable or inapplicable traditions ; not coveting,

rather avoiding the general daylight of common-sense, as very

extraneous to them and their procedure ; by long persistence

in which course they become Completed Pedants, hide-bound,

impenetrable, able to defy the hostile extraneous element : an

alarming kind of men. Such men, left to themselves for a cen-

tury or two, in any Colonial, Foreign, or other Office, will make
a terrible affair of it !

For the one enemy we have in this Universe is Stupidity,

Darkness of Mind ; of which darkness, again, there arc many
sources, every sin a source, and probably self-conceit the chief

source. Darkness of mind, in every kind and variety, does to

a really tragic extent abound : but of all the kinds of darkness,

surely the Pedant darkness, which asserts and believes itself to

be light, is the most formidable to mankind ! For empires or

for individuals there is but one class of men to be trembled at

;

and that is the Stupid Class, the class that cannot see, who
alas are they mainly that will not see. A class of mortals under

which as administrators, kings, priests, diplomatists, &c., the

mterests of mankind in every European country have sunk

overloaded, as under universal nightmare, near to extinction
;

and indeed are at this moment convulsively writhing, decided

either to throw otf the unblessed superincumbent nightmare, or

roll themselves and it to the Abyss. Vain to reform Parhament,
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lo invent ballot-boxes, to reform this or that ; the real Adminis-

tration, practical Management of the Commonwealth, goes all

awry ; choked-up with long-accumulated pedantries, so that

your appointed workers have been reduced to work as moles
;

and it is one vast boring and counterboring, on the part of

eyeless persons irreverently called stupid ; and a dtedalean be-

wilderment, writing ' impossible ' on all efforts or proposals,

supervenes.

The State itself, not in Downing Street alone but in every

department of it, has altered much from what it was in past

times ; and it will again have to alter very much, to alter I

think from top to bottom, if it means to continue existing in the

times that are now coming and come !

The State, left to shape itself by dim pedantries and tradi-

tions, without distinctness of conviction, or purpose beyond that

of helping itself over the difficulty of the hour, has become, in-

stead of a luminous vitality permeating with its light all pro-

vinces of our affairs, a most monstrous agglomerate of inanities,

as little adapted for the actual wants of a modern community
as the worst citizen need wish. The thing it is doing is by no

means the thing we want to have done. What we want ! Let

the dullest British man endeavour to raise in his mind this

question, and ask himself in sincerity what the British Nation

wants at this time. Is it to have, with endless jargoning, de-

bating, motioning and counter-motioning, a settlement affected

between the Honourable Mr. This and the Honourable Mr.

That, as to their respective pretensions to ride the high horse ?

Really it is unimportant which of them ride it. Going upon
past experience long continued now, I should say with brevity,

" Either of them—Neither of them." If our Government is

to be a No-Government, what is the matter who administers

it? Fling an orange-skin into St. James's Street; let the man
it hits be your man. He, if you breed him a little to it, and
tie the due official bladders to his ankles, will do as well as

another this sublime problem of balancing himself upon the

vortexes, with the long loaded-pole in his hands ; and will, with

straddling painful gestures, float hither and thither, walking the

waters in that singular manner for a little while, as well as his

foregoers did, till he also capsize, and be left floating feet up-

permost ; after which you choose another.
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What an immense polher, by parliamentinLj and palaverinfj

in all coiners of your empire, to decide such a question as that !

I say, if that is the function, almost any human creature can

learn to discharge it : fling out your orange-skin again ; and
save an incalculable labour, and an emission of nonsense and
falsity, and electioneering beer and bribery and balderdash,

which is terrible to think of, in deciding. Your National Par-

liament, in so far as it has only that question to decide, may
])e considered as an enormous National Palaver existing mainly

for imaginary purposes ; and certain, in these days of abbre-

viated labour, to get itself sent home again to its partridge-

shootings, fox-huntings,—and above all, to its rat-catchings, if

it could but understand the time of day, and know (as our

indignant Crabbe remarks) that ' the real Nimrod of this era,

who alone does any good to the era, is the rat-catcher !

'

The notion that any Government is or can be a No-Govern-
ment, without the deadliest peril to all noble interests of the

Commonwealth, and by degrees slower or swifter to all ignoble

ones also, and to the very guUydrains, and thief lodging-houses,

and Mosaic sweating establishments, and at last without de-

struction to such No-Government itself,—was never my notion :

and I hope it will soon cease altogether to be the world's or to

be anybody's. But if it be the correct notion, as the world

seems at present to flatter itself, I point out improvements and
abbreviations. Dismiss your National Palaver ; make the Times
Newspaper your National Palaver, which needs no beer-barrels

or hustings, and is cheaper in expense of money and of falsity

a thousand and a million fold ; have an economical redtape

drilling establishment (it were easier to devise such a thing than

a right Modern University) ;—and fling out your orange-skin

among the graduates, when you want a new Premier.

A mighty question indeed ! Who shall be Premier, and
take in hand the ' rudder of government,' otherwise called the
' spigot of taxation ; ' shall it be the Honourable Felix Parvulus,

or the Right Honourable Felicissimus Zero .? By our election-

eerings and Hansard Debatings, and ever-enduring tempest of

jargon that goes on everywhere, we manage to settle that ; to

have it declared, with no bloodshed except insignificant blood

from the nose in hustings-time, but with immense beershed and
inkshed and explosion of nonsense, which darkens all the air,

that the Right Honourable Zero is to be the man. That we
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fiinily settle ; Zero, all shivering with rapture and with terror,

mounts into the high saddle ; cramps himself on, with knees,

heels, hands and feet ; and the horse gallops—whither it lists.

That the Right Honourable Zero should attempt controlling the

horse—Alas, alas, he, sticking on with beak and claws, is too

happy if the horse will only gallop anywhither, and not throw

him. Measure, polity, plan or scheme of public good or evil,

is not in the head of Felicissimus ; except, if he could but de-

vise it, some measure that would please his horse for the mo-
ment, and encourage him to go with softer paces, godward or

devilward as it might be, and save Felicissimus's leather, which

is fast wearing. This is what we call a Government in Eng-

land, for nearly two centuries now.

I wish Felicissimus were saddle-sick forever and a day !

He is a dreadful object, however much we are used to him.

If the horse had not been bred and broken in, for a thousand

years, by real riders and horse-subduers, perhaps the best and
bravest the world ever saw, what would have become of Feli-

cissimus and him long since ? This horse, by second-nature,

religiously respects all fences
;
gallops, if never so madly, on

the highways alone ;—seems to me, of late, like a desperate

Sleswick thunder-horse who had lost his way, galloping in the

iabyrinthic lanes of a woody flat country
;
passionate to reach

his goal ; unable to reach it, because in the flat leafy lanes

there is no outlook whatever, and in the bridle there is no

guidance whatever. So he gallops stormfully along, thinking

it is forward and forward ; and alas, it is only round and round,

out of one old lane into the other;—nay (according to some)
' he mistakes Jiis o7vn footprints, which of course grow ever
' more numerous, for the sign of a more and more frequented
' road ;' and his despair is hourly increasing. My impression

is, lie is certain soon, such is the growth of his necessity and
Iiis despair, to

—

^\\\\vgc across the fence, into an opener survey

of the country; and to sweep Felicissimus off his back, and
comb him away very tragically in tlie process ! Poor Sles-

wicker, I wish you were better ridden. 1 perceive it lies in the

Fates you must now either be better ridden, or else not long

at all. This plunging in the heavy l.ibyrinth of over-sliaded

lanes, with one's stomach getting empty, one's Ireland falling

into cannibalism, and no vestige of a goal either visible or

possible, ( annul last.
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Coloniai Offices, Foreign, Home and other Offices, got to-

gether under these strange circumstances, cannot well be ex-

pected to be the best that human ingenuity could devise; the

wonder rather is to see them so good as they are. Who made
them, ask me not. Made they clearly were ; for we see them
here in a concrete condition, writing despatches, and drawing

salary with a view to buy pudding. But how those Offices in

Downing Street were made ; who made them, or for what kind

of objects they were made, would be hard to say at present.

Dim visions and phantasmagories gathered from the Books of

Horace Walpole, Memoirs of Bubb Doddington, Memoirs of

my Lady Sundon, Lord Fanny Hervey, and innumerable others,

rise on us, beckoning fantastically towards, not an answer, but

some conceivable intimations of an answer, and proclaiming

very legibly the old te.xt, 'Qmiin parvd sapientla' in respect of

this hard-working inuch-subduing British Nation ;—giving rise

to endless reflections in a thinking Englishman of this day.

Alas, it is ever so : each generation has its task, and does it

better or worse
;
greatly neglecting what is not immediately its

task. Our poor grandfathers, so busy conquering Indias, found-

ing Colonies, inventing spinning-jennies, kindling Lancashires

and Bromwichams, took no thought about the government of

all that ; left it all to be governed by Lord Fanny and the

Hanover Succession, or how the gods pleased. And now we
the poor grandchildren find that it will not stick together on

these terms any longer; that our sad, dangerous and sore task

is to discover some government for this big world which has

been conquered to us ; that the redtape Offices in Downing
.Street are near the end of their rope ; that if we can get no-

thing better, in the way of government, it is all over with our

world and us. How the Downing-Street Offices originated,

and what the meaning of them was or is, let Dryasdust, when
in some lucid moment the whim takes him, instruct us. Enough
for us to know and see clearly, with urgent practical inierence

derived from such insight. That they were not made for us or

for our objects at all ; that the devouring Irish Giant is here,

and that he cannot be fed with redtape, and will eat us if we
cannot feed him.

On the whole, let us say Felicissimus made them ;— or

rather it was the predecessors oi Felicissimus, who were not so

dreadfully hunted, sticking to the wild and ever more desperate
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Sleswicker in tlie leafy labyrinth of lanes, as he now is. He,

I think, will never make anything ; but be combed off by the

elm-boughs, and left sprawling in the ditch. But in past time,

this and the other heavy-laden redtape soul had withal a glow

of patriotism in him ; now and then, in his whirling element, a

gleam of human ingenuity, some eye towards business that

must be done. At all events, for him and every one. Parlia-

ment needed to be persuaded that business was done. By
the contributions of many such heavy-laden souls, driven on

by necessity outward and inward, these singular Establish-

ments are here. Contributions—who knows how far back

they go, far beyond the reign of George the Second, or per-

haps the reign of William Conqueror. Noble and genuine

some of them were, many of them were, I need not doubt :

for there is no human edifice that stands long but has got it-

self planted, here and there, upon the basis of fact ; and being

built, in many respects, according to the laws of statics : no

standing edifice, especially no edifice of State, but has had

the wise and brave at work in it, contributing their lives to it
;

and is 'cemented,' whether it know the fact or not, 'by the

blood of heroes !
' None ; not even the Foreign Office, Home

Office, still less the National Palaver itself. William Con-

queror, I find, must have had a first-rate Home Office, for his

share. The Domesday Rook, done in four years, and done as

it is, with such an admirable brevity, explicitness and com-

pleteness, testifies emphatically what kind of under-secretaries

and officials William had. Silent officials and secretaries, I

suppose ; not wasting themselves in parliamentary talk ; reserv-

ing all their intelligence for silent survey of the huge dumb
fact, silent consideration how they might compass the mastery

of that. Happy secretaries, happy William !

But indeed nobody knows what inarticulate traditions,

remnants of old wisdom, priceless though quite anonymous,

survive in many modern things that still have life in them.

Ben Brace, with his taciturnities, and rugged stoical ways, witli

his tarry breeches, stiff as plank-breeches, I perceive is still a

kind of Lod-broi^ (Loaded-breeks) in more senses than one
;

and derives, little conscious of it, many of his excellences from

the old Seakings and Saxon Pirates themselves ; and how many
Blakes and Nelsons since have contributed to IJen !

" Things

"are not so false always as they seem," said a certain Pro-
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fessor to me once :
" of this you will find instances in every

" country, and in your England more than any -and I hope
" will draw lessons from them. An English Seventy-four, if

'' you look merely at the articulate law and methods of it, is

" one of the impossiblest entities. The captain is appointed
" not by preeminent merit in sailorship, but by parliamentary
" connexion ; the men " (this was spoken some years ago) " are
" got by impressment ; a press-gang goes out, knocks men
" down on the streets of sea-towns, and drags them on board,
"—if the ship were to be stranded, I have heard they would
" nearly all run ashore and desert. Can anything be more un-
" reasonable than a Seventy-four ? Articulately almost nothing.
" But it has inarticulate traditions, ancient methods and habi-

"tudes in it, stoicisms, noblenesses, true rules both of sailing

" and of conduct ; enoi\gh to keep it afloat on Nature's veridi-

" cal bosom, after all. See ; if you bid it sail to the end of
" the world, it will lift anchor, go, and arrive. The raging
" oceans do not beat it back ; it too, as well as the raging
" oceans, has a relationship to Nature, and it does not sink,

" but under the due conditions is borne along. If it meet with
" hurricanes, it rides them out ; if it meet an Enemy's ship, it

" shivers it to powder ; and in short, it holds on its way, and
" to a wonderful extent does what it means and pretends to do.

" Assure yourself, my friend, there is an immense fund of tnith

" somewliere or other stowed in that Seventv-fnur."

More important than the past history of these Offices in

Downing Street, is the question of their future history ; the

question. How they are to be got mended ! Truly an immense
problem, inclusive of all others whatsoever ; which demands to

be attacked, and incessantly persisted in, by all good citizens,

as the grand problem of Society, and the one thing needful

for the Commonwealth ! A problem in which all men, with

all their wisdoms and all their virtues, faithfully and continually

cooperating at it, will never have done emntgli, and will still

only be struggling towards perfection in it. In which some
men can do much ;—in which every man can do something.

Every man, and thou my present Reader canst do this : Be
thyself a man abler to be governed ; more reverencing the di-

vine faculty of governing, more sacredly detesting the diaboli-

cal semblance of said faculty in self and others ; so shalt thou,
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if not govern, yet actually according to thy strength assist in

real governing. And know always, and even lay to heart v/ith

a quite unusual solemnity, with a seriousness altogether of a

religious nature, that as ' Human Stupidity' is verily the ac-

cursed parent of all this mischief, so Pluman Intelligence alone,

to which and to which only is victory and blessedness appointed

here below, will or can cure it. If Vv'e knew this as devoutly

as we ought to do, the evil, and all other evils were curable ;

—alas, if we had from of old known this, as all men made in

God's image ought to do, the evil never would have been !

Perhaps few Nations have ever known it less than we, for a

good while back, have done. Hence these sorrows.

What a people are the poor Thibet idolaters, compared with

us and our ' religions,' which issue in the- worship of King Hud-
son as our Dalai-Lama ! They, across such hulls of abject ig-

norance, have seen into the heart of the matter ; we, with our

torches of knowledge everywhere brandishing themselves, and

such a human enlightenment as never was before, have quite

missed it. Reverence for Human Worth, earnest devout search

for it and encouragement of it, loyal furtherance and obedience

to it : this, I say, is the outcome and essence of all true ' reli-

gions,' and was and ever will be. We have not known this.

No ; loud as our tongues sometimes go in that direction, we
have no true reverence for Human Intelligence, for Human
Worth and Wisdom : none, or too little,—and I pray for a

restoration of such reverence, as for the change from Stygian

darkness to Heavenly light, as for the return of life to poor sick

moribund Society and all its interests. Human Intelligence

means little for most of us but Beaver Contrivance, which pro-

duces spinning mules, cheap cotton, and large fortunes. Wis-

dom, unless it give us railway scrip, is not wise.

True nevertheless it forever remains that Intellect is the

real object of reverence, and of devout prayer, and zealous wish

and pursuit, among the sons of men ; and even, well under-

stood, the one object. It is the Inspiration of the Almighty

that jdveth men understanding. For it must be repeated, and

ever again repeated till poor mortals get to discern it, and

awake from ihcir b.-ili.:rul jjaralysis, and degradation under foul

enchantments. That a man of Intellect, of real and not sham

Intflkct, is by the nature of him likewise inevitably a man of

Hitlfkiuss, a in:in ol courage, ri-rtitudc, pious strenglh; who,
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even because he is and has been loyal to the Laws of tliis Uni-

verse, is initiated into discernment of the same ; to this hour a

Missioned of Heaven; whon) ifmen follow, it will be well with

them; whom ifmen do not follow, it will not be well. Human
Intellect, if you consider it well, is the exact summary of Hu-
man Worth; and the essence of all worth-ships and worships

is reverence for that same. This much surprises you, friend

Peter; but I assure you it is the fact ;—and I would advise you

to consider it, and to try if you too do not gradually find it so.

With me it has long been an article, not of ' faith' only, but of

settled insight, of conviction as to what the ordainments of the

Maker in this Universe are. Ah, could you and the rest of us

but get to know it, and everywhere religiously act upon it,—as

our Fortieth Article, which includes all the other Thirty-nine,

and without which the Thirty-nine are good for almost nothing,

—there might then be some hop^' for us ! In this world there

is but one appalling creature : the Stupid man considered to be

the Missioned of Heaven, and followed by men. He is our

King, men say, he ;—and they follow him, through straight or

winding courses, I for one know well whitherwai'd.

Abler men in Downing Street, abler men to govern us

:

yes, that, sure enough, would gradually remove the dung-moun-
tains, however high they are; that would be the way, nor is

there any other way, to remedy whatsoever has gone wrong in

Downing Street and in the wide regions, spiritual and tempo-
ral, which Downing Street presides over! For the Able Man,
meet him where you may, is definable as the born enemy of

P'alsity and Anarchy, and the born soldier ofTruth and Order •

into what absurdest element soever you put him, he is there to

make it a little less absurd, to fight continually with it till it

become a little sane and human again. Peace on other terms

he, for his part, cannot make with it; not he, while he con-

tinues able, or possessed of real intellect and not imaginary.

There is but one man fraught with blessings for this world,

fated to diminish and successively abolish the curses of the

world ; and it is he. For him make search, him reverence and
follow; know that to find him or miss him, means victory or

defeat for you, in all Downing .Streets, and establishments and
enterprises here below. 1 leave your Lordship to judge
whether this has been our practice hitherto ; and would lumibly

inquire what your Lordship thinks is likely to be the conse-
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quence of continuing to neglect this. It ought to have been

our practice ; ought, in all places and all times, to be the prac-

tice in this world; so says the fixed law of things forevermore:

—and it must cease to henoHhe practice, your Lordship; and
cannot too speedily do so, I think !

—

Much has been done in the way of reforming Parliament in

late years ; but that of itself seems to avail nothing, or almost

less. The men that sit in Downing Street, governing us, ai-e

not abler men since the Reform Bill than were those before it.

Precisely the same kind of men ; obedient formerly to Tory
traditions, obedient now to Whig ditto and popular clamours.

Respectable men of office : respectably commonplace in faculty,

—while the situation is becoming terribly original ! Rendering

their outlooks, and ours, more ominous every day.

Indisputably enough the meaning of all reform-movement,

electing and electioneering, of popular agitation, parliamentary

eloquence, and all political effort whatsoever, is that you may
get the ten Ablest Men in England put to preside over your

ten principal departments of affairs. To sift and riddle the

Nation, so that you might extricate and sift-out the tme ten

gold grains, or ablest men, and of these make your Governors

or Public Officers ; leaving the dross and common sandy or

silty material safely aside, as the thing to be governed, not to

govern; certainly all ballot-boxes, caucuses, Kennington-Com-

mon meetings. Parliamentary debatings, Red Republics, Rus-

sian Despotisms, and constitutional or unconstitutional methods

of society among mankind, are intended to achieve this one

end; and some of them, it will be owned, achieve it very ill '.^—

-

If you have got your gold grains, if the men you have got are

actually the ablest, then rejoice; with whatever astonishment,

accept your Ten, and thank the gods ; under this Ten your de-

struction will at least be milder than under another. But if

you have noi got them, if you are very far from having got

them, then do not rejoice at all, then lament very much ; then

admit that your sublime political constitutions .ind contrivances

do not prove themselves sublime, but ridiculous and contempt-

ible ; that your world's wonder of a political mill, the envy of

surrounding nations, does not yield you real meal; yields you

only powder of millstones (called Hansard Debatings), and a

detentabic brown subslance nut unlike the griiidings of dried

horse (lung or [)ic[);ui;il slreet-niud, which though sold under
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royal patent, and much recommended by the trade, is quite

unfit for culinary purposes!

—

But the disease at least is not mysterious, whatever the

remedy be. Our disease,—alas, is it not clear as the sun, that

we suffer under what is the disease of all the miserable in this

world, want of wisdo/n; that in the Head there is no vision,

and that thereby all the members are dark and in bonds.'' No
vision in the head; heroism, faith, devout insight to discern

what is needful, noble courage to do it, greatly defective there

:

not seeing eyes there, but spectacles constitutionally ground,

which, to the unwary, seem to see. A quite fatal circumstance,

had you never so many Parliaments! How is your ship to be

steered by a Pilot with no eyes but a pair of glass ones got from

the constitutional optician? He must steer by the ear, I think,

rather than by the eye; by the shoutings he catches from the

shore, or from the Parliamentary benches nearer hand :—one
of the frightfulest objects to see steering in a difficult sea! Re-

formed Parliaments in that case, reform-leagues, outer agita-

tions and excitements in never such abundance, cannot profit

:

all this is but the writhing, and painful blind convulsion of the

limbs that are in bonds, that are all in dark misery till the

head be delivered, till the pressure on the brain be removed.

Or perhaps there is now no heroic wisdom left in England

;

England, once the land of heroes, is itself sunk now to a dim
owlery, and habitation of doleful creatures, intent only on mo-
ney-making and other forms of catching mice, for whom the

proper gospel is the gospel of M'Croudy, and all nobler im-

pulses and insights are forbidden henceforth? Perhaps these

present agreeable Occupants of Downing Street, such as the

parliamentary mill has yielded them, are the best the miserable

soil had grown? Thie most Herculean Ten Men that could be

found among the Enghsh Twenty-seven Millions, are these?

There are not, in any place, under any figure, ten diviner men
among us? Well; in that case, the riddling and searching of

the twenty-seven millions has been sitccessfid. Here are our

ten divinestmen; with these, unhappily not divine enough, we
must even content ourselves and die in peace ; what help is

there? No help, no hope, in that case.

But, again, if these are //^/ our divinest men, then evidently

there always is hope, there always is possibility of help ; and
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ruin never is quite inevitable, till we have sifted out our actu-

ally divinest ten, and set these to try their hand at governing

!

—That this has been achieved; that these ten men are the

most Herculean souls the English population held vi^ithin it, is

a proposition credible to no mortal. No, thank God; low as

we are sunk in many ways, this is not yet credible ! Evidently

the reverse of this proposition is the fact. Ten much diviner

men do certainly exist. By some conceivable, not forever im-

possible, method and methods, ten very much diviner men
could be sifted cut !—Courage : let us fix our eyes on that im-

portant fact, and strive all thitherward as towards a door of

hope!

Parliaments, I think, have proved too well, in late years,

that they are not the remedy. It is not Parliaments, reformed

or other, that will ever send Herculean men to Downing Street,

to reform. Downing Street for us; to diffuse therefrom a light

of Heavenly Order, instead of the murk of Stygian Anarchy,

over this sad world of ours. That function does not lie in

the capacities of Parliament. That is the function of d^King,

—if we could get such a priceless entity, which we cannot just

now! Failing which, Statesmen, or Temporary-Kings, and at

the very lowest one real Statesman, to shape the dim tenden-

cies of Parliament, and guide them wisely to the goal : he, I

perceive, will be a primary condition, indispensable for any

progress whatsoever.

One such, perhaps, might be attained ; one such might

prove discoverable among our Parliamentary populations ?

That one, in such an enterprise as this of Downing Street,

might be invaluable ! One noble man, at once of natural wis-

dom and practical experience; one Intellect still really human,

and not rcdtapish, owlish and pedantical, appearing there in

that dim chaos, with word of command; to brandish HercuJes-

likc the divine broom and shovel, and turn running water in

upon the place, and say as with a fiat, " Here shall be truth,

" and real work, and talent to do it henceforth; I will seek for

" able men to work here, as for the elixir of life to this poor
" place and me:"—what might not one such man effect there!

Nay one such is not to be dispensed with anywhere in the

affairs of men. In every ship, I say, there must be a seeing

pilot, not a mere hearing one I It is evident you can never
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get your ship steered through the difficult straits by persons

standing ashore, on this bank and that, and shouting tlicir

confused directions to you: "'Ware that Colonial Sandbank!
" —Starboard now, the Nigger Question I^Larboard, lar-

" board, the Suffrage Movement !—Financial Reforiri, your
" Clothing - Colonels overboard! The Qualification Move-
" ment, 'Ware-re-re !— Helm-a-Iee ! Bear a hand there, will

" you ! Hr-r-r, lubbers, imbeciles, fitter for a tailor's shop-
" board than a helm of Government, Hr-r-r!"—And so the

ship wriggles and tumbles, and, on the whole, goes as wind
and current drive. No ship was ever steered except to de-

struction in that manner. I deliberately say so : no ship of

a State either. If you cannot get a real pilot on board, and
put the helm into his hands, your ship is as good as a wreck.

One real pilot on board may save you ; all the bellowing from

the banks that ever was, will not and by the nature_Df things

cannot. Nay your pilot will have to succeed, if he do suc-

ceed, very much in spite of said bellowing ; he will hear all

that, and regard very little of it,—in a patient mild-spoken

wise manner, will regard all of // as what it is. And I never

doubt but there is in Parliament itself, in spite of its vague
palaverings which fill us with despair in these times, a dumb
instinct of inarticulate sense and stubborn practical English

insight and veracity, that would manfully support a States-

man who could take command with really manful notions of

Reform, and as one deserving to be obeyed. O for one such

;

even one ! More precious to us than all the bullion in the

Bank, or perhaps that ever was in it, just now

!

For it is Wisdom alone that can recognise wisdom : Folly

or Imbecility never can; and that is the fatalest ban it labours

under, dooming it to perpetual failure in all things. Failure

which, in Downing Street and places of coinmand, is especi-

ally accursed ; cursing not one but hundreds of millions !

Who is there that can recognise real intellect, and do rever-

ence to it ; and discriminate it well from sham intellect, which
is so much more abundant, and deserves the reverse of rever-

ence ? He that himself has it !—One really human Intellect,

invested with command, and charged to reform Downing
Street for us, would continually attract real intellect to those

regions, and with a divine magnetism search it out from the

modest corners where it lies hid. And every new accession
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of intellect to Downing Street would bring to it benefit only,

and would increase such divine attraction in it, the parent oi

all benefit there and elsewhere !

"What method, then; by what method?" ask many.

—

Method, alas ! To secure an increased supply of Human In-

tellect to Downing Street, there will evidently be no quite

effectual 'method' but that of increasing the supply of Human
Intellect, otherwise definable as Human Worth, in Society

generally ; increasing the supply of sacred reverence for it, of

loyalty to it, and of life-and-death desire and pursuit of it,

among all classes,—if we but knew such a 'method'! Alas,

that were simply the method of making all classes Servants

of Heaven; and except it be devout prayer to Heaven, I have

never heard of any method ! To increase the reverence for

Human Intellect or God's Light, and the detestation of Human
Stupidity or the Devil's Darkness, what method is there ? No
method,-—except even this, that v/e should each of us ' pray'

for it, instead of praying for mere scrip and the like ; that

Heaven would please to vouchsafe us each a little of it, one

by one ! As perhaps Heaven, in its infinite bounty, by stern

methods, gradually will? Perhaps Heaven has mercy too in

these sore plagues that are oppressing us ; and means to

teach us reverence for Heroism and Human Intellect, by such

baleful experience of what issue Imbecility and Parliamentary

Eloquence lead to ? Such reverence, I do hope, and even

discover and observe, is silently yet extensively going on

among us even in these sad years. In which small salutary

fact there burns for us, in this black coil of universal base-

ness fast becoming universal wretchedness, an inextinguish-

able hope ; far-off but sure, a divine ' pillar of tire by night.'

Courage, courage !

—

Meanwhile, that our one reforming Statesman may have

free command of what Intellect there is among us, and room

to try all means for awakening and inviting ever more of it,

there has one small Project of Improvement been suggested
;

which finds a certain degree of favour wherever I hear it

talked of, and which seems to merit much more considera-

tion than it has yet received. Practical men themselves ap-
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prove of it hitherto, so far as it goes; the one objection being

that the world is not yet prepared to insist on it,—which of

course the world can never be, till once the world consider it,

and in the first place hear tell of it ! I have, for my own
part, a good opinion of this project. The old unreformed

Parliament of rotten boroughs had one advantage ; but that

is hereby, in a far more fruitful and effectual manner, secured

to the new.

The Proposal is. That Secretaries under and upper, that

all manner of changeable or permanent servants in the Go-

vernment Offices shall be selected without reference to their

power of getting into Parliament ;—that, in short, the Queen

shall have power of nominating the half-dozen or half-score

Officers of the Administration, whose presence is thought ne-

cessary in Parliament, to official seats there, without reference

to any constituency but her own only, which of course will

mean her Prime Minister's. A very small encroachment on

the present constitution of Parliament ; offering the minimum
of change in present methods, and I almost think a maximum
in results to be derived therefrom.—The Queen nominates

John Thomas (the fittest man she. much-inquiring, can hear

tell of in her three kingdoms) President of the Poor-Law

Board, Under Secretary of the Colonies, Under, or perhaps

even Upper Secretary of v/hat she and her Premier find suit-

ablest for a working head so eminent, a talent so precious ;

and grants him, by her direct authority, seat and vote in Par-

liament so long as he holds that office. Upper Secretaries,

having more to do in Parliament, and being so bound to be

in favour there, would, I suppose, at least till new times and

habits come, be expected to be chosen from among the Peo-

ple's Members as at present. But whether the Prime Minister

himself is, in all times, bound to be first a People's Member ;

and which, or how many, of his Secretaries and subordinates

he might be allowed to take as Qiceen's Members, my autho-

rity does not say,—perhaps has not himself settled ; the pro-

ject being yet in mere outline or foreshadow, the practical

embodiment in all details to be tixed by authorities much
more competent than he. The soul of his project is. That
the Crown also have power to elect a few members to Parlia-

ment.

From wiiich project, hoM'ever wisely it were embodied, there

H
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could probably, at. first or a)! at once, no great 'accession "!

intellect' to the Government Offices ensue ; though a little might,

even at first, and a little is always precious : but in its ulterior

operation, were that faithfully developed, and wisely presided

over, I fancy an immense accession of intellect might ensue;

—

nay a natural ingress might thereby be opened to all manner
of accessions, and the actual flower of whatever intellect the

British Nation had might be attracted towards Downing Street,

and continue flowing steadily thither ! For, let us see a little

what effects this simple change carries in it the possibilities of.

Here are beneficent germs, which the presence of one truly wise

man as Chief Minister, steadily fostering them for even a few

years, with the sacred fidelity and vigilance that would beseem

him, might ripen into living practices and habitual facts, in-

valuable to us all.

What it is that Secretaries of State, Managers of Colonial

Establishments, of Home and Foreign Government interests,

have really and truly to do in Parliament, might admit of va-

rious estimate in these times. An apt debater in Parliament

is by no means certain to be an able administrator of Colonies,

of Home or Foreign Affairs; nay, rather quite the contrary is

to be presumed of him ; for in order to become a ' brilliant

speaker,' if that is his charactei", considerable portions of his

natnral internal endowment must have gone to the surface, in

order to make a shining figure there, and precisely so much the

less (few men in these days know how much less !) must re-

main available in the internal silent state, or as faculty for

thinking, for devising and acting, which latter and which alone

is the function essential for him in his Secretaryship. Not to

tell a good story for himself ' in Parliament and to the twenty-

seven millions, many of them fools ;' not that, but to do good

administration, to know with sure eye, and decide with just

and resolute heart, what is what in the things committed to his

charge : this and not that is the service which poor England,

whatever it may think and maundev. does require and want of

tlie Official Man in Downing Street. Given a good Official

Man or Secretary, he really ought, as far as it is possible, tc

be left working in the silent state. No mortal can both work

and do good talking in Parliament, or out of it : the feat is im

possible as that of serving two hostile masters.

Nor would I. if it could be helped, much trouble my good
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Secretary with addressing Parliament : needful explanations

;

yes, in a free country, surely;—but not to every frivolous and

vexatious person, in or out of Parliament, who chooses to apply

for them. There should be demands for explanation too which

were reckoned frivolous and vexatious, and censured as such.

These, I should say, are the not needful explanations : and il

my poor Secretary is to be called out from his workshop to

answer every one of these,—his workshop will become (what we
at present see it, deservedly or not) little other than a pillory;

the poor Secretary a kind of talking-machine, exposed to dead-

cats and rotten-eggs ; and the ' work' got out of him or of it

will, as heretofore, be very inconsiderable indeed !—Alas, on

this side also, important improvements are conceivable; and

will even, I imagine, get them whence we may, be found indis-

pensable one day. The honourable gentleman whom you inter-

rupt here, he, in his official capacity, is not an individual now,

but the embodiment of a Nation; he is the 'People of England'

engaged in the work of Secretaryship, this one; and cannot

forever afford to let the three Tailors of Tooley-street break in

upon him at all hours!

—

But leaving this, let us remark one thing which is very

plain: That whatever be the uses and duties, real or supposed,

of a Secretary in Parliament, his faculty to accomplish these

is a point entirely unconnected with his ability to get elected

into Parliament, and has no relation or proportion to it, and

no concern with it whatever. Lord Tommy and the Honour-

able John are not a whit better qualified for Parliamentary

duties, to say nothing of Secretary duties, than plain Tom
and Jack ; they are merely better qualified, as matters stand,

for getting admitted to try them. Which state of matters a

reforming Premier, much in want of abler men to help him,

now proposes altering. Tom and Jack, once admitted by the

Queen's writ, there is every reason to suppose will do quite as

well there as Lord Tommy and the Honourable John. In

Parliament quite as well : and elsewhere, in the other infinitely

more important duties of a Government Office, which indeed

are and remain the essential, vital and intrinsic duties of such

a personage, is there the faintest reason to surmise that Tom
and Jack, if well chosen, will tall short of Lord Tommy and

the Honourable John ? No shadow of a reason. Were the

intrinsic genius of the men exactly equal, there is no shadow
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of a reason : but rather there is quite the reverse ; for Ton)

and Jack have been at least virorkers all their days, not idlers,

gaiae-preservers and mere human clothes-horses, at any periot!

of their lives ; and have gained a schooling thereby, of which

Lord Tommy and the Honourable John, unhappily strangers

to it for most part, can form no conception ! Tom and Jack

have already, on this most narrow hypothesis, a decided supe-

riority of likelihood over Lord Tommy and the Honourable

John.

But the hypothesis is very narrow, and the fact is very

wide ; the hypothesis counts by units, the fact by millions.

Consider how many Toms and Jacks there are to choose from,

well or ill ! The aristocratic class from whom Members of

Parliament can be elected extends only to certain thousands
;

from these you are to choose your Secretary, if a seat in Par-

liament is the primary condition. But the general population

is of Twenty-seven Millions ; from all sections of which you

can choose, if the seat in Parliament is not to be primary.

Make it ultimate instead of primary, a last investiture instead

of a first indispensable condition, and the whole British Na-
tion, learned, unlearned, professional, practical, speculative

and miscellaneous, is at your disposal ! In the lowest broad

strata of the population, equally as in the highest and nar-

rowest, are produced men of every kind of genius ; man for

man, your chance of genius is as good among the millions as

among the units ;—and class for class, what must it be ! From
all classes, not from certain hundreds now but from several

millions, whatsoever man the gods had gifted with intellect

and nobleness, and power to help his country, could be chosen :

O Heavens, could,—if not by Tenpound Constituencies and

the force of beer, then by a Reforming Premier with eyes in

his head, who I think might do it quite infinitely better. Infi-

nitely better. For ignoblencss cannot, by the nature of it,

choose the noble : no, there needs a seeing man who is himself

noble, cognisant by internal experience of the symptoms ol

nobleness. Shall we never think of this; shall we never more
remember this, then .'' It is forever true ; and Nature and Fact,

however we may rattle our ballot-boxes, do at no time forget it.

From the lowest and broadest str.Uum of Society, where

the births are by the million, there was born, almost in our

own memory, a Robert Burns ; son of one who ' had not capi-
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tal for his poor moor-farm of Twenty Pounds a-year,' Robert

Burns never had the smallest chance to get into Parliament,

much as Robert Burns deserved, for all our sakes, to have

been found there. For the man,—it was not known to men
purblind, sunk in their poor dim vulgar element, but might

have been known to men of insight who had any loyalty or

any royalty of their own,—was a born king of men : full of

valour, of intelligence and heroic nobleness ; fit for far other

work than to break his heart among poor mean mortals, gaug-

ing beer ! Him no Tenpound Constituency chose, nor did

any Reforming Premier ; in the deep-sunk British Nation,

overwhelmed in foggy stupor, with the loadstars all gone out

for it, there was no whisper of a notion that it could be de-

sirable to choose him,—except to come and dine with you, and
in the interim to gauge. And yet heaven-born Mr. Pitt, at

that period, was by no means without need of Heroic Intellect,

for other purposes than gauging ! But sorrowful strangula-

tion by redtape, much tighter then than it now is when so

many revolutionary earthquakes have tussled it, quite tied up
the meagre Pitt ; and he said, on hearing of this Burns and
his sad hampered case, " Literature will take care of itself."

—

"Yes, and of you too, if you don't mind it !" answers one.

And so, like Apollo taken for a Neatherd, and perhaps

for none of the best on the Admetus establishment, this new
Norse Thor had to put-up with what was going ; to gauge

ale, and be thankful ; pouring Jiis celestial sunlight through

Scottish Song-writing,—the narrowest chink ever offered to a

Thundergod before ! And the meagre Pitt, and his Dundasses
and redtape Phantasms (growing very ghastly now to think

of), did not in the least know or understand, the impious,

god-forgetting mortals, tl .!; Heroic Intellects, if Heaven were

pleased to send such, were the one salvation for the world and
for them and all of us. No ; they ' had done very well with-

out' such ; did not see the use of such ; went along ' very well'

without such ; well presided over by a singular Heroic Intel-

lect called George the Third : and the Thundergod, as was
rather fit of him, departed early, still in the noon of life, some-

what weary of gauging ale !—O Peter, what a scandalous tor-

pid element of yellow London fog, favourable to owls only and
their mousing operations, has blotted out the stars of Heaven
for us these several generations back,—-which, I rejoice to see.
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is now visibly about to take itself away again, or perhaps to

be dispelled in a very tremendous manner !

For the sake of my Democratic friends, one other obser-

vation. Is not this Proposal the very essence of whatever

truth there is in ' Democracy ;' this, that the able man be
chosen, in whatever rank he is found ? That he be searched

for as hidden treasure is ; be trained, supervised, set to the

work which he alone is fit for. All Democracy lies in this
;

this, I think, is worth all the ballot-boxes and suffrage-move-

ments now going. Not that the noble soul, born poor, should

be set to spout in Parliament, but that he should be set to

assist in governing men : this is our grand Democratic inter-

est. With this we can be saved ; without this, were there a

Parliament spouting in every parish, and Hansard Debates

to stem the Thames, we perish,—die constitutionally drowned,

in mere oceans of palaver.

All reformers, constitutional persons, and men capable of

reflection, are invited to reflect on these things. Let us brush

the cobwebs from our eyes ; let us bid the inane traditions

be silent for a moment ; and ask ourselves, like men dread-

fully intent on having it done, " By what method or methods
" can the able men from every rank of life be gathered, as
" diamond-grains from the general mass of sand : the able

" men, not the sham-able ;—and set to do the work of govern-
" ing, contriving, administering and guiding for us !" It is

the question of questions. All that Democracy ever meant
lies there : the attainment of a truer and truer Aristocracy,

or Government again by the Best.

Reformed Parliaments have lamentably failed to attain it

for us ; and I believe will and must forever fail. One true

Reforming Statesman, one noble worshipper and knower of

human inlellecl, with the quality of an experienced Politician

loo ; he, backed by such a Parliament as England, once re-

cognising him, would loyally send, and at liberty to choose

his working subalterns from all the Englishmen alive ; he

surely might do something .'' Something, by one means or

another, is becoming fearfully necessary to be done ! He, I

think, might accomplish more for us in ten years, than the

best conrcivablc Reformed 'Parliament, and utmost extension

f>r the suffrage, in twice or ten times ten.



No. III. DOWNING STREET. 103

What is extremely important too, you could try this mc
thod with safety ; extension of the suffrage you cannot so try.

With even an approximately heroic Prime Minister, you could

get nothing but good from prescribing to him thus, to choose

the fittest man, under penalties ; to choose, not the fittest ol

the four Jr the three men that were in Parhament, but the

fittest from the whole Twenty-seven Millions that he could

hear of,—at his peril. Nothing but good from this. From
extension of the suffrage, some think, you might get quite

other than good. From extension of the suffrage, till it be-

came a universal counting of heads, one sees not in the least

what wisdom could be extracted. A Parliament of the Paris

pattern, such as we see just now, might be extracted : and

from that ? Solution into universal slush ; drownage of all in-

terests divine and human, in a Noah's-Deluge of Parliament-

ary eloquence,—such as we hope our sins, heavy and manifold

though they are, have not yet quite deserved I

Who, then, is to be the Reforming Statesman, and begin

the noble w-ork for us ? He is the preliminary ; one such ;

with him we may prosecute the enterprise to length after

length ; without him we cannot stir in it at all. A true king,

temporary-king, that dare undertake the government ot Bri-

tain, on condition of beginning in sacred earnest to 'reform'

it, not at this or that extremity, but at the heart and centre.

That will expurgate Downing Street, and the practical Ad-

ministration of our Affairs ; clear out its accumulated moun-
tains of pedantries and cobwebs ; bid the Pedants and the

Dullards depart, bid the Gifted and the Seeing enter and in-

habit. So that henceforth there be Heavenly light there, in-

stead of Stygian dusk ; that God's vivifying light instead of

Satan's deadening and kilhng dusk, may radiate therefrom,

and visit with healing all regions of this British Empire, which

now writhes through every limb of it, in dire agony as if of

death ! The enterprise is great, the enterprise may be called

formidable and even awful ; but there is none nobler among
the sublunary affairs of mankind just now. Nay tacitly it is

the enterprise of every man who undertakes to be British Pre-

mier in these times ;—and I cannot esteem him an enviable

Premier who, because the engagement is tacit, flatters himself
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that it does not exist !
" Show it me in the bond," he says.

Your Lordship, it actually exists : and I think you will see it

yet, in another kind of ' bond' than that sheepskin one !

But truly, in any time, what a strange feeling, enough to

alarm a very big Lordship, this : that he, of the size he is,

has got to the apex of English affairs ! Smallest wrens, we
know, by training and the aid of machinery, are capable of

many things. For this world abounds in miraculous combi-

nations, far transcending anything they do at Drury Lane in

the melodramatic way. A world which, as sohd as it looks,

is made all of aerial and even of spiritual stuff
;
permeated

all by incalculable sleeping forces and electricities; and liable

to go off, at any time, into the hugest developments, upon a

scratch thoughtfully or thoughtlessly given on the right point :

—Nay, for every one of us, could not the sputter of a poor

pistol-shot shrivel the Immensities together like a burnt scroll,

and make the Heavens and the Earth pass away with a great

noise ? Smallest wrens, and canary-birds of some dexterity,

can be trained to handle lucifer-matches ; and have, before

now, fired-off whole powder-magazines and parks of artillery.

Perhaps without much astonishment to the canary-bird. The
canai-y-bird can hold only its own quantity of astonishment ;

and may possibly enough retain its presence of mind, were

even Doomsday to come. It is on this principle that I ex-

plain to myself the equanimity of some men and Premiers

whom we have known.

This and the other Premier seems to take it with perfect

coolness. And yet, I say, what a strange feeling, to find him-

self Chief Governor of England
;
girding on, upon his moder-

ately-sized new soul, the old battle-harness of an Oliver Crom-

well, an Edward Longshanks, a William Conqueror. " I, then,

" am the Ablest of English attainable Men ? This English

" People, which has spread itself over all lands and seas, and
" achieved such works in the ages,—which has done America,

" India, the Lancashire Cotton-trade, iiromwicham Iron-trade,

" Newton's Principia, Shakspeare's Dramas, and the British

'* Constitution,—the apex of all its intelligences and mighty

" instincts and dumb longings : it is I ? William Conqueror's

" big gifts, and Edward's and Elizabeth's ; Oliver's Hghtning

•• soul, noble as Sinai and the thunders of the Lord : these
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" are mine, I begin to perceive,—to a certain extent. These

"heroisms have I,—though rather shy of exhibiting them.
" These ; and something withal of the huge beaver-faculty of

" our Arkwrights, Brindleys ; touches too of the phosnix-me-

" lodies and sunny heroisms of our Shakspeares, of our Sing-

" ers, Sages and inspired Thinkers ; all this is in me, I will

" hope,—though rather shy of exhibiting it on common occa-

" sions. The Pattern Englishman, raised by solemn accla-

" mation upon the bucklers of the Enghsh People, and saluted

• with universal 'God save thee !'—has now the honour to

" announce himself. After fifteen-hundred years of constitu-

" tional study as to methods of raising on the bucklers, which
" is the operation of operations, the Englisli People, surely

" pretty well skilled in it by this time, has raised—the remark-
" able individual now addressing you. The best-combined

• sample of whatsoever divine qualities are in this big People,

" the consummate tlower of all that they have done and been,

" the ultimate product of the Destinies, and English man of
•' men, arrived at last in the fulness of time, is—who think

" you ? Ye worlds, the Ithuriel javelin by which, with all

" these heroisms and accumulated energies old and new, the

" English People means to smite and pierce, is this poor
" tailor's-bodkin, hardly adequate to bore an eylet-hole, who
" now has the honour to" Good Heavens, if it were not

that men generally are very much of the canary-bird, here

are reflections sufficient to annihilate any man, almost before

starting \

But to us also it ought to be a very strange reflection !

This, then, is the length we have brought it to, with our con-

stitutioning, and ballot-boxing, and incessant talk and effort

in every kind for so many centuries back ; this 1 The golden

flower of our grand alchemical projection, which has set the

world in astonishment so long, and been the envy of surround-

ing nations, is—what we here see. To be governed by his

Lordship, and guided through the undiscovered paths of Time
by this respectable degree of human faculty. With our utmost

soul's travail we could discover, by the sublimest methods eu-

logised by all the world, no abler Englishman than this ?

—

Really it should make us pause upon the said sublime

methods, and ask ourselves very seriously, whether, notwith-

standing the eulogy of all the world, they can be other than
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extremely astonishing methods, that require revisal and recon-

sideration very much indeed ! For the kind of ' man' we get

to govern us, all conclusions whatsoever centre there, and like-

wise all manner of issues flow infallibly therefrom. ' Ask well,

' who is your Chief Governor,* says one: 'for around him men
' like to him will infallibly gather, and by degrees all the world
' will be made in his image.' ' He who is himself a noble man,
' has a chance to know the nobleness of men ; he who is not,

' has none. And as for the poor Public,—alas, is not the kind
' of "man" you set upon it the liveliest symbol of its and your
' veracity and victory and blessedness, or unveracity and misery
' and cursedness ; the general summation and practical outcome
* of all else whatsoever in the Public and in you ?'

Time was when an incompetent Governor could not be

permitted among men. He was, and had to be, by one me-

thod or the other, clutched up from his place at the helm of

affairs, and hurled down into the hold, perhaps even over-

board, if he could not really steer. And we call those ages

barbarous, because they shuddered to see a Phantasm at the

helm of their affairs ; an eyeless Pilot with constitutional spec-

tacles, steering by the ear mainly ? And we have changed all

that : no-government is now the best ; and a tailor's foreman,

who gives no trouble, is preferable to any otlier for governing?

My friends, such truly is the current idea ; but you dreadfully

mistake yourselves, and the fact is not such. The fact, now
beginning to disclose itself again in distressed Needlewomen,

famishing Connaughts, revolting Colonies, and a general rapid

advance towards Social Ruin, remains really what it always

was, and will so remain !

Men have very much forgotten it at present ; and only

here a man and there a man begins again to bethink himself

of it : but all men will gradually get reminded of it, perhaps

terribly to their cost ; and the sooner they all lay it to heart

again, I think it will be the better. For in spite of our ob-

livion of it, the thing remains forever true ; nor is there any

Constitution or body of Constitutions, were they clothed with

never such venerabilities and general acceptabilities, that avails

to deliver a Nation from the consequences of forgetting it.

Nature, I assure you, does forevermore remember it ; and a

hundred British Constitutions are but as a hundred cobwebs

between her and the ptnnlty she levies for forgetting it. Tell
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me whal kind of man governs a People, you tell me, with

much exactness, what the net sum-total of social worth in that

People has for some time been. Whether they have loved the

phylacteries or the eternal noblenesses ; whether they have

been struggling heavenward like eagles, brothers of the radi-

ances, or groping owl-like with horn-eyed diligence, catching

mice and balances at their banker's,—poor devils, you will

see it all in that one fact. A fact long prepared beforehand ;

which, if it is a peaceably received one, must have been ac-

quiesced in, judged to be 'best,' by the poor mousing owls,

intent only to have a large balance at their banker's and keep

a whole skin.

Such sordid populations, which were long blind to Hea-
ven's light, are getting themselves burnt-up rapidly, in these

days, by street-insurrection and Hellfire ;—as is indeed inevit-

able, my esteemed M'Croudy! Light, accept the blessed light,

if you will have it when Heaven vouchsafes. You refuse ? You
prefer Delolme on the British Constitution, the Gospel accord-

ing to M'Croudy, and a good balance at your banker's ? Very
well : the ' light' is more and more withdrawn ; and for some
time you have a general dusk, very favourable for catching

mice; and the opulent owlery is very 'happy,' and well-off at

its banker's ;—and furthermore, by due sequence, infallible as

the foundations of the Universe and Nature's oldest law, the

light returns on you, condensed, this time, into h'ghifiifig,

which there is not any skin whatever too thick for taking in !
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[15th April 1850.]

In looking at this wreck of Governments in all European
countries, there is one consideration that suggests itself, sadly

elucidative of our modern epoch. These Governments, we
may be well assured, have gone to anarchy for this one rea-

son inclusive of every other whatsoever, That they were not

wise enough ; that the spiritual talent embarked in them, the

virtue, heroism," intellect, or by whatever other synonyms we
designate it, was not adequate,— probably had long been in-

adequate, and so in its dim helplessness had suffered, or per-

haps invited falsity to introduce itself; had suffered injustices,

and solecisms, and contradictions of the Divine Fact, to ac-

cumulate in more than tolerable measure ; whereupon said

Governments were overset, and declared before all creatures

to be too false.

This is a reflection sad but important to the modern Go-

vernments now fallen anarchic. That they had not spiritual

talent enough. And if this is so, then surely the question, How
these Governments came to sink for want of intellect 1 is a

rather interesting one. Intellect, in some measure, is born

into every Century; and the Nineteenth flatters itself that it

is rather distinguished that way! What had become of this

celebrated Nineteenth Century's intellect ? Surely some of it

existed, and was 'developed' withal;—nay in the 'undeveloped,'

unconscious, or inarticulate state, it is not dead; but alive and

at work, if mutely not less beneficently, some think even more
so ! And yet Governments, it would appear, could by no means

get enough of it ; almost none of it came their way: what had

become of it ? Truly there must be something very question-

able, cither in the intellect of this celebrated Century, or in

the methods (jovernmonts now have of supplying their wants

from the same. One or other of two grand fundamental short-
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comings, in regard to intellect or human cnlighteumcuL, arc

very visible in this enlightened Century of ours ; for it has

now become the most anarchic of Centuries ; that is to say,

has fallen practically into such Egyptian darkness that it can-

not grope its way at all

!

Nay I rather think both of these shortcomings, fatal de-

ficits both, are ciiargeable upon us ; and it is the joint harvest

of both that we are now reapmg, with such havoc to our aftairs.

I rather guess, the intellect of the Nineteenth Century, so full

of miracle to Heavyside and others, is itself a mechanical or

beaver intellect rather than a high or eminently human one.

A dim and mean though authentic kind of intellect, this ; ven-

erable only in defect of better. This kind will avail but little

m the higher enterprises ot human intellect, especially in that

highest enterprise of guiding men Heavenward, which, after

all, is the one real 'governing' of them on this God's-Earth:

—an enterprise not to be achieved by bearer intellect, but by

other higher and highest kinds. This is deficit first. And
then secondly. Governments have, really to a fatal and extra-

ordinary extent, neglected in late ages to supply themselves

with what intellect v.'as going ; having, as was too natural in

the dim time, taken up a notion that human intellect, or even

beaver intellect, was not necessary to them at all, but that a

little ol the vulpine sort (if attainable), supported by routine,

redtape traditions, and tolerable parliamentary eloquence on

occasion, would very well suffice. A most false and impious

notion ; leading to fatal lethargy on the part of Governments,

while Nature and Fact were preparing strange phenomena in

contradiction to it.

These are two very fatal deficits ;—the remedy of either ot

which would be the remedy of both, could we but find it ! For
indeed they are vitally connected : one of them is sure to pro-

duce the other ; and both once in action together, the advent

of darkness, certain enough to issue in anarchy by and by,

goes on with frightful acceleration. If Governments neglect to

invite what noble intellect there is, then too surely all intellect,

not omnipotent to resist bad influences, will tend to become
beaverish ignoble intellect; and quitting high aims, which seem
shut-up from it, will help itself forward in the way of making
money and suchlike ; or will even sink to be sham intellect

;

helping itself by methods which are not only beaverish but
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vulpine, and so ' ignoble' as not to have common honesty. The
Government, taking no thought to choose intellect for itself, will

gradually find that there is less and less of a good quality to

choose from: thus, as in all impieties it does, bad grows worse

at a frightful double rate of progression ; and your impiety is

twice cursed. If you are impious enough to tolerate darkness,

you will get ever more darkness to tolerate ; and at that in-

evitable stage of the account (inevitable in all such accounts)

when actual light or else destruction is the alternative, you

will call to the Heavens and the Earth for light, and none will

come
Certainly this evil, for one, has not ' wrought its own cure ;'

but has wrought precisely the reverse, and has been hourly eat-

ing away what possibilities of cure there were. And so, I fear,

in spite of rumours to the contrary, it always is with evils, with

solecisms against Nature, and contradictions to the divine fact

of things : not an evil of them has ever wrought its own cure in

my experience ;—but has continually grown worse and wider

and uglier, till some good (generally a good ;;/cm) not able to

endure the abomination longer, rose upon it and cured or else

extinguished it. Evil Governments, divested of God's light be-

cause tliey have loved darkness rather, are not likelier than

other evils to work their own cure out of that bad plight.

It is urgent upon all Governments to pause in this fatal

course ; persisted in, the goal is fearfully evident ; every hour's

persistence in it is making return more difficult. Intellect ex-

ists in all countries; and tlie function appointed it by Heaven,

—Governments had better not attempt to contradict that, for

they cannot ! Intellect /las to govern in this world ; and will

do it, if not in alliance with so-called 'Governments' ofredtape

and routine, then in divine hostility to such, and sometimes

alas in diabolic hostility to such ; and. in the end, as sure as

Heaven is higher than Downing Street, and the Laws ol Na-

ture are tougher than redtape, with entire victory over them

and entire ruin to them. If there is one thinking man among
the Politicians of Englaml, I consider these things extremely

well worth his attention just now.

Who are available to your Offices in Downing Street ? All

the gift(;d souls, of every rank, who are born to you in this

general ion. These are appointed, by the true eternal 'divine
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light' which will never become obsolete, to be your governors

and administrators ; and precisely as you employ them, or

neglect to employ them, will your State be favoured of Hea-

ven or disfavoured. This noble young soul, you can have him
on either of two conditions ; and on one of them, since he is

here in the world, you must have him. As your ally and co-

adjutor ; or failing that, as your natural enemy : which shall it

be .'' I consider that every Government convicts itself of in-

fatuation and futility, or absolves and justifies itself before God
and man, according as it answers this question. With all sub-

lunary entities, this is the questi-„n of questions. What talent

is born to you ? How do you employ that ? The crop of spi-

ritual talent that is born to you, of human nobleness and in-

tellect and heroic faculty, this is infinitely more important than

your crops of cotton or corn, or wine or herrings or whale-oil,

which the Newspapers record with such anxiety every season.

This is not quite counted by seasons, therefore the Newspapers
are silent : but by generations and centuries, I assure you it

becomes amazingly sensible ; and surpasses, as Heaven does

Earth, all the corn and wine, and whale-oil and California bul-

lion, or any other crop you grow. If that crop cease, the other

crops—please iC take them also, if you are anxious about them.

That once ceasing, we may shut shop; for no other crop what-

ever will stay with us, nor is worth having if it would.

To promote men of talent, to search and sift the whole

society in every class for men of talent, and joyfully promote
them, has not always been found impossible. In many forms

of polity they have done it, and still do it, to a certain degree.

The degree to which they succeed in doing it marks, as I have
said, with very great accuracy the degree of divine and human
worth that is in them, the degree of success or real ultimate

victory they can expect to have in this world.—Think, for ex-

ample, of the old Catholic Church, in its merely terrestrial re-

lations to the State ; and sec if your reflections, and contrasts

with what now is, are of an exulting character. Progress of

the species has gone on as with seven-league boots, and in

various directions has shot ahead amazingly, with three cheers

from all the world ; but in this direction, the most vital and
indispensable, it has lagged terribly, and has even moved back-

ward, i,ill now it is quite gone out of sight in clouds of cotton-
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fuzz and railway-scrip, and has fallen fairly over the horizon to

rearward

!

In those most benighted Feudal societies, full of mere tyran-

nous steel Barons, and totally destitute of Tenpound Franchises

and Ballot-boxes, there did nevertheless authentically preach

itself everywhere this grandest of gospels, without which no
other gospel can avail us much, to all souls of men, "Awake,
ye noble souls ; here is a noble career for you !" I say, every-

where a road towards promotion, for human nobleness, lay

wide open to all men. The pious soul,—which, if you i eilect,

will mean the ingenuous anc' ingenious, the gifted, intelligent

and nobly-aspiring soul,—such a soul, in whatever rank of life

it were born, had one path inviting it ; a generous career,

whereon, by human worth and valour, all earthly heights and
Heaven itself were attainable. In the lowest stratum of social

thraldom, nowhere was the noble sou) doomed quite to choke,

and die ignobly. The Church, poor old benighted creature,

had at least taken care of that : the noble aspiring soul, not

doomed to choke ignobly in its penuries, could at least run

into the neighbouring Convent, and there take refuge. Edu-
cation awaited it there ; strict training not only to whatever

useful knowledge could be had from writing and reading, but

to obedience, to pious reverence, self-restraint, annihilation of

self,—really to human nobleness in many most essential re-

spects. No questions asked about your birth, genealogy, quan-

tity of money-capital or the like; the one question was, "Is
there some human nobleness in you, or is there not ?" The
poor neatherd's son, if he were a Noble of Nature, might rise

to Priesthood, to High-priesthood, to the top of this world,

—

and best of all, he had still high Heaven lying high enough

above him, to keep his head steady, on whatever height or in

whatever depth his way might lie !

A thrice-glorious arrangement, when I reflect on it ; most

salutary to all higli and low interests ; a truly human arrange-

ment. You made the born noble yours, welcoming him as

what he was, the Sent of Heaven : you did not force him either

to die or become your enemy ; idly neglecting or suppressing

him as what he was not, a thing of no worth. You accepted the

blessed li/^ht ; ond in the shape of infernal lightning it needed

not to visit you. How, like an immense mine-shaft through the

dim oppressed strata ol society, this Institution of the Priest-
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hood ran ; opening, from tlic lowest depths towards all heights

and towards Heaven itself, a free road of egress and emergence

towards virtuous nobleness, heroism and well-doing, for every

born man. This we may call the living lungs and blood-cir-

culation of those old Feudalisms. When I think of that im-

measurable all-pervading lungs
;

present in every corner of

human society, every meanest hut a cell of said lungs ; inviting

whatsoever noble pious soul was born there to the path that was

noble for him ; and leading thereby sometinies, if he were

worthy, to be the Papa of Christendom, and Commander of all

Kings,— I perceive how the old Christian society continued

healthy, vital, and was strong and heroic. When I contrast

this with the noble aims now held out to noble souls born in

remote huts, or beyond the verge of Palace-Yard ; and think

of what your Lordship has done in the way of making priests

and papas,— I see a society without lungs, fast wheezing itself

to death, in horrid convulsions ; and deserving to die.

Over Europe generally in these years, I consider that the

State has died, has fairly coughed its last in street musketry,

and fallen down dead, incapable of any but galvanic life hence-

forth,—owing to this same fatal want of hmgs^ which includes

all other wants for a State. And furthermore that it will never
come alive again, till it contrive to get such indispensable vital

apparatus ; the outlook toward which consummation is very
distant in most communities of Europe. If you let it come to

death or suspended-animation in States, the case is very bad !

Vain to call-in universal-suffrage parliaments at that stage

:

the universal-suffrage parliaments cannot give you any breath
of life, cannot find any wisdom for you ; by long impiety, you
have let the supply of noble human wisdom die out ; and the

wisdom that now courts your tiniversal-suftrages is beggarly
human attorneyism or sham-wisdom, which is fiot an insight

into the Laws of God's Universe, but into the laws of hungry
Egoism and the Devil's Chicane, and can in the end profit no
community or man.

No
; the kind of heroes that come mounted on the should-

ers of the universal-suffrage, and instal themselves as Prime
Ministers and healing Statesmen by force of able editorship,

do not bid very fair to bring Nations back to the ways of God.
Eloquent high-lacquered pinchbeck specimens these, expert in

I
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the arts of Belial mainly ;
—-fitter to be markers at some ex-

ceedingly expensive billiard-table than sacred chief-priests of

men 1
' Greeks of the Lower Empire ;* with a varn'sh of par-

liamentary rhetoric ; and, I suppose, this other great gift, tough-

ness of character,—proof that they have persevered in their

Master's service. Poor wretches, their industry is mob-wor-

ship, place-worship, parliamentary intrigue, and the multiplex

art of tongue-fence : flung into that bad element, there they

swim for decades long, throttling and wrestling one another

according to their strength,—and the toughest or luckiest gets

to land, and becomes Premier. A more entirely unbeautiful

class of Premiers was never raked out of the ooze, and set on

high places, by any ingenuity of man. Dame Dubarry's petti-

coat was a better seine-net for fishing out Premiers than that.

Let all Nations whom necessity is driving towards that method,

take warning in time !

Alas, there is, in a manner, but one Nation that can still

take warning ! In England alone of European Countries the

State yet survives ; and might help itself by better methods.

In England heroic wisdom is not yet dead, and quite replaced

by attorneyism ; the honest beaver faculty yet abounds with

us, the heroic manful faculty shows itself also to the observant

eye, not dead but dangerously sleeping. I said there were many
kings in England : if these can yet be rallied into strenuous

activity, and set to govern England in Downing Street and else-

where, which their function always is,—then England can be

saved from anarchies and universal-suffrages ; and that Apo-

theosis of Attorneyism, blackest of terrestrial curses, may be

spared us. If these cannot, the other issue, in such forms as

may be appropriate to us, is inevitable. What escape is there?

England must conform to the eternal laws of life, or England

too must die

!

England with the largest mass of real living interests ever

intrusted to a Nation ; and with a mass of extinct imaginary

and quite dead interests piled upon it to the very Heavens, and

encumbering it from shore to shore,—does reel and stagger

ominously in these years ; urged by tlic Divine Silences and

the Eternal Laws to take practical hold of its living interests

and manage them : and clutching blindly into its venerable ex-

tinct and imaginary interests, as if that were still the way to

do it. England must contrive to manage its living interests,
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tirid quit its dead ones and their methods, or else depart from

its place in this world. Surely England is called as no Nation

ever was, to summon-out its kings, and set them to that higli

work !— Huge inorganic England, nigh choked under the exu-

viae of a thousand years, and blindly sprawling amid chartisms,

ballot-boxes, prevenient graces, and bishops' nightmares, must,

as the preliminary and commencement of organisation, learn

to breathe again,—get 'lungs' for herself agam, as we defined

it. That is imperative upon her : she too will die, otherwise,

and cough her last upon the streets some day ;—how can she

continue living? To enfranchise whatsoever of Wisdom is born

in England, and set that to the sacred task of coercing and
amending what of Folly is born in England : Heaven's bless-

ing is purchasable by that ; by not that, only Heaven's curse

is purchasable. The reform contemplated, my liberal friends

perceive, is a truly radical one ; no ballot-box ever went so

deep into the roots : a radical, most painful, slow and difficult,

but most indispensable reform of reforms !

How short and feeble an approximation to these high ul-

terior results, the best Reform of Dov/ning Street, presided over

by the fittest Statesman one can imagine to exist at present,

would be, is too apparent to me. A long time yet till we get

our living interests put under due administration, till we get

our dead interests handsomely dismissed. A long time yet till,

by extensive change of habit and ways of thinking and acting,

we get living ' lungs' for ourselves 1 Nevertheless, by Reform

of Downing Street, we do begin to breathe ; we do start in the

way towards that and all high results. Nor is there visible to

me any other way. Blessed enr>'igh were the way once entered

on ; could we, in our evil days, but see the noble enterprise

begun, and fairly in progress !

What the 'Ne7v Downing Street' can grow to, and will and

must if England is to have a Downing Street beyond a few

years longer, it is far from me, in my remote watch-tower, to

say with precision. A Downing Street inhabited by the gifted

of the intellects of England ; directing all its energies upon the

real and living interests of England, and silently but incessantly,

in the alembics of the place, burning-up the extinct imaginary

interests of England, that we may see God's sky a little plainer

overhead, and have all of us a great accession of 'heroic wis-
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dom' to dispose of: such a Downing Street^—to draw the plan

of it, will require architects ; many successive architects and
builders will be needed there. Let not editors, and remote un-

professional persons, interfere too much !—Change in the pre-

sent edifice, however, radical change, all men can discern to

be inevitable ; and even, if there shall not worse swiftly follow,

to be imminent. Outlines of the future edifice paint themselves

against the sky (to men that still have a sky, and are above

the miserable London fogs of the hour) ; noble elements of new
State Architecture, foreshadows of a new Downing Street for

the New Era that is to come. These with pious hope all men can

see ; and it is good that all men, with whatever faculty they

have, were earnestly looking thitherward ;—trying to get above

the fogs, that they might look thitherward !

Among practical men the idea prevails that Government
can do nothing but 'keep the peace.' They say all higher

tasks are unsafe for it, impossible for it,—and in fine not ne-

cessary for it or for us. On this footing a very feeble Down-
ing Street might serve the turn !— I am well aware that Govern-

ment, for a long time past, has taken in hand no other public

task, and has professed to have no other, but that of keeping

the peace. This public task, and the private one of ascertain-

ing whether Dick or Jack was to do it, have amply filled the

capabilities of Government for several generations now. Hard

tasks both, it would appear. In accomplishing the first, for

example, have not hcavenborn Chancellors of the Exchequer

had to shear us very bare ; and to leave an overplus of Debt,

or of lleeces shorn /^^t*?-^ they are grown, justly esteemed among

the wonders of the world? Not a first-rate keeping of the

peace, this, we begin to surmise ! At least it seems strange to us.

Yox we, and the overwhelming majority of all our acquaint-

ances, in this Parish and Nation and the adjacent Parishes and

Nations, are profoundly conscious to ourselves of being by na-

ture peaceable persons ; following our necessary industries :

without wish, interest or faintest intention to cut the skin of

any mortal, to break feloniously into his industrial premises, or

do any injustice to him at all. IJecause indeed, independent

of Government, there is a thing called conscience, and we dare

not. So that it cannot but appear to us, 'the peace,' under

dextrous management, might be very much more easily keplj
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your Lordship ; nay, we almost think, if well let alone, it would

in a measure keep itself among such a set of persons ! And
how it happens that when a poor hardworking creature of us

has laboriously earned sixpence, the Government comes in, and

(as some compute) says, " I will thank you for threepence of

" that, as per account, for getting you peace to spend the other

" threepence," our amazement begins to be considerable,—and

I think results will follow from it by and by. Not the most

dextrous keeping of the peace, your Lordship, unless it be more
difficult to do than appears !

Our domestic peace, we cannot but perceive, as good as

keeps itself. Here and there a select Equitable person, ap-

pointed by the Public for that end, clad in ermine, and backed

lay certain companies of blue Police, is amply adequate, with-

out immoderate outlay in money or otherwise, to keep-down the

few exceptional individuals of the scoundrel kind ; who, we ob-

sei^ve, by the nature of them, are always weak and inconsider-

able. And as to foreign peace, really all Europe, now especially

with so many railroads, public journals, printed books, penny-

post, bills of exchange, and continual intercourse and mutual de-

pendence, is more and more becoming (so to speak) one Parish
;

the Parishioners of which being, as we ourselves are, in im-

mense majority peaceable hardworking people, could, if they

were moderately well guided, have almost no disposition to

quarrel. Their economic interests are one, ' To buy in the

cheapest market, and sell in the dearest ;

' their faith, any reli-

gious faith they have, is one, ' To annihilate shams—by all me-

thods, street-barricades included.' Why shoidd they quarrel .-*

The Czar of Russia, in the Eastern parts of the Parish, may
have other notions ; but he knows too well he must keep them

to himself. He, if he meddled with the Western parts, and

attempted anywhere to crush or disturb that sacred Democratic

Faith of theirs, is aware there would rise from a hundred and

fifty million human throats such a Hymn of the Marseillese as

was never heard before ; and England, France, Germany, Poland,

Hungary, and the Nine Kingdoms, hurling themselves upon

him in neve;r-imagined fire of vengeance, would swiftly reduce

his Russia and him to a strange situation ! Wherefore he for-

bears,—and being a person of some sense, will long forbear.

In spite of editorial prophecy, the Czar of Russia does not dis-

turb our night's rest. And with the other parts of the Parish
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our dreams and our thoughts are of anything but of fighting, or

of the smallest need to fight.

For keeping of the peace, a thing highly desirable to us,

we strive to be grateful to your Lordship. Intelligible to us,

also, your Lordship's reluctance to get out of the old routine.

But we beg to say farther, that peace by itself has no feet to

stand upon, and would not suit us even if it had. Keeping of

the peace is the function of a policeman, and but a small frac-

tion of that of any Government, King or Chief of men. Are

not all men bound, and the Chief of men in the name of all,

to do properly this : To see, so far as human effort under pain

of eternal reprobation can, God's Kingdom incessantly advanc-

ing here below, and His will done on Earth as it is in Heaven?

On Sundays your Lordship knows this well ; forget it not on

weekdays. I assure you it is for evermore a fact. That is the

immense divine and never-ending task which is laid on every

man, and with unspeakable increase of emphasis on every Go-

vernment or Commonwealth of men. Your Lordship, that is

the basis upon which peace and all else depends ! That basis

once well lost, there is no peace capable of being kept,—the

only peace that could then be kept is that of the churchyard.

Your Lordship may dejDcnd on it, whatever thing takes upon it

the name of Sovereign or Government in an English Nation such

as this will have to get out of that old routine ; and set about

keeping something very different from the peace, in these days !

Truly it is high time that same beautiful notion of No-

Govcrnment should take itself away. The world is daily rush-

ing towards wreck, while that lasts. If your Government is

to be a Constituted Anarchy, what issue can it have ? Our
one interest in such Government is, that it would be kind

enough to cease and go its ways, befort: the inevitable arrive.

The question, Wiio is to float atop nowhither upon the popular

vortexes, and act that sorry character, ' carcass of the drowned

ass upon the mud-deluge' ? is by no means an important one

for almost anybody,—hardly even for the drowned ass himself.

Such drowned ass ouglit to ask himself, If the function is a

sublime one ? For him too, though he looks sublime to the

vul;.',ar and floats atop, a private situation, down out of sight in

his natural ooze, would be a luckier one.

Cral)be, spcal:ing of constitutional philosopViies, iaith in the
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ballot-box and suchlike, has this indignant passage: ' If any
' voice of deliverance or resuscitation reach us, in this our low
' and ail-but lost estate, sunk almost beyond plummet's sound-
' ing in the mud of Lethe, and oblivious of all noble objects,

' —it will be an intimation that we must put away all this

' abominable nonsense, and understand, once more, that Con-
' stituted Anarchy, with hov/ever many ballot-boxes, caucuses,

' and hustings-beerbarrels, is a continual offence to gods and
' men. That to be governed by small men is not only a mis-

' fortune, but it is a curse and a sin ; the effect, and alas the

' cause also, of all manner of curses and sins. That to pro-

' fess subjection to phantasms, and pretend to accept guidance
' from fractional parts of tailors, is what Smelfungus in his

' rude dialect calls it, "a damned lie," and nothing other. A
' lie which, by long use and wont, we have grown accustomed
' to, and do not the least feel to be a lie, having spoken and
' done it continually everywhere for such a long time past ;

—

' but has Nature grown to accept it as a veracity, think you,

my friend? Have the Parca; fallen asleep, because you wanted
' to make money in the City ? Nature at all moments knows
' well that it is a lie ; and that, like ail lies, it is cursed and
' damned from the beginning.

' Even so, ye indigent millionaires, and miserable bankrupt
' populations rolling in gold,—whose note-of-hand will go to

' any length in Threadneedle Street, and to whom in Heaven's
' Bank the stern answer is, " No effects !" Bankrupt, I say

;

' and Californias and Eldorados will not save us. And every
' time we speak such lie, or do it or look it, as v/e have been
' incessantly doing, and many of us with clear consciousness,

' for about a hundred and fifty years now, Nature marks down
' the exact penalty against us. " Debtor to so much lying :

' forfeiture of existing stock of worth to such extent ;—approach
' to general damnation by so much." Till now, as we look

* round us over a convulsed anarchic Europe, and at home
' over an anarchy not yet convulsed, but only heaving towards
' convulsion, and to judge by the Mosaic sweating-establish-

' ments, cannibal Connaughts and other symptoms, not far

' from convulsion now, we seem to have pretty much exhausted
' our accumulated stock of worth ; and, unless money's " worth"
' and bullion at the Bank will save us, to be rubbing very close

' upon that ulterior i)ourne which I do not like to name again!
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' On behalf of nearly twenty-seven millions of my fellow-

' countrymen, sunk deep in Lethean sleep, with mere owl-

' dreams of Political Economy and mice-catching, in this pacific

' thrice-infernal slush-element ; and also of certain select thou-
' sands, and hundreds and units, awakened or beginning to

' awaken from it, and with horror in their hearts perceiving
' where they are, I beg to protest, and in the name of God to

' say, with poor human ink, desirous much that I had divine

' thunder to say it with, Awake, arise,—before you sink to

' death eternal ! Unnameable destruction, and banishment to

' Houndsditch and Gehenna, lies in store for all Nations that,

' in angry perversity or brutal torpor and owlish blindness,

neglect the eternal message of the gods, and vote for the

'Worse while the Better is there. Like owls they say, " Ba-
• rabbas will do ; any orthodo.x Hebrew of the Hebrews, and
' peaceable believer in M'Croudy and the Faith of Leave-alone
' will do : the Right Honourable Minimus is well enough ; he
' shall be our Alaximus, under him it will be handy to catch

'mice, and Owklom shall continue a flourishing empire."'

One thing is undeniable, and must be continually repeated

till it get to be understood again : Of all constitutions, forms

of government, and political methods among men, the question

to be asked is even this, What kind of man do you set over us?

All questions are answered in the answer to this. Another thing

is worth attending to : No people or populace, with never such

ballot-boxes, can select such man for j-^ou ; only the man ot

worth can recognize worth in men ;—to the commonplace man
of no or of little worth, you, unless you wish to be 7//isled, need
not apply on such an occasion. Those poor Tenpound Fran-

chisers of yours, they are not even in earnest ; the poor snilV-

ing sniggering Honourable Gentlemen they send to Parliament

are as little so. Tenpound P'ranchisers full of mere beer and
balderdash ; Honourable Gentlemen come to Parliament as to

an Almack's series of evening parties, or big cockmain (battle

of all the coc:ks) very amusing to witness and bet upon : what
can or could men i)\ that predicament ever do for you.'' Nay,

if they were in life-and-death earnest, what could it avail you
in such a case? I tell you, a million blockheads looking au-

thoritatively into one man of what you call genius, or noble

sense, will make nothing but nonsense out of him and his quali-
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ties, and his virtues and defects, if they look till the end of

time. He understands them, sees what they are ;
but that

they should understand him, and see with rounded outline

what his limits are,—this, which would mean that they are

bigger than he, is forever denied them. Their one good un-

derstanding of him is that they at last should loyally say,

" We do not quite understand thee ; we perceive thee to be
" nobler and wiser and bigger than we, and will loyally follow

" thee."

The question therefore arises, Whether, since reform of

parliament and suchlike have done so little in that respect,

the problem might not be with some hope attacked in the di-

rect manner.^ Suppose all our Institutions, and Public Methods
of Procedure, to continue for the present as they are ; and sup-

pose farther a Reform Premier, and the English Nation once

awakening under him to a due sense of the infinite importance,

nay the vital necessity there is of getting able and abler men :

—might not some heroic wisdom, and actual ' ability ' to do

what must be done, prove discoverable to said Premier ; and
so the indispensable Heaven's-blessing descend to us from

above, since none has yet sprang from below.'' From above

we shall have to try it ; the other is exhausted,—a hopeless

method that ! The utmost passion of the house-inmates. Ig-

norant of masonry and architecture, cannot avail to cure the

house of smoke : not if they vote and agitate forever, and be-

stir themselves to the length even of street-barricades, will the

smoke in the least abate : how can it .-^ Their passion exercised

in such ways, till Doomsday, will avail them nothing. Let

their passion rage steadily against the existing majordomos to

this effect,
'"'' Find us men skilled in house-building, acquainted

" with the laws of atmospheric suction, and capable to cure
" smoke ; " something might come of it ! In the lucky circum-

stance of having one man of real intellect and courage to put

at the head of the movement, much would come of it ;—a New
Downing Street, fit for the British Nation and its bitter neces-

sities in this New Era, would come ; and from that, in answer
to continuous sacred fidelity and valiant toil, all good whatso-

ever would gradually come.

Of the Continental nuisance called ' Bureaucracy,'—if this

should alarm any reader,— I can see no risk or possibility in

England. Democracy is hot enough here, fierce enough ; it is
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perennial, universal, clearly invincible among us henceforth.

No danger it should let itself be flung in chains by sham-secre-

taries of the Pedant species, and accept their vile Age of Pinch-

beck for its Golden Age! Democracy clamours, with its News-
papers, its Parliaments, and all its Twenty-seven million throats,

continually in this Nation forevermore. I remark, too, that the

unconscious purport of all its clamours is even this, "Find us

men skilled,"

—

make a New Downing Street, fit for the New
Em!

Of the Foreign Office, in its reformed state, we have not

much to say. Abolition of imaginary work, and replacement

of it by real, is on all hands understood to be very urgent there.

Large needless expenditures of money, immeasurable ditto of

hypocrisy and grimace ; embassies, protocols, worlds of ex-

tinct traditions, empty pedantries, foul cobwebs :—but we will

by no means apply the ' live coal' of our witty friend ; the

Foreign Office will repent, and not be driven to suicide ! A
truer time will come for the Continental Nations too : Autho-

rities based on truth, and on the silent or spoken Worship of

Human Nobleness, will again get themselves established there;

all Sham Authorities, and consequent Real-Anarchies based

on universal-suffrage and the Gospel according to George
Sand, being put away ; and noble action, heroic new-develop-

ments of human faculty and industry, and blessed fruit as of

Paradise getting itself conquered from the waste battle-field of

the chaotic elements, will once more, there as here, begin to

show themselves.

When the Continental Nations have once got to the bottom

of tlieir Augean Stable, and begun to have real enterprises

based on the eternal facts again, our Foreign Office may again

have extensive concerns with them. And at all times, and
even now, there will remain the question to be sincerely put

and wisely answered, What essential concern has the British

Nation with them and their enterprises .-' Any concern at all,

except that of handsomely keeping apart from them ? If so,

what arc the methods of best managing it ?—At present, as

was said, while Red Republic but clashes with foul Bureau-

cracy; and Nriiions, sunk in blind ignavia, demand a univer-

sal-sufrr.agc Parliament to heal their wretchedness ; and wild

Anrinhy .md Phallus-Worship struggle v/ifh ShamKingshij)
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and extinct or galvanised Catholicism ; and in the Cave of

the Winds all manner of rotten waifs and wrecks arc hurled

against each other,—our English interest in the controversy,

however huge said controversy grow, is quite trifling; we have

only in a handsome manner to say to it :
" Tumble and rage

" along, ye rotten waifs and wrecks ; clash and collide as

" seems fittest to you; and smite each other into annihilation

" at your own good pleasure. In that huge conflict, dismal
" but unavoidable, we, thanks to our heroic ancestors, having
" got so far ahead of you, have now no interest at all. Our
" decided notion is, the dead ought to bury their dead in such
" a case: and so we have the honour to be, with distinguished
" consideration, your entirely devoted,

—

Flimnap, Sec. For-
" EIGN Department."— I really think Flimnap, till truer times

come, ought to treat much of his work in this way: cautious to

give offence to his neighbours ; resolute not to concern himsell

in any of their self-annihilating operations whatsoever.

Foreign wars are sometimes unavoidable. We ourselves,

in the course of natural merchandising and laudable business,

have now and then got into ambiguous situations ; into quar-

rels which needed to be settled, and v/ithout fighting would not

settle. Sugar Islands, Spice Islands, Indias, Canadas,—these,

by the real decree of Heaven, were ours ; and nobody would
or could believe it, till it was tried by cannon law, and so

proved. Such cases happen. In former times especially, owing
very much to want of intercourse and to the consequent mu-
tual ignorance, there did occur misunderstandings : and there-

from many foreign wars, some of them by no means unneces-

sary. With China, or some distant country, too unintelligent

ot us and too unintelligible to us, there still sometimes rises

necessary occasion for a war. Nevertheless wars,—misunder-

standings that get to the length of arguing themselves out by
sword and cannon,—have, in these late generations of im-

proved intercourse, been palpably becoming less and less ne-

cessary ; have in a manner become superfluous,—if we had a

little wisdom, and our Foreign Office on a good footing.

Of European wars I really hardly remember any, since

Oliver Cromwell's last Protestant or Liberation war with

Popish anticluistian Spain some two hundred years ago, to

which I for mv own part could have contributed my life with



124 LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS.

any heartiness, or in fact would have subscribed money itself

to any considerable amount. Dutch William, a man of some
heroism, did indeed get into troubles with Louis Fourteenth ;

and there rested till some shadow of Protestant Interest, and
question of xVational and individual Independence, over those

wide controversies ; a little money and human enthusiasm
was still due to Dutch William. Illustrious Chatham also,

not to speak of his Manilla ransoms and the like, did one
thing : assisted Fritz of Prussia, a brave man and king (al-

most the only sovereign King I have known since Cromwell's

time) like to be borne down by ignoble men and sham-kings
;

for this let illustrious Chatham too have a little money and
human enthusiasm,—a little, by no means much. But what
am I to say of heavenborn Pitt the son of Chatham .? Eng-
land sent forth her fleets and armies ; her money into every

country ; money as if the heavenborn Chancellor had got a

Fortunatus' purse; as if this Island had become a volcanic

fountain of gold, or new terrestrial sun capable of radiating

mere guineas. The result of all which, what was it .'' Elderly

men can remember the tar-barrels burnt for success and thrice-

immortal victory in the business ; and yet what result had we ?

The French Revolution, a Fact decreed in the Eternal Coun-
cils, could not be put down : the result was, that heavenborn

Pitt had actually been fighting (as the old Hebrews would have

said) against the Lord,—that the Laws of Nature were stronger

than Pitt. Of whom therefore there remains chiefly his unac-

countable radiation of guineas, for the gratitude of posterity.

Thank you for nothing,—for eight hundred millions less than

nothing !

Our War Offices, .Admiralties, and other Fighting Establish-

ments, are forcing themselves on everybody's attention at this

time. Bull grumbles audibly :
" The money you have cost me

" these five-and-thirty years, during which you have stood
" elaborately ready to fight at any moment, without at any mo-
" ment being called to fight, is surely an astonishing sum. The
" National Debt itself might have been half paid by that money,
" which has all gone in pipeclay and blank cartridges !

" Yes,

Mr. Bull, the money can be counted in hundreds of millions,

which certainly is something :—but the ' strenuously organised

idleness,' and wliat misr hief that amounts to have you com-
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pured it ? A perpetual solecism, and blasphemy (of its sort),

set to march openly among us, dressed in scarlet ! Bull, with

a more and more sulky tone, demands that such solecism be

abated ; that these Fighting Establishments be as it were dis-

banded, and set to do some work in the Creation, since fighting

there is now none for them. This demand is irrefragably just,

is growing urgent too ; and yet this demand cannot be complied

with,—not yet while the State grounds itself on unreahties, and
Downing Street continues what it is.

The old Romans made their soldjers v/ork during intervals

of war. The New Downing Street too, we may predict, will

have less and less tolerance for idleness on the part of soldiers

or others. Nay the New Downing Street, I foresee, when once

it has got its ' /fi(iJis/n'a/ Regiments' organised, will make these

mainly do its fighting, what figliting there is; and so save im-

mense sums. Or indeed, all citizens of the Commonjvealth, as

is the right and the interest of every free man in this world,

will have themselves trained to arms ; each citizen ready to

defend his country with his own body and soul,—he is not

u'orthy to have a country otherwise. In a State grounded on

veracities, that would be the rule. Downing Street, if it cannot

bethink itself of returning to the veracities, will have to vanish

altogether !

To fight with its neighbours never was, and is now less

than ever, the real trade of England. For far other objects

was the English People created into this world ; sent down
from the Eternities, to mark with its history certain spaces in

the current of sublunary Time! Essential too that the English

I'eople should discover what its real objects are ; and resolutely

follow these, resolutely refusing to follow other than these. The
State will have victory so far as it can do that ; so far as it

cannot, defeat.

In the New Downing Street, discerning what its real func-

tions are, and with sacred abhorrence putting away from it what

its functions are noi, we can fancy changes enough in Foreign

Office, Vv'ar Office, Colonial Office, Home Office! Our War-
soldiers Indjtstriai, first of all; doing nobler than Roman works,

when fighting is not wanted of them. Seventy-fours not hang-

ing idly by their anchors in the Tagus, or off Sapienza (one of

the saddest sights under the sun), but busy, every Seventy-four

of them, carrying-over streams of British Industrials to the im-
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measurable Britain that lies beyond the sea in every zon«; of

the world. A State grounding itself on the veracities, not on

the semblances and the injustices : every citizen a soldier for

it. Here would be new real Secretaryships and Ministries, not

for foreign war and diplomacy, but for domestic peace and

utility. Minister of Works ; Minister of Justice,—clearing his

Model-Prisons of their scoundrelism ; shipping his scoundrels

wholly abroad, under hard and just drill-sergeants (hundreds

of such stand wistfull)'- ready for you, these thirty years, in

the Rag-and-Famish Club and elsewhere!) into fertile desert

countries ; to make railways,—one big railway (says the Ma-
jor') quite across America; fit to employ all the able-bodied

Scoundrels and efficient Half-pay Officers in Nature !

Lastly,—or xz.'&l&x firstly, and as the preliminary of all,

—

would there not be a Minister of Education? Minister charged

to get this English People taught a little, at his and our peril

!

Minister of Education ; no longer dolefully embayed amid the

wreck of moribund 'religions,' but clear ahead of all that;

steering, free and piously fearless, towards his divine goal un-

der the eternal stars ! O Heaven, and are these things for-

ever impossible, then .'' Not a whit. Tomorrow morning they

might all begin to be, and go on through blessed centuries

realising themselves, if it v/erc not that—alas, if it were not that

wc are most of us insincere persons, sham talking-machines and

hollow windy fools ! Which it is not ' impossible' that wc
should cease to be, I hope ?

Constitutions for the Colonies are now on the anvil; the

discontented Colonies are all to be cured of their miseries by

Constitutions. Whether that will cure their miseries, or only

operate as a Godfrey's-cordial to stop their whimpering, and in

the end worsen all their miseries, may be a sad doubt to us.

One thing strikes a remote si)ectator in these Colonial ques-

tions : the singular placidity with which the British Statesman

at this time, backed by M'Croudy and the British moneyed

classes, is prepared to surrender whatsoever interest Britain, as

foundress of those establishments, might pretend to have in the

decision. " If you want to go from us, go; we by no means
" want you to stay: you cost us money yearly, which is scarce;

* Major Carmichael Smith : see his Piiniphlets on this subject.
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" tlcbpeiate quantities of trouble too : why not go, if you wish

"it.?" Such is the humour of the British Statesman, at this

time.—Men clear for rebelHon, 'annexation' as they call it,

walk openly abroad in our American Colonies ; found news-

papers, hold platform palaverings. From Canada there comes

duly by each mail a regular statistic of Annexationism : increas-

mg fast in this quarter, diminishing in that ;—Majesty's Chief

Governor seeming to take it as a perfectly open question ; Ma-

jesty's Chief Governor in fact seldom appearing on the scene at

all, except to receive the impact of a few rotten eggs on occa-

sion, and then duck in again to his private contemplations. And
yet one would think the Majesty's Chief Governor ought to have

a kind of interest in the thing ? Public liberty is carried to a

great length in some portions of her Majesty's dominions. But

the question, "Are we to continue subjects of her Majesty, or

"start rebelling against her.'' So many as are for rebelling,

" hold up your hands ! " Here is a public discussion of a very

extraordinary nature to be going on under the nose of a Go-

vernor of Canada. . How the Governor of Canada, being a Brit-

ish piece of flesh and blood, and not a Canadian lumber-log of

mere pine and rosin, can stand it, is not very conceivable at

first view. He does it, seemingly, with the stoicism of a Zeno.

It is a constitutional sight like few.

And yet an instinct deeper than the Gospel of M'Croudy
teaches all men that Colonies are worth something to a country !

That if, under the present Colonial Office, they are a vexation

to us and themselves, some other Colonial Office can and must

be contrived which shall render them a blessing ; and that the

remedy will be to contrive such a Colonial Office 01 method of

administration, and by no means to cut the Colonies loose.

Colonies are not to be picked off the street every day ; not a

Colony of them but has been bought dear, well purchased by

the toil and blood of those we have the honour to be sons of;

and we cannot just afford to cut them away because M'Croudy

finds the present management of them cost money. The pre-

sent management will indeed require to be cut away ;—but as

for the Colonies, we purpose through Heaven's blessing to re-

tain thetn a while yet ! Shame on us for unworthy sons of brave

fathers if we do not. Brave fathers, by valiant blood and sweat,

purchased for us, from the bounty of Heaven, rich possessions

in all zones ; and we, wretched imbeciles, cannot do the func-
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tion ofadiiuiustering them? And because the accounts do not

stand well in the ledger, our remedy is, not to take shame to

ourselves, and repent in sackcloth and ashes, and amend our

beggarly imbecilities and insincerities in that as in other de-

partments of our business, but to fling the business overboard,

and declare the business itself to be bad? We are a hope-

ful set of heirs to a big fortune! It does not suit our Manton
gunneries, grouse -shootings, mousings in the City; and like

spirited young gentlemen we will give it up, and let the attor-

neys take it?

Is there no value, then, in human things, but what can write

itself down in the cash -ledger? All men know, and even

Al'Croudy in his inarticulate heart knows, that to men and

Nations there are invaluable values which cannot be sold for

money at all. George Robins is great ; but he is not omnipo-

tent. George Robins cannot quite sell Heaven and Earth by

auction, excellent though he be at the business. Nay, if

M'Croudy offered his own life for sale in Threadneedle Street,

would anybody buy it? Not I, for one. " Nobody bids: pass

on to the next lot," answers Robins. And yet to M'Croudy this

unsaleable lot is worth all the Universe :—nay, I believe, to us

also it is worth something
;
good monitions, as to several things,

do lie in this Professor of the dismal science ; and consider-

able sums even of money, not to speak of other benefit, will yet

come out of his life and him, for which nobody bids! Robins

has his own field where he reigns triumphant; but to that wc
will restrict him with iron limits; and neither Colonies nor the

lives of Professors, nor other such invaluable objects shall come
under his hammer.

Bad state of the ledger will demonstrate that your way of

deahng with your Colonies is absurd, and urgently in want oi

reform; but to demonstrate that the Empire itself must be dis-

membered to bring the ledger straight? O never. Something

else than the ledger must intervene to do that. Why does not

P^ngland repudiate Ireland, and insist on the ' Repeal,' instead

of prohibiting it under death-penalties? Ireland has never been

a payin'.; speculation yet, nor is it like soon to be! Why does

not Middlesex repudiate Surrey, and Chelsea Kensington, and

each county and ench parish, and in the end each individual

set up for himsclt and his cashbox, repudiating the other and

his, because their mutual interests have got into an irritating
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course.'' They must change the course, seek till they discover

a soothing one; that is the remedy, when hmbs of the same

body come to irritate one another. Because the paltry tatter of

a garment, reticulated for you out of thrums and listings in

Downing Street, ties foot and hand together in an intolerable

manner, will you relieve yourself by cutting off the hand or the

loot.' You will cut off the paltry tatter of a pretended bodycoat,

I think, and fling that to the nettles ; and imperatively require

one that fits your size better.

Miserabler theory than that of money on the ledger being

the primary rule for Empires, or for any higher entity than City

owls and their mice-catching, cannot well be propounded. And
I would by no means advise Felicissimus, ill at case on his

high-trotting and now justly impatient Sleswicker, to let the

poor horse in its desperation go in that direction for a moment-
ary solace. If by lumber-log Governors, by Godfrey's-cordial

Constitutions or otherwise, he contrive to cut off the Colonies

or any real right the big British Empire has in her Colonies,

both he and the British Empire will bitterly repent it one day

!

The Sleswicker, relieved in ledger for a moment, will find that

it is wounded in heart and honour forever ; and the turning

of its wild forehoofs upon Felicissimus as he lies in the ditch

combed off, is not a thing I like to think of! Britain, whether

it be known to Felicissimus or not, has other tasks appointed her

in ("rod's Universe than the making of money ; and woe will be-

tide her if she forget those other withal. Tasks, colonial and

domestic, which are of an eternally divine nature, and compared
with which all money, and all that is procurable by money, are

in strict arithmetic an imponderable quantity, have been as-

signed this Nation ; and they also at last are coming upon her

again, clamorous, abstruse, inevitable, much to her bewilder-

ment just now I

This poor Nation, painfully dark about said tasks and the

way of doing them, means to keeps its Colonies nevertheless,

as things which somehow or other must have a value, were it

better seen into. They are portions of the general Earth, where

the children of Britain now dwell; where the gods have so far

sanctioned their endeavour, as to say that they have a right to

dwell. England will not readily admit that her own children

are worth nothing but to be flung out of doors ! England look-

ing on her Colonies can say: "Here are lands and seas, spice-

K
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" lands, convlands, timber-lands, overarched by zodiacs and

"stars, clasped by many -sounding seas; wide spaces of the

" Maker's building, fit for the cradle yet of mighty Nations and
" their Sciences and Heroisms. Fertile continents still inha-

" bited by wild beasts are mine, into which all the distressed

" populations of Europe might pour themselves, and make at

" once an Old World and a New World human. By the eter-

" nal fiat of the gods, this must yet one day be; this, by all the

• Divine Silences that rule this LTniverse, silent to fools, elo-

" quent and awful to the hearts of the wise, is incessantly at

" this moment, and at all moments, commanded to begin to be.

" Unspeakable deliverance, and nev/ destiny of thousandfold

" expanded manfulness for all men, dawns out of the Future
" here. To me has fallen the godlike task of initiating all that

:

" of me and of my Colonies, the abstruse Future asks, Are you
" wise enough for so sublime a destiny? Are you too foolish?"

That you ask advice of whatever wisdom is to be had in

the Colony, and even take note ofwhat «;i:wisdom is in it, and

record that too as an existing fact, will certainly be very ad-

vantageous. But I suspect the kind of Parliament that will

suit a Colony is much of a secret just now! Mr. Wakefield, a

democratic man in all fibres of him, and acquainted with Co-

lonial Sociahties as few are, judges that the franchise for your

Colonial Parliament should be decidedly select, and advises a

high money-qualification ; as there is in all Colonies a fluctu-

ating migratory mass, not destitute of money, but very much

so of loyalty, permanency, or civic availability;—whom it is

extremely advantageous not to consult on what you are about

attempting for the Colony or Mother Country. This I can well

believe;—and also that a 'high money-qualification,' in the

present sad state of human affairs, might be some help to you

in selecting; though whether even that would quite certainly

Ijring 'wisdom,' the one thing indispensable, is much a ques-

tion with me. It might help, it might help! And if by any

means you could (which you cannot) exclude the Fourth Estate,

and indicate decisively that Wise Advice was the thing wanted

here, and I'arliainentary Eloquence was not the thing wanted

anywhere just now,—there might really some light of experience

and human foi .;sight, ;ind a truly valuable benefit, be found for

you in such assemblies.
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And there is one thing, too apt to be forgotten, which it

rduch behoves us to remember : In the Colonies, as everywhere

else in this world, the vital point is not who decides, but whnt

is decided on ! That measures tending really to the best advant-

age temporal and spiritual of the Colony be adopted, and strenu-

ously put in execution ; there lies the grand interest of every

good citizen British and Colonial. Such measures, whosoever
have originated and prescribed them, will gradually be sanc-

tioned by all men and gods ; and clamours of every kind in

reference to them may safely to a great extent be neglected, as

clamorous merely, and sure to be transient. Colonial Governor,

Colonial Parliament, whoever or whatever does an injustice, or

i-esolves on an z^^wisdom, he is the pernicious object, however
parliamentary he be!

I have known things done, in this or the other Colony, in

the most parliamentary way before now, "vhich carried written

on the brow of them sad symptoms of eternal reprobation; not

to be mistaken, had you painted an inch thick. In Montreal,

for example, at this moment, standing amid the ruins of the
' Elgin Marbles' (as they call the burnt walls of the Parliament

House there), what rational British soul but is forced to insti-

tute the mournfulest constitutional reflections? Some years ago
the Canadas, probably not without materials for discontent, and
blown upon by skilful artists, blazed up into crackling of mus-
ketry, open flame of rebellion; a thing smacking of the gallows

in all countries that pretend to have any ' Government.' Which
flame of rebellion, had there been no loyal population to fling

themselves upon it at peril of their life, might have ended we
know not how. It ended speedily, in the good way; Canada
got a Godfrey's-cordial Constitution ; and for the moment all

was varnished into some kind of feasibility again. A most poor
feasibility ; momentary, not lasting, nor like to be of profit to

Canada ! For this year, the Canadian most constitutional Par-

liament, such a congeries of persons as one can imagine, de-

cides that the aforesaid flame of rebellion shall not only be

forgotten as per bargain, but that—the loyal population, who
flung their lives upon it and quenched it in the nick of time,

shall pay the rebels their damages ! Of this, I believe, on sadly

conclusiv^e evidence, there is no doubt whatever. Such, when
you wash oti' the constitutional pigments, is the Death's-head

that discloses itself, 1 can only say, if all the Parliaments in
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the world were to vote that such h thiiiy w;is just, 1 .should fe^l

painfully conbtrained to answer, at my peril, "No, by the Eternal,

never !" And I would recommend any British Governor who
might come across that Business, there or here, to overhaul it

again. What the meaning of a Governor, if he is not to over-

haul and control such things, may be, I cannot conjecture. A
Canadian Lumber-log may as well be made Governor. He
might have some cast-metal hand or shoulder-crank (a thing

easily contrivable in Birmingham) for signing his name to Acts

of the Colonial Parliament ; he would be a 'native of the country'

too, with popularity on that score if on no other ;—he is your

man, if you really want a Log Governor !^

—

I perceive therefore that, besides choosing Parliaments

never so well, the New Colonial Office will have another thing

to do : Contrive to send out a new kind of Governors to the

Colonics. This will be the mainspring of the business; without

this the business will not go at all. An experienced, wise and

valiant British man, to represent the Imperial Interest; he, with

such a speaking or silent Collective Wisdom as he can gather

round him in the Colony, will evidently be the condition of all

good between the Mother Country and it. If you can lind such

a man, your point is gained ; if you cannot, lost. By him and

his Collective Wisdom all manner oi true relations, mutual in-

terests and duties such as they do exist in fact between Mother

(Jountry and Colony, can be gradually developed into practical

methods and results ; and all manner of true and noble suc-

cesses, and veracities in the way of governing, be won. Choose

well your Governor;—not from this or that poor section of the

Aristocracy, military, naval, or redtapist; wherever there are

born kings of men, you had better seek them out, and breed

them to this work. All sections of the British Population will

be open to you : and, on the whole, you must succeed in findmg

a wrxnfit. And having found him, I would farther recommend
you to keep him some time ! It would be a great improvement

to end this present nomadism of Colonial Governors. Give your

Governor due power; and let him know withal that he is wed-

ded to his cnteri)rise, and having once well learned it, shall

continue with it; that it is not a Canadian Lumber-Log you

want there, to tumble upon the vortexes and sign its name by

a Birmingham shouldei-crank, but a Ciovernor of Men ; who,
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yon mean, shall fairly gird himself to his enterprise, and fail

with it and conquer with it, and as it were live and die with it

:

he will have much to learn; and having' once learned it, will

stay, and turn his knowledge to account.

From this kind of Governor, were you once in the way of

finding him with moderate certainty, from him and his Collec-

tive Wisdom, all good whatsoever might be anticipated. And
surely, were the Colonies once enfranchised from redtape, and

the poor Mother Country once enfranchised from it; were our

idle Seventy-fours all busy carrying-out streams of British In-

dustrials, and those Scoundrel Regiments all working, under

divine drill-sergeants, at the grand Atlantic and Pacific Junction

Railway,—poor Britain and her poor Colonies might find that

they had true relations to each other : that the Imperial Mother

and her constitutionally obedient Daughters was not a redtape

fiction, provoking bitter mockery as at present, but a blessed

God's-Fact destined to fill half the world with its fruits one

day

!

_

But undoubtedly our grand primary concern is the Home
Office, and its Irish Giant named of Despair. When the Home
Office begins dealing with this Irish Giant, which it is vitally

urgent for us the Home Office should straightway do, it will

find its duties enlarged to a most unexpected extent, and, as it

were, altered from top to bottom. A changed time now when

the question is. What to do with three millions of paupers (come

upon you for food, since you have no work for them) increasing

at a frightful rate per day ? Home Office, Parliament, King, Con-

stitution will find that they have now, if they will continue in

this world long, got a quite immense new question and continu-

ally-recurring set of questions. That huge question of the Irish

Giant, with his Scotch and English Giant-Progeny advancing

open-mouthed upon us, will, as I calculate, change from top to

bottom not the Home Office only but all manner of Offices and

Institutions whatsoever, and gradually the structure of Society

itself. I perceive, it will make us a new Society, if we are to

continue a Society at all. For the alternative is not, Stay where

we are, or change ? But Change, with new wise effort fit for the

new time, to true and wider nobler National Life ; or Change,

by indolent folding of the arms, as we are now doing, in hor-

rible anarchies and convulsions to Dissolution, to National
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Death, or Suspended-animation ? Suspended-animation itself

is a frightful possibility for Britain : this Anarchy whither all

Europe has preceded us, where all Europe is now weltering,

would suit us as ill as any ! The question for the British Na-

tion is : Can we work our course pacifically, on firm land, into

the New Era ; or must it be, for us too, as for all the others,

through black abysses of Anarchy, hardly escaping, if we do

with all our struggles escape, the jaws of eternal Death ?

For Pauperism, though it now absorbs its high figure of mil-

lions annually, is by no means a question of money only, but

of infinitely higher and greater than all conceivable money. If

our Chancellor of the Exchequer had a Fortunatus' purse, and

miraculous sacks of Indian meal that would stand scooping from

forever,— I say, even on these terms Pauperism could not be

endured ; and it would vitally concern all British Citizens to

abate Pauperism, and never rest till they had ended it again.

Pauperism is the general leakage through every joint of the

ship that is rotten. Were all men doing their duty, or even

seriously trying to do it, there would be no Pauper. Were the

pretended Captains of the world at all in the habit of command-
ing ; were the pretended Teachers of the world at all in the

habit of teaching,—of admonishing said Captains among others,

and with sacred zeal apprising them to what place such neglect

was leading,—how could Pauperism exist .'' Pauperism would

lie far over the horizon ; we should be lamenting and denounc-

ing quite inferior sins of men, which were only tending afar off

towards Pauperism. A true Captaincy ; a true Teachership,

cither making all men and Captains know and devoutly recog-

nise the eternal law of things, or else breaking its own heart,

and going about with sackcloth round its loins, in testimony

of continual sorrow and protest, and prophecy of God's ven-

geance upon such a course of things : either of these divine

equipments would have saved us ; and it is because we have

neither of them that we are come to such a pass !

We may depend upon it, where there is a Pauper, there is

a sin ; to make one I'auper there go many sins. Pauperism is

our Social Sin grown manifest ; developed from the slate of a

spiritual ignobleness, a practical impropriety and base oblivion

of duty, to an affair oi the ledger. Here is not now an unheeded

sin against (iod ; here is a concrete ugly hulk of Beggary de-

manding that you should buy Indian meal for it. Men of re-
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flection have long looked with a horror for which there was no

response in the idle public, upon Pauperism ; but the quantity

of meal it demands has now awakened men of no reflection to

consider it. Pauperism is the poisonous dripping from all the

sins, and putrid unveracities and godforgetting greedinesses

and devil-serving cants and Jesuitisms, that exist among us. Not

one idle Sham lounging about Creation upon false pretences,

upon means which he has not earned, upon theories which he

does not practise, but yields his share of Pauperism somewhere

or other. His sham-work oozes dov/n ; tinds at last its issue

as human Pauperism,—in a human being that by those false

pretences cannot live. The Idle Workhouse, now about to burst

01 overfilling, what is it but the scandalous poison-tank of drain-

age from the universal Stygian quagmire 01 our affairs ? Work-
house Paupers ; immortal sons of Adam rotted into that scan-

dalous condition, subter- slavish, demanding that you would

make slaves of them as an unattainable blessing ! My friends,

I perceive the quagmire must be drained, or we cannot live.

And farther, I perceive, this of Pauperism is the corner where

we must begin,—the levels all pointing thitherward, the possi-

bilities lying all clearly there. On that Problem we shall find

that innumerable things, that all things whatsoever hang. By
courageous steadfast persistence in that, I caji foi-esee Society

itself regenerated. In the course of long strenuous centuries,

1 can see the State become what it is actually bound to be, the

keystone of a most real ' Organisation of Labour,'— .uid on this

luxrth a world of some veracity, and some heroism, once more
worth living in !

The State in all European countries, and in England first

of all, as I hope, will discover that its functions are now, and

have long been, very wide of what the State in old pedaiU

Downing .Streets has aimed at ; that the State is, for the pre-

sent, not a reality but in great part a dramatic speciosity, ex-

pending its strength in practices and objects fallen many of

them quite obsolete ; that it must come a little nearer the true

aim again, or it cannot continue in this world. The ' Cham-
pion of England' cased in iron or tin, and ' able to mount his

horse with little assistance,'—this Champion and the thousand-

fold cousinry of Phantasms he has, nearly all dead now bul

still walking as ghosts, must positively take hirnscL away: who
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can endure him, and his solemn trumpetings and obsolete gesti-

culations, in a Time that is full of deadly realities, coming open-

mouthed upon us? At Drury Lane let him play his part, him
and his thousandfold cousinry ; and welcome, so long as any
public will pay a shiUing to see him : but on the solid earth,

under the extremely earnest stars, we dare not palter with him,

or accept his tomfooleries any more. Ridiculous they seem to

some ; horrible they seem to me : all lies, if one look whence
they come and whither they go, are horrible.

Alas, it will be found, I doubt, that in England more than

in any country, our Public Life and our Private, our State and
our Religion, and all that we do and speak (and the most even

of what we think), is a tissue of half-truths and whole-lies ; of

hypocrisies, conventionalisms, worn-out traditionary rags and
cobwebs ; such a life-garment of beggarly incredible and un-

credited falsities as no honest souls of Adam's Posterity were

ever enveloped in before. And we walk about in it with a

stately gesture, as if it were some priestly stole or imperial

mantle ; not the foulest beggar's-gabardine that ever was. ' No
' Englishman dare believe the truth,' says one: 'he stands, for

' these two -hundred years, enveloped in lies of every kind
;

' from nadir to zenith an ocean of traditionary cant surrounds
' him as his life-element. He really thinks the truth dangerous.
' Poor wretch, you see him everywhere endeavouring to temper
' the truth by taking the falsity along with it, and welding them
' together ; this he calls " safe course," " moderate course,"

' and other fine names ; there, balanced between God and the

' Devil, he thinks he can serve two masters, and that things

' will go well with him.'

In the cotton-spinning and similar departments our Eng-

lish friend knows well that truth or God will have nothing to

do with the Devil or falsehood, but will ravel all the web to

jjieces if you introduce the Devil or Non-veracity in any form

into it : in this department, therefore, our English friend avoids

falsehood. IJut in the religious, political, social, moral, and all

other spiritual departments he freely introduces falsehood, no-

thing doubting ; and has long done so, with a profuseness not

elsewhere met with in the world. The unhappy creature, does

he not know, theiif that every lie is accursed, and the parent

of mere curses ? That he must think the truth ; much more

speak it ? That, nhovc all tliinji^?;, by the oldest law of Ilea-
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ven and Earth which no man violates with impunity, he must

not and shall not wag the tongue of him except to utter his

thought 'i That there is not a grin or beautiful acceptable grim-

ace he can execute upon his poor countenance, but is either

an express veracity, the image of what passes within him ; or

else is a bit of Devil-worship which he and the rest of us will

have to pay for yet ? Alas, the grins he executes upon his poor

mind (which is all tortured into St. Vitus dances, and ghastly

merry-andrewisms, by the practice) are the most extraordinary

this sun ever saw.

We have Puseyisms, black-and-white surplice controver-

sies:—-do not, officially and otherwise, the select of the longest

heads in England sit with intense application and iron gravity,

in open forum, judging of ' prevenient grace' .'' Not a head of

them suspects that it can be improper so to sit, or of the nature

of treason against the Power who gave an Intellect to man ;

—

that it can be other than the duty of a good citizen to use his

godgiven intellect in investigating prevenient grace, superve-

nient moonshine, or the colour of the Bishop's nightmare, if

that happened to turn up. I consider them far ahead of Cicero's

Roman Augurs with their chicken -bowels : "Behold these

divine chicken-bowels, O Senate and Roman People ; the mid-

riff has fallen eastward !" solemnly intimates one Augur. "By
Proserpina and the triple Hecate !" exclaims the other, " I say

the midriff has fallen to the west !" And they look at one
another with the seriousness of men prepared to die in their

opinion,—the authentic seriousness of men betting at Tatter-

sail's, or about to receive judgment in Chancery. There is in

the Englishman something great, beyond all Roman greatness,

in whatever line you meet him ; even as a Latter-Day Augur
he seeks his fellow!— Poor devil, I believe it is his intense

love of peace, and hatred of breeding discussions which lead

nowhither, that has led him into this sad practice of amalgam-
ating true and false.

He has been at it these two-hundred years ; and has now
carried it to a terrible length. He couldn't follow Oliver Crom-
well in the Puritan path heavenward, so steep was it, and beset

with thorns,—and becoming uncertain withal. He much pre-

ferred, at that juncture, to go heavenward with his Charles

Second and merry Nell Gwynns, and old decent formularies

and good respectable aristocratic company, for escort ; sore
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he tried, by glorious restorations, glorious revolutions and so

forth, to perfect this desirable amalgam ; hoped always it might

be possible ;—is only just now, if even now, beginning to give

up the hope ; and to see with wide-eyed horror that it is not at

Heaven he is arriving, but at the Stygian marshes, w^ith their

thirty-thousand Needlewomen, cannibal Connaughts, rivers of

lamentation, continual wail of infants, and the yellow-burning

gleam of a Hell-on-Earth !— Bull, my friend, you must strip

that astonishing pontiff-stole, imperial mantle, or whatever you
imagine it to be, which I discern to be a garment of curses,

and poisoned Nessus'-shirt now at last about to take fire upon
you

; you must strip that off your poor body, my friend ; and,

were it only in a soul's suit of Utilitarian buff, and such be-

lief as that a big loaf is better than a small one, come forth

into contact with your world, under trite professions again,

and not false. You wretched man, you ought to weep for

half a century on discovering what lies you have believed, and
what every lie leads to and proceeds from. O my friend, no

honest fellow in this Planet was ever so served by his cooks

beiore ; or has eaten such quantities and qualities ot dirt as

you have been made to do, for these two centuries past. Arise,

my horribly maltreated yet still beloved Bull ; steep yourself

in running water for a long while, my friend ; and begin forth-

with in every conceivable direction, physical and spiritual, the

long-expected Scavenger Age.

Many doctors have you had, my poor friend ; but I per-

ceive it is the Water-Cure alone that will help you: a complete

course oi scavengerisin is tlie thing you need ! A new and \'eri-

tablc heart-divorce of England from the Babylonish woman,
who is Jesuitism andUnveracity, and dwells not at Rome now,

Init under your own nose and everywhere; whom, and lierfoul

worship of Phantasms and Devils, poor England had once di-

vorced, with a divine heroism not forgotten yet, and well worth

remembering now : a clearing-out of Church and State from

the unl>lcssed host of Phantasms which have too long nestled

thick there, under those astonishing 'Defenders of the Faith,'

--Defenders of the Hypocrisies, tiie spiritual Vampires and

obscene Nightmares, under which England lies in syncope ;

—

this is what you need ; and if you cannot get it, you must die,

my poor friend !

I,ik<^ people, like priest. I'riest, King, Home Offire, ail
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manner of establishments and offices among a people bear a

striking resemblance to the people itself. It is because Bull

has been eating so much dirt that his Home Offices have got

into such a shockingly dirty condition,—the old pavements of

them quite gone out of sight and out of memory, and nothing

but mountains of long-accumulated dung in which the poor

cattle are sprawling and tumbling. Had his own life been

pure, had his own daily conduct been grounding itself on the

clear pavements or actual beliefs and veracities, would he have

let his Home Offices come to such a pass ? Not in Downing
Street only, but in all other thoroughfares and arenas and spi-

ritual or physical departments of his existence, running water

and Herculean scavengerism have become indispensable, un-

less the poor man is to choke in his own exuviae, and die the

sorrowfulest death.

If the State could once get back to the real sight of its es-

sential function, and with religious resolution begin doing that,

and putting away its multifarious imaginaryfunctions, and indig-

nantly casting out these as mere dung and insalubrious horror

and abomination (which they are), what a promise of reform

were there ! The British Home Office, surely this and its kin-

dred Offices exist, if they will think of it, that life and work may
continue possible, and may not become impossible, for British

men. If honourable existence, or existence on human terms

at all, have become impossible for niilhons of British men, how
can the Home Office or any other Office long exist ? With
Thirty-thousand Needlewomen, a Connaught fallen into po-

tential cannibalism, and the Idle Workhouse everywhere burst-

ing, and declaring itself an ?«humanity and stupid ruinous

brutality not much longer to be tolerated among rational hu-

man creatures, it is time the State were bethinking itself.

So soon as the State attacks that tremendous cloaca of Pau-

perism, which will choke the world if it be not attacked, the

State will find its real functions very different indeed from what

it had long supposed them ! The State is a reality, and not a

dramaturgy ; it exists here to render existence possible, exist-

ence desirable and noble, for the State's subjects. The State,

as it gets into the track of its real work, will find that same
expand into whole continents of new unexpected, most blessed

activity ; as its dramatic functions, declared superfluous, nuire
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and more fall inert, and go rushinc'; like huge torrents of extinct

exuviee, dung and rubbish, down to the Abyss forever. O Hea-
ven, to see a State that knew a little why it was there, and on

what ground, in this Year 1850, it could pretend to exist, in so

extremely earnest a world as ours is growing ! The British

State, if it will be the crown and keystone of our British Social

Existence, must get to recognise, with a veracity very long un-

known to it, what the real objects and indispensable necessities

of our Social Existence are. Good Heavens, it is not pre-

venient grace, or the colour of the Bishop's nightmare, that is

pinching us ; it is the impossibility to get along any farther

for mountains of accumulated dung and falsity and horror
;

the total closing-up of noble aims from every man,—of any

aim at all, from many men, except that of rotting-out in Idle

Workhouses an existence belov/ that of beasts !

Suppose the State to have fairly started its ' Industrial Regi-

ments of the New Era,' which alas, are yet only beginning to

be talked of,—what continents of new real work opened out,

for the Home and all other Public Offices among us ! Suppose

the Home Office looking out, as for life and salvation, for pro-

per men to command these ' Regiments.' Suppose the an-

nouncement were practically made to all British souls that the

want of wants, more indispensable than any jewel in the crown,

was that of men able to coimnand men in ways of industrial

and moral welldoing ; that the State would give its very life

for such men ; that such men wei-e the State ; that the quan-

tity of them to be found in England, lamentably small at pre-

sent, was the e.xact measure of England's worth,—what a new

dawn of everlasting day for all British souls ! Noble British

soul, to whom the gods have given faculty and heroism, what

men call genius, here at last is a career for thee. It will not

be needful now to swear fealty to the Incredible, and traitor-

ously cramp thyself into a cowardly canting play-actor in dod's

Universe ; or, solemnly forswearing that, into a mutinous rebel

and waste bandit in thy generation : here is an aim that is

clear and credible, a course fit for a man. No need to become

a tormenting and self-tormenting mutineer, banded with rebel-

lious souls, if thou wouldst live ; no need to rot in suicidal

idleness ; or take to platform preaching, and writing in Radi-

cal Newspapers, to pull asiind(M- the great Falsity in wliirh

tlioii .in. I .ill ol us arc ( holrinj;. 'i'he great Falsity, beiiold it
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lias become, in the very heart of it, a great Truth of Truths
;

and invites thee and all brave men to cooperate with it in

transforming all the body and the joints into the noble likeness

of that heart! Thrice-blessed change. The State aims, once

more, with a true aim ; and has loadstars in the eternal Hea-

ven. Struggle faithfully for it ; noble is this struggle ; thou

too, according to thy faculty, shalt reap in due time, if thou

faint not. Thou shalt have a wise command of men, thou shalt

be wisely commanded by men,—the summary of all blessedness

for a social creature here below. The sore struggle, never to

be relaxed, and not forgiven to any son of man, is once more
a noble one

;
glory to the Highest, it is now once more a true

and noble one, wherein a man can afford to die ! Our path is

now again Heavenward. Forward, with steady pace, with drawn
weapons, and unconquerable hearts, in the name of God that

made us all !—
Wise obedience and v/ise command, 1 foresee that the

regimenting of Pauper Banditti into Soldiers of Industry is but

the beginning of this blessed process, which will extend to the

topmost heights of our Society ; and, in the course of genera-

tions, make us all once more a Governed Commonwealth, and
Civitas Dei, if it please God ! Waste-land Industrials succeed-

ing, other kinds of Industry, as cloth-making, shoe-making,

plough-making, spade-making, house-building,—in the end, all

kinds of Industry whatsoever, will be found capable of regi-

menting. Mill-operatives, all manner of free operatives, as yet

unregimented, nomadic under private masters, they, seeing

such example and its blessedness, will say :
" Masters, you

" must regiment us a little ; make our interests with you pcr-

" manent a little, instead of temporary and nomadic ; we will

" enlist with the State otherwise !" This will go on, on the one
hand, while the State-operation goes on, on the other : thus

will all Masters of Workmen, private Captains of Industry, be
forced to incessantly cooperate with the State and its public

Captains; they regimenting in their way, the State in its way,

with ever-widening field ; till their fields meet (so to speak) and
coalesce, and there be no unregimented worker, or such only

as are fit to remain unregimented, any more.—O my friends,

I clearly perceive this horrible cloaca of Pauperism, wearing
nearly bottomless now, is the point where we must begin.

Here, in this plainly unendurable portion of the general quag-
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mire, the lowest point of all, and hateful even to M'Croudy,
must our main drain begin : steadily prosecuting that, tearing

that along with Herculean labour and divine fidelity, we shall

gradually drain the entire Stygian swamp, and make it all once

more a fruitful field !

For the State, I perceive, looking out with right sacred

earnestness for persons able to command, vt^ill straightway also

come upon the question : "What kind of schools and semin-
" aries, and teaching and also preaching establishments have
" I, for the training of young souls to take command and to

" yield obedience ? Wise command, wise obedience : the capa-
" bility of these two is the net measure of culture, and human
" virtue, in every man ; all good lies in the possession of these

" two capabilities ; all evil, wretchedness and ill-success in the

" want of these. He is a good man that can command and
" obey ; he that cannot is a bad. If my teachers and my
" preachers, with their seminaries, high schools and cathedrals,

" do train men to these gifts, the thing they are teaching and
" preaching must be true ; if they do not, not true !"

The State, once brought to its veracities by the thumbscrew

in this manner, what will it think of these same seminaries and

cathedrals ! I foresee that our Etons and Oxfords with their

nonsense-verses, college-logics, and broken crumbs of mere

speech,—which is not even English or Teutonic speech, but old

Grecian and Itahan speech, dead and buried and much lying

out of our way these two thousand years last past,—will be found

a most astonishing seminary for the training of young English

souls to take command in human Industries, and act a valiant

part under the sun ! The State does not want vocables, but

manly wisdoms and virtues : the State, does it want parliament-

ary orators, first of all, and men capable of writing books ?

What a ragfair of extinct monkeries, high-piled here in the

very shrine of our existence, fit to smite the generations with

atrophy and beggarly paralysis,—as we see it do ! The Minis-

ter of Education will not want for work, I think, in the New
I)f)wning Street

!

How it will go with Souls'-Overseers, and what the new kind

will be, we do not prophesy just now. Clear it is, however,

that the last finish of the State's efforts, in this operation of

regimenting, will be to get the true Souls'-Overseers set over

men's souls, to regiment, as the consummate (lower of all, and
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cotistilute into some Sacred Corporation, bearing authority and

dignity in their generation, the Chosen of the Wise, of the

Spiritual and Devout-minded, the Reverent who deserve rever-

ence, who are as the Salt of the Earth ;—that not till this is

done can the State consider its edifice to have reached the first

story, to be safe for a moment, to be other than an arch with-

out the keystones, and supported hitherto on mere wood. How
will this be done ? Ask not ; let the second or the third genera-

tion after this begin to ask ! Alas, wise men do exist, born

duly into the world in every current generation ; but the get-

ting of them regimented is the highest pitch of human Polity,

and the feat of all feats in political engineering :—impossible

for us, in this poor age, as the building of St. Paul's would be

for Canadian Beavers, acquainted only with the architecture of

fish-dams, and with no trowel but their tail.

Literature, the strange entity so-called,—that indeed is

here. If Literature continue to be the haven of expatriated

spiritualisms, and have its Johnsons, Goethes and true Arch-

bishops of the World, to show for itself as heretofore, there may
be hope in Literature. If Literature dwindle, as is probable,

into mere merry-andrewism, v/indy twaddle, and feats of spirit-

ual legerdemain, analogous to rope-dancing, opera-dancing, and

street-fiddling with a hat carried round for halfpence or for

guineas, there will be no hope in Literature. What if our next

5et of Souls'-Overseers were to be silent ones very mainly ?—
—Alas, alas, why gaze into the blessed continents and delect-

able mountains of a Future based on truth, while as yet wc
struggle far down, nigh suffocated in a slough of lies, uncer-

tain whether or how we shall be able to cHmb at all !

—

Who will begin the long steep journey with us ; who of liv-

ing statesmen will snatch the standard, and say, like a hero on

the forlorn-hope for his country, Forward ! Or is there none
;

no one that can and dare ? And our lot too, then, is Anarchy

by barricade or ballot-box, and Social Death ?—We will not

think so.

Whether Sir Robert Peel v/ill undertake the Reform of

Downing Street for us, or any Ministry or Reform farther, is

not known. He, they say, is getting old, does himself recoil

from it, and shudder at it ; which is possible enough. The
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clubs and coteries appear to have settled that he surely will

not ; that this melancholy wriggling seesaw of rcdtape Trojans

and Protectionist Greeks must continue its course till— what

can happen, my friends, if this go on continuing ?

And yet, perhaps, England has by no means so settled it.

Quit the clubs and coteries, you do not hear two rational men
speak long together upon politics, without pointing their inqui-

ries towards this man. A Minister that will attack the Augias

Stable of Downing Street, and begin producing a real Manage-
ment, no longer an imaginary one, of our affairs ; he, or else in

few years Chartist Parliament and the Deluge come : that

seems the alternative. As I read the omens, there was no man
in my time more authentically called to a post of difficulty, of

danger, and of honour than this man. The enterprise is ready

for him, if he is ready for it. He has but to lift his finger in

this enterprise, and whatsoever is wise and manful in England
will rally round him. If the faculty and heart for it be in him,

he, strangely and almost tragically if wc look upon his history,

is to have leave to try it ; he now, at the eleventh hour, has

the opportunity for such a feat in reform as has not, in these

late generations, been attempted by all our reformers put to-

gether.

As for Protectionist jargon, who in these earnest days would

occupy many moments of his time with that ? ' A Costcrn\ongcr
' in this street,' says Crabbc, ' finding lately that his rope of

* onions, which he hoped would have brought a shilling, was
' to go for only scvenpencc henceforth, burst forth into lamcnt-
' ation, execration and the most pathetic tears. Throwing up
' the window, I perceived the other costcrmongers preparing
' impatiently to pack this one out of their company as a dis-

' grace to it, if he would not hold his peace and take the mar-
' ket rate for his onions. I looked better at this Costennoi::;€r.

* To my astonished imagination, a star-and-garter dawned upon
' the dim figure of the man ; and I perceived that here was no
' Costermonger to be expelled with ignominy, but a sublime
' goddess-born Ducal Individual, whom I forbear to name at

' this moment ! What an omen ;—nay to my astonished ima-
' gination, there dawned still fatalcr omens. Surely, of all hu-

' man trades ever heard of, the trade of Owning Land in Eng-
* land ought noi to bully us for drinkmoney just now !'

—

' Hansard's Debates,' continues Crabbe farther on, 'pre-
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' .senl many inconsistencies of speech ; lamentable unveracities

• uttered in Parliament, by one and indeed by all ; in which
' sad list Sir Robert Peel stands for his share among others.

• Unveracities not a few were spoken in Parliament ; in fact,

' to one with a sense of what is called God's truth, it seemed
' all one unveracity, a talking from the teeth outward, not as

' the convictions but as the expediencies and inward astucities

' directed ; and, in the sense oi God's truth, I have heard no
' true word uttered in Parliament at all. Most lamentable
' unveracities continually spoken in Parliament, by almost every
' one that had to open his mouth there. But the largest vera-

' city ever done in Parliament in our time, as we all know, was
' of this man's doing ;—and that, you will find, is a very con-

' sidcrabic item in the calculation !'

Yes, and I believe England in her dumb way remembers

that too. And ' the Traitor Peel' can very well afford to let in-

numerable Ducal Costermongers, parliamentary Adventurers,

and lineal representatives of the Impenitent Thier, say all their

say about him, and do all their do. With a virtual England

at his back, and an actual eternal sky above him, there is not

much in the total net-amount of that. When the master of the

horse rides abroad, many dogs in the village baik ; but he pur-

sues his journey all the same.
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It lies deep in our habits, confirmed by all manner of edu-

cational and other arrangements for several centuries back,

to consider human talent as best of all evincing itself by the

faculty of eloquent speech. Our earliest schoolmasters teach

us, as the one gift of culture they have, the art of spelling and
pronouncing, the rules of correct speech ; rhetorics, logics fol-

low, sublime mysteries of grammar, whereby we may not only

speak but write. And onward to the last of our schoolmasters

in the highest university, it is still intrinsically grammar, un-

der various figures grammar. To speak in various languages,

on various things, but on all of them to speak, and appropri-

ately deliver ourselves by tongue or pen,—this is the sublime

goal towards which all manner of beneficent preceptors and
learned professors, from the lowest hornbook upwards, are con-

tinually urging and guiding us. Preceptor or professor, look-

ing over his miraculous seedplol, seminary as he well calls it, or

crop of young human souls, watches with attentive view one

organ of his delightful little seedlings growing to be men,—the

tongue. He hopes we shall all get to speak yet, if it please

Heaven. " Some of you shall be book-writers, eloquent rc-

" view-writers, and astonish mankind, my young friends :

" others in white neckcloths shall do sermons by Blair and
" Lindley Murray, nay by Jeremy Taylor and judicious

" Hooker, and be priests to guide men heavenward by skil-

" fully brandished handkerchief and the torch of rhetoric.

" For others there is Parliament and the election beerbarrel,

" and a course that leads men very high indeed ; these shall

" shake the senate-house, the Morning Newspapers, shake the

" very si)hcres, and by dextrous wagging of the tongue dis-

" enthral mankind, and lead our afflicted country and us on
" the wny we arc to go. The way it not where noble deeds
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" arc done, yet where noble words are spoken,—leading vis

" if not to the real Home of the Gods, at least to something
" which shall more or less deceptively resemble it !"

So fares it with the son of Adam, in these bewildered

epochs ; so, from the first opening of his eyes in this world,

to his last closing of them, and departure hence. Speak,

speak, O speak ;—if thou have any faculty, speak it, or thou

diest and it is no faculty ! So in universities, and all manner
of dames' and other schools, of the very highest class as of

the very lowest; and Society at large, when we enter there,

confirms with all its brilliant review-articles, successful publi-

cations, intellectual tea-circles, literary gazettes, parliamentary

eloquences, the grand lesson we had. Other lesson in fact we
have none, in these times. If there be a human talent, let it

get into the tongue, and make melody with that organ. The
talent that can say nothing for itself, what is it.'' Nothing; or

a thing that can do mere drudgeries, and at best make money
by railways.

All this is deep-rooted in our habits, in our social, edu-

cational and other arrangements ; and all this, when we look

at it impartially, is astonishing. Directly in the teeth of all

this it may be asserted that speaking is by no means the chief

faculty a human being can attain to ; that his excellence therein

is by no means the best test of his general human excellence,

or availability in this world ; nay that, unless we look well, it

is liable to become the very worst test ever devised for said

availability. The matter extends very far, down to the very

roots of the world, whither the British reader cannot conveni-

ently foUov/ me just now ; but I will venture to assert the three

following things, and invite him to consider well what truth he

can gradualiy find in them :

First, that excellent speech, even speech really excellent,

is not, and never was, the chief test of human faculty, or the

measure of a man's ability, for any true function whatsoever ;

on the contrary, that excellent silence needed always to accom-
pany excellent speech, and was and is a much rarer and more
difficult gift.

Secondly, that really excellent speech,—which I, being pos-

sessed of the Hebrew Bible or Book, as well as of other books
in my own and foreign languages, and having occasions Ih-

heard a wise man's word among the crowd of unwise, do al-
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most, unspeakably ebtccm, as a human gift,—is terribly apt to

get confounded with its counterfeit, sham-excellent speech I

v\nd furthermore, that if really excellent human speech is

among the best of human things, then sham-excellent ditto

deserves to be ranked with the very worst. False speech,

—

capable of becoming, as some one has said, the falsest and
basest of all human things :—put the case, one were listening

to that as to the truest and noblest ! Which, little as we are

conscious of it, I take to be the sad lot of many excellent

souls among us just now. So many as admire parliamentary

eloquence, divine popular literature, and suchlike, are dread-

fully liable to it just now : and whole nations and generations

seem as if getting themselves asphyxiaed, constitutionally, into

their last sleep, by means of it just now

!

For alas, much as we worship speech on all hands, here is

a third assertion which a man may venture to make, and in-

vite considerate men to reflect upon : That in these times, and

for several generations back, there has been, strictly considered,

no really excellent speech at all, but sham-excellent merely;

that is to say, false or quasi-false speech getting itself admired

and worshipped, instead of detested and suppressed. A truly

alarming predicament; and not the less so if we find it a quite

pleasant one for the time being, and welcome the advent of

asphyxia, as we would that of comfortable natural sleep ;—as,

in so many senses, we are doing ! Surly judges there have

been who did not much admire the ' Bible of Modern Litera-

ture,' or anything you could distil from it, in contrast with the

ancient Bibles ; and found that in the matter of speaking, our

far best excellence, where that could be obtained, was excel-

lent silence, which means endurance and exertion, and good

7vork with lips closed ; and that our tolcrablest speech was of

the nature of honest commonplace introduced where indispens-

able, which only set-up for being brief and true, and could

not be mistaken for excellent.

These are hard sayings for many a British reader, uncon-

scious of any damage, nay joyfully conscious to himself of

much profit, from that side of his possessions. Surely on this

side, if on no other, matters stood not ill with him ? The in-

genuous arts had softened his manners ; the parliamentary

eloquences supplied him with a succedaneum for government,

the popular literatures with the finer sensibilities of the heart:
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surely on this wtndwaxd side of things the British reader was
not ill off?—Unhappy British reader !

In fact, the spiritual detriment we unconsciously suffer, in

every province of our affairs, from this our prostrate respect to

power of speech is incalculable. For indeed it is the natural

consummation of an epoch such as ours. Given a general in-

sincerity of mind for several generations, you will certainly find

the Talker established in the place of honour ; and the Doer,

hidden in the obscure crowd, with activity lamed, or working

sorrowfully forward on paths unworthy of him. All men are

devoutly prostrate, wdrshipping the eloquent talker; and no

man knows what a scandalous idol he is. Out ofwhom in the

mildest manner, like comfortable natural rest, comes mere as-

phyxia and death everlasting ! Probably there is not in Nature

a more distracted phantasm than your commonplace eloquent

speaker, as he is found on platforms, in parliaments, on Ken-

tucky stumps, at tavern-dinners, in windy, empty, insincere

times like ours. The ' excellent Stump-Orator,' as our admiring

Yankee friends define him, he who in any occurrent set of cir-

cumstances can start forth, mount upon his 'stump,' his ros-

trum, tribune, place in parliament, or other ready elevation, and
pour forth from him his appropriate 'excellent speech,' his in-

terpretation of the said circumstances, in such manner as poor

windy mortals round him shall cry bravo to,— he is not an
artist I can much admire, as matters go! Alas, he is in general

merely the windiest mortal of them all; and is admired for be-

ing so, into the bargain. Not a windy blockhead there who
kept silent but is better off than this excellent stump-orator.

Better off, for a great many reasons ; for this reason, were there

no other: the silent one is not admired; the silent suspects,

perhaps partly admits, that he is a kind of blockhead, from
which salutary self-knowledge the excellent stump-orator is do-

barred. A mouthpiece of Chaos to poor benighted mortals that

lend ear to him as to a voice from Cosmos, this excellent stump-

orator fills me with amazement. Not empty these musical

wind-utterances of his ; they are big with prophecy ; they an-

nounce, too audibly to me, that the end ofmany things is draw-

ing nigh !

Let the British reader consider it a little; he too is not a

little interested in it. Nay he, and the European reader in

general, but he chiefly in these days, will require to consider
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it a great deal,—and to take important steps in consequence

by and by, if I mistake not. And in the mean while, sunk as

he himself is in that bad element, and like a jaundiced man
struggling to discriminate yellow colours,—he will have to medi-

tate long before he in any measure get the immense meanings

of the thing brought home to him ; and discern, with astonish-

mient, alarm, and almost terror and despair, towai'ds what fatal

issues, in our Collective Wisdom and elsewhere, this notion of

talent meaning eloquent speech, so obstinately entertained this

long while, has been leading us! WhQsoever shall look well

into origins and issues, will find this of eloquence and the part

it now plays in our affairs, to be one of the gravest phenomena

;

and the excellent stump-orator of these days to be not only a

ridiculous but still more a highly tragical personage. While the

many listen to him, the few are used to pass rapidly, with some
gust of scornful laughter, some growl of impatient malediction;

but he deserves from this latter class a much more serious at-

tention.

In the old Ages, when Universities and Schools were first

mstituted, this function of the schoolmaster, to teach mere

speaking, was the natural one. In those healthy times, guided

by silent instincts and the monition of Nature, men had from

of old been used to teach themselves what it was essential to

lerirn, by the one sure method of learning anything, practical

apprenticeship to it. This was the rule for all classes; as it

now is the rule, unluckily, for only one class. The Working

Man as yet sought only to know his craft; and educated him-

self sufficiently by ploughing and hammering, under the con-

ditions given, and in fit relation to the persons given: a course

of education, then as now and ever, really opulent in manful cul-

ture and instruction to him ; teaching him many solid virtues,

and most indubitably useful knowledges; developing in him

valuable faculties not a few both to do and to endure,—among

which the faculty of elaborate grammatical utterance, seeing he

had so little of extraordinary to utter, or to learn from spoken

or written utterances, was not bargained for; the grammar of

Nature, which he learned from his mother, being still amply

sufficient for him. This was, as it still is, the grand education

of the Working Man.

As for the Priest, llioii.'jh his trade was clearly of a reading
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and speaking nature, he knew also in those veracious times

that grammar, if needful, was by no means the one thing need-

ful, or the chief thing. By far the chief thing needful, and indeed

the one thing then as now, was, That there should be in him
the feeling and the practice of reverence to God and to men

;

that in his life's core there should dwell, spoken or silent, a ray

of pious wisdom fit for illuminating dark human destinies ;

—

not so much that he should possess the art of speech, as that

he should have something to speak ! And for that latter requisite

the Priest also trained himself by apprenticeship, by actual at-

tempt to practise, by manifold long-continued trial, ot a devout

and painful nature, such as his superiors prescribed to him.

This, when once judged satisfactory, procured him ordination

;

and his grammar-learning, in the good times of priesthood, was
very much of a parergon with him, as indeed in all times it is

intrinsically quite insignificant in comparison.

^he young Noble again, for whom grammar schoolmasters

were first hired and high seminaries founded, he too without

these, or over and above these, had from immemorial time been

used to learn his business by apprenticeship. The young Noble,

before the schoolmaster as after him, went apprentice to some
elder noble; entered himself as page with some distinguished

earl or duke; and here, serving upwards from step to step,

under wise monition, learned his chivalries, his practice of arms
and of courtesies, his liaronial duties and manners, and what it

would beseem him to do and to be in the world,—by practical

attempt of his own, and example of one whose life was a daily

concrete pattern for him. To such a one, already filled with

intellectual substance, and possessing what we may call the

practical gold-bullion of human culture, it was an obvious im-

provement that he should be taught to speak it out of him on

occasion ; that he should carry a spiritual banknote producible

on demand for what of ' gold-bullion' he had, not so negotiable

otherwise, stored in the cellars of his mind. A man, with wis-

dom, insight and heroic worth already acquired for him, natur-

ally demanded of the schoolmaster this one new faculty, the

faculty 01 uttering in fit words what he had. A valuable super-

addition oi laculty :—and yet we are to remember it was scarcely

a new faculty ; it was but the tangible sign of what other facul-

ties the man had in the silent state : and many a rugged inar-

ticulate chiefof men, 1 can believe, was most enviably 'educated,'
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who had not a Book on his premises ; whose signature, a true

sign-mamMl, was the stamp of his iron hand duly inked and

clapt upon the parchment ; and whose speech in Parliament,

like the growl of lions, did indeed convey his meaning, but

would have torn Lindley Murray's nerves to pieces! To such

a one the schoolmaster adjusted himself very naturally in that

manner; as a man wanted for teaching grammatical utterance;

the thing to utter being already there. The thing to utter, here

was the grand point! And perhaps this is the reason why
among earnest nations, as among the Romans for example, the

craft of the schoolmaster was held in little regard; for indeed

as mere teacher of grammar, of ciphering on the abacus and
suchlike, how did he differ much from the dancing-master or

fencing-master, or deserve much regard?—Such was the rule

in the ancient healthy times.

Can it be doubtful that this is still the rule of human edu-

cation ; that the human creature needs first of all to be educated

not that he may speak, but that he may have something weighty

and valuable to say ! If speech is the banknote for an inward

capital of culture, of insight and noble human v/orth, then

speech is precious, and the art of speech shall be honoured.

Rut if there t's no inward capital ; if speech represent no real

culture of the mind, but an imaginary culture ; no bullion, but

the fatal and now almost hopeless deficit of such ? Alas, alas,

said banknote is then a. forged one
;
passing freely current in

the market ; but bringing damages to the receiver, to the payer,

and to all the world, which are in sad truth infallible, and of

amount incalculable. Few think of it at present ; but the truth

remains forever so. In parliaments and other loud assemblages,

your eloquent talk, c/mmited from Nature and her facts, is taken

as wisdom and the correct image of said facts: but Nature well

knows what it is. Nature will not have it as such, and will re-

ject your forged note one day, with huge costs. The foolish

traders in the market pass it freely, nothing doubting, and re-

joice in the dextrous execution of the piece : and so it circu-

lates from hand to hand, and from class to class
;
gravitating

ever downwards towards the practical class ; till at last it

reaches some poor ivorking hand, who can pass it no farther,

but must take it to the bank to gel bread with it, and there

the answer is, " Unhappy caitiff, this note is forged. It does
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" not mean performance and reality, in parliaments and else-

" where, for thy behoof; it means fallacious semblance of per-

" formance ; and thou, poor dupe, art thrown into the stocks

•' on offering it here !"

Alas, alas, looking abroad over Irish difficulties, Mosaic

sweating-establishments, French barricades, and an anarchic

Europe, is it not as if all the populations of the world were

rising or had risen into incendiary madness ; unable longer to

endure such an avalanche of forgeries, and of penalties in con-

sequence, as had accumulated upon them ? The speaker is

' excellent ;' the notes he does are beautiful ? Beautifully fit

for the market, yes ; //<? is an excellent artist in his business
;

—and the more excellent he is, the more is my desire to lay

him by the heels, and fling /u'jji into the treadmill, that I might

save the poor sweating tailors, French Sansculottes, and Irish

Sanspotatoes from bearing the smart !

For the smart must be borne ; some one must bear it, as

sure as God lives. Every word of man is either a note or a

forged-note :—have these eternal skies forgotten to be in earn-

est, think you, because men go grinning like enchanted apes ?

Foolish souls, this now as of old is the unalterable law of your

existence. If you know the truth and do it, the Universe it-

self seconds you, bears you on to sure victory everywhere :

—

and, observe, to sure defeat everywhere if you do nol do the

truth. And alas, if you /^fioza only the eloquent fallacious- sem-

blance of the truth, what chance is there of your ever doing

it ? You will do something very different from //, I think !

—

He who well considers, will find this same 'art of speech,' as

we moderns have it, to be a truly astonishing product of the

Ages ; and the longer he considers it, the more astonishing

and alarming. I reckon it the saddest of all the curses that

now lie heavy on us. With horror and amazement, one per-

ceives that this much-celebrated 'art,' so diligently practised

in all corners of the world just now, is the chief destroyer of

whatever good is born to us (softly, swiftly shutting-up all

nascent good, as if under exhausted glass-receivers, there to

choke and die) ; and the grand parent-manufactory of evil to

us,—as it were, the last finishing and varnishing workshop of

all the Devil's ware that circulates under the sun. No Devil's

sham is fit for the market till it have been polished and en-

amelled here; this is the general assaying-house for such, whtrc
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the artists examine and answer, " Fit for the market; not fit
!"

Words will not express what mischiefs the misuse oi words has

done, and is doing, in these heavyladen generations.

Do you want a man not to practise what he believes, then

encourage him to keep often speaking it in words. Every time

he speaks it, the tendency to do it will grow less. His empty
speech of what he believes, will be a weariness and an afflic-

tion to the wise man. But do you wish his empty speech of

what he believes, to become farther an insincere speech of

what he does not believe ? Celebrate to him his gift of speech
;

assure him that he shall rise in Parliament by means of it,

and achieve great things without any performance ; that elo-

quent speech, whether performed or not, is admirable. My
friends, eloquent unperformed speech, in Parliament or else-

where, is horrible ! The elocjuent man that delivers, in Par-

liament or elsewhere, a beautiful speech, and will perform no-

thing of it, but leaves it as if already performed,—what can

you make of that man ? He has enrolled himself among the

Ig7ies Fatiii and Children of the Wind ; means to serve, as

beautifully illuminated Chinese Lantern, in that corps hence-

forth. I think, the serviceable thing you could do to that man,
if permissible, would be a severe one : To clip-off -pi bit of his

eloquent tongue by way of penance and warning ; another bit,

if he again spoke without performing ; and so again, till you
liad dipt the whole tongue away from him,—and were delivered,

you and he, from at least one miserable mockery: "There,
" eloquent friend, see now in silence if there be any redeeming
" deed in thee ; of blasphemous wind-eloquence, at least, we
" shall have no more !" How many pretty men have gone this

road, escorted by the beautifulest marching music from all the
' public organs ;' and have found at last that it ended—where ?

it is the broad road, that leads direct to Limbo and the King-

dom of the Inane. Gifted men, and once valiant nations, and
as it were the whole world with one accord, are marching thi-

ther, in melodious triumph, all the drums and hautboys giving

out their cheerfulest (^a-ira. It is the universal humour of the

world just now. My friends, I am very sure you will arrive,

unless you halt !

—

Considered as the last finish of education, or of human cul-

ture*, worth and actiuircnient, the art of speech is noble, and
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even divine ; it is like the kindling of a Heaven's light to show

us what a glorious world exists, and has perfected itself, in a

man. But if no world exist in the man ; if nothing but con-

tinents of empty vapour, of greedy self-conceits, commonplace
hearsays, and indistinct loomings of a sordid chaos exist in him,

what will be the use of ' light' to show us that ? Better a thou-

sand times that such a man do not speak ; but keep his empty

vapour and his sordid chaos to himself, hidden to the utmost

from all beholders. To look on that, can be good for no human
beholder ; to look away from that, must be good. And if, by

delusive semblances of rhetoric, logic, first-class degrees, and

the aid of elocution-masters and parliamentary reporters, the

poor proprietor of said chaos should be led to persuade him-

self, and get others persuaded,—which it is the nature of his

sfid task to do, and which, in certain eras of the world, it is

fatally possible to do,—that this is a cosmos which he owns ;

that he, being so perfect in tongue-exercise and full of college-

honours, is an ' educated' man, and pearl of great price in his

generation ; that round him, and his parliament emulously

listening to him, as round some divine apple of gold set in a

picture of silver, all the world should gather to adore : what is

likely to become of him and the gathering world ? An apple

of Sodom set in the clusters of Gomorrah : that, little as he

suspects it, is the definition of the poor chaotically eloquent

man, with his emulous parliament and miserable adoring world

!

—Considered as the whole of education, or human culture,

which it now is in our modern manners ; all apprenticeship

except to mere handicraft having fallen obsolete, and the ' edu-

cated man' being with us emphatically and exclusively the man
that can speak well with tongue or pen, and astonish men by the

quantities of speech he \\.'Sl?, heard ('tremendous reader,' 'walk-

ing encyclopaedia,' and suchlike),—the Art of Speec'n is pro-

bably definable in that case as the short summary of all the

Black Arts put together.

But the Schoolmaster is secondary, an effect rather thnn a

cause in this matter : what the Schoolmaster with his univer-

sities shall manage or attempt to teach will be ruled by what

the Society with its practical industries is continually demand-
ing that men should learn. We spoke once of vital lungs lor



156 LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS.

Society : and in fact this question always rises as the alpha

and omega of social questions, What methods the Society has

of summoning aloft into the high places, for its help and go-

vernance, the wisdom that is born to it in all places, and of

course is born chiefly in the more populous or lower places ?

For this, if you will consider it, expresses the ultimate avail-

able result, and net sum-total, of all the efforts, struggles and
confused activities that go on in the Society ; and determines

whether they are true and wise efforts, certain to be victorious,

or false and foolish, certain to be futile, and to fall captive and
caitiff. How do men rise in your Society ? In all Societies,

Turkey included, and I suppose Dahomey included, men do
rise ; but the question of questions always is. What kind of

men ? Men of noble gifts, or men of ignoble ? It is the one
or the other ; and a life-and-death inquiry which ! For in all

places and all times, little as you may heed it, Nature most
silently but most inexorably demands that it be the one and
not the other. And you need not try to palm an ignoble sham
upon her, and call it noble ; for she is a judge. And her penal-

ties, as quiet as she looks, are terrible ; amounting to world-

earthquakes, to anarchy and death everlasting ; and admit 01'

no appeal !

—

Surely England still flatters herself that she has lungs ; that

she can still breathe a little ? Or is it that the poor creature,

driven into mere blind industrialisms ; and as it were, gone
pearl-diving this long while many fathoms deep, and tearing-up

the oyster-beds so as never creature did before, hardly knows,

—so busy in the belly of the oyster-chaos, where is no thought

of ' breathing,'—whether she has lungs or not ? Nations of a

robust habit, and fine deep chest, can sometimes take-in a deal

of breath be/ore diving ; and live long, in the muddy deeps,

without new breath : but they too come to need it at last, and
will die if they cannot get it !

To the gifted soul that is born in England, what is the ca-

reer, then, that will carry him, amid noble Olympic dust, up to

the immortal gods ? For his country's sake, that it may not

lose lb*: service he was born capable of doing it ; for his own
sake, that his life be not choked and perverted, and his liglit

from Heaven be not changed into lightning from the Other

Place,— it is essential that there be such a career. The coun-

try that can 'tffer no ( ari-er in that (ase, is a <luomed country;
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nay it is already a dead country : it has secured the Han of

Heaven upon it ; will not have Heaven's light, will have the

Other Place's lightning ; and may consider itself as appointc<i

to expire, in frightful coughings of street musketry or otherwise,

on a set day, and to be in the eye of law dead. In no country

is there not some career, inviting to it either the noble Hero,

or the tough Greek of the Lower Empire : which of the two do

your careers invite ? There is no question more important.

The kind of careers you ofifer in countries still living, deter-

mines with perfect exactness the kind of the life that is in them,

—whether it is natural blessed life, or galvanic accursed ditto,

and likewise what degree of strength is in the same.

Our English careers to born genius are twofold. There is

the silent or unlearned career of the Industrialisms, which arc

very many among us ; and there is the articulate or learned

career of the three professions. Medicine, Law (under which

we may include Politics), and the Church. Your born genius,

therefore, will first have to ask himself. Whether he can hold

his tongue or cannot? True, all human talent, especially all

deep talent, is a talent to do, and is intrinsically of silent na-

ture ; inaudible, like the Sphere Harmonies and Eternal Melo-

dies, of which it is an incarnated fraction. All real talent, I

fancy, would much rather, if it listened only to Nature's moni-

tions, express itself in rhythmic facts than in melodious words,

which latter at best, where they are good for anything, are only

a feeble echo and shadow or foreshadow of the former. But

talents differ much in this of power to be silent ; and circum-

stances, of position, opportunity and suchlike, modify them still

more;— and Nature's monitions, oftenest quite drowned in

foreign hearsays, are by no means the only ones listened to in

deciding !—The Industrialisms are all of silent nature ; and

some of them are heroic and eminently human ; others, again,

we may call unheroic, not eminently human : beaverish rather,

but still honest ; some are even vttlpine, altogether inhuman
and dishonest. Your born genius must make his choice.

If a soul is born with divine intelligence, and has its lips

touched with hallowed fire, in consecration for high enterprises

under the sun, this young soul will find the question asked of

him by England every hour and moment :
" Canst thou turn

" thy human intelligence into the beaver sort, and make hon-
" est contrivance, and accumulation of capital by it ? If so,
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" do it ; and avoid the vulpine kind, which i Jon'L recommend.
" Honest, triumphs in engineern^sg and machinery await thcc ;

" scrip awaits thee, commercial successes, kingship in the

" counting-room, on the stock-exchange ;—thou shalt be the

" envy of surrounding flunkies, and collect into a heap more gold

" than a dray-horse can draw."—"Gold, so much gold?" ans-

wers the ingenuous soul, with visions of the envy of surround-

ing flunkies dawning on him ; and in very many cases decides

that he will contract himself into beaverism, and with such a

horse-draught of gold, emblem of a never-imagined success in

beaver heroism, strike the surrounding flunkies yellow.

This is our common course ; this is in some sort open to

every creature, what we call the beaver career
;
perhaps more

open in England, taking in America too, than it ever uas in

any country before. And, truly, good consequences follow out

of it : who can be blind to them ? Half of a most excellent

and opulent result is realised to us in this way ; baleful only

when it sets-up (as too often now) for being the whole result.

A half-result which will be blessed and heavenly so soon as the

other half is had,—namely wisdom to guide the first half. Let

us honour all honest human power of contrivance in its degree.

The beaver intellect, so long as it stedfastly refuses to be vul-

pine, and answers the tempter pointing out short routes to it

with an honest " No, no," is truly respectable to me ; and many
a highflying speaker and singer whom I have known, has ap-

peared to me much less of a developed man than certain oi my
mill-owning, agricultural, commercial, mechanical, or otherwise

industrial friends, who have held their peace all their days and

gone on in the silent state. If a man can keep his intellect

silent, and make it even into honest beaverism, several very

manful moralities, in danger of wreck on other courses, may
comport well with that, and give it a genuine and partly human
character ; and I will tell him, in these days he may do far

worse with himself and his intellect than change it into beaver-

ism, and make honest money with it. If indeed he could be-

come a heroic industrial, and have a life ' eminently human' !

Jiut that is not easy at present. Probably some ninety-nine out

of every hundred of our gifted souls, who liave to seek a career

for themselves, go this beaver road. Whereby the first hah-re-

suk, national wealth namely, is plentifully realised ; and only the

second half, or wisdom to guide it, is dreadt'iliy behin.'iljand.
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I{nt n.nv if the gifted soul be not of taciturn nature, be of

vivid, im})aticnt, rapidly-productive nature, and aspire much to

^ivc itself sensible utterance,—-I lind that, in this case, the licKi

it has in England is narrow to an extreme ; is perhaps narrower

than ever offered itself, for the like object, in this world before.

Parliament, Church, Law : let the young vivid soul turn whither

he will for a career, he finds among variable conditions one con-

dition invariable, and extremely surprising. That the proof of

excellence is to be done by the tongue. For heroism that will

not speak, but only act, there is no account kept :—^The Eng-

lish Nation does not need that silent kind, then, but only the

talking kind .'' Most astonishing. Of all the organs a man .has,

there is none held in account, it would appear, but the tongue

he uses for talking. Premiership, woolsack, mitre, and quasi-

crown : all is attainable if you can talk with due ability. Every-

where your proof-shot is to be a well-fired volley of talk. Con-

trive to talk well, you will get to Heaven, the modern Heaven

of the English. Do not talk well, only work well, and heroic-

ally hold your peace, you have no chance whatever to get thi-

ther ; with your utmost industry you may get to Threadncedle

Street, and accumulate more gold than a drayhorse can draw.

Is not this a very wonderful arrangement ?

I have heard of races done by mortals tied in sacks ; ol

human competitors, high aspirants, climbing heavenward on the

soaped pole ; .seizing the soaped pig ; and clutching with delt fist,

at full gallog, the fated goose tied aloft by its foot ;-—which feats

do prove agility, toughness and other useful faculties in man

:

but this of dextrous talk is probably as strange a competition

as any. And the question rises. Whether certain of these other

feats, or perhaps an alternation of all of them, relieved now and

then -by a bout of grinning through the collar, might not be pro-

fitably substituted for the solitary proof-feat of talk, now getting

rather monotonous by its long continuance? Alas, Mr. Bull,

I do find it is all little other than a proof of toughness, which

is a quality I respect, with more or less expenditure of falsity

and astucity superadded, which I entirely condemn. Toughness

fi/us astucity :—perhaps a simple wooden mast set up in Pa-

lace-Yard, well soaped and duly presided over, might be the

honester method.? Such a method as this by trial of talk, for

fiUing your chief offices in Church and State, was perhaps never

heard of in the solar system before. You are quite used to it,
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my poor friend ; and nearly dead by the consequences of it

.

but in the other Planets, as in other epochs of your own Planet

it would have done had you proposed it, the thing awakens in-

credulous amazement, world-wide Olympic laughter, which ends
in tempestuous hootings, in tears and horror! My friend, if

you can, as heretofore this good while, find nobody to take care

of your affairs but the expertest talker, it is all over with your

affaii-s and you. Talk never yet could guide any man's or

nation's affairs ; nor will it yours, except towards the Limbus
Patruii}, where all talk, except a very select kind of it, lodges

at last.

Medicine, guarded too by preliminary impediments, and

frightful medusa-heads of quackery, which deter many generous

souls from entering, is of the //rt'/y^-articulate professions, and
does not much invite the ardent kinds of ambition. The in-

tellect required for medicine might be wholly human, and in-

deed should by all rules be, — the profession of the Human
Healer being radically a sacred one and connected with the

highest priesthoods, or rather being itself the outcome and

acme of all priesthoods, and divinest conquests of intellect here

below. As will appear one day, when men take off their old

monastic and ecclesiastic spectacles, and look with eyes again!

In essence the Physician's task is always heroic, eminently hu-

man : but in practice most unluckily at present we find it too

liecome in good part bcaverish; yielding a moneyrresult alone.

And what of it is not beaverish,^—does not that too go mainly

to ingenious talking, publishing of yourself, ingratiating of your-

self ; a partly human exercise or waste of intellect, and alas a

partly vulpine ditto;—making the once sacred 'lar^og, or Hu-
man Healer more impossible for us than ever!

Angry basilisks watch at the gates of Law and Church just

now; and strike a sad damp into the nobler of the young as-

pirants. Hard bonds arc offered you to sign ; as it were, a so-

lemn engagement to constitute yourself an impostor, before

ever entering; to declare your belief in incredibilities,—your

determination, in short, to take Chaos for Cosmos, and Satan

for the Lord of things, if he come with money in his pockets,

and horsehair and bnmbazecn decently wrapped about him.

Fatal preliminaries, which deter many an ingenuous young soul,

and send him back from the threshold, and I hope will deter
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ever more. But if you do enter, the condition is well known

;

" Talk; who can talk best here? His shall be the mouth of

" gold, and the purse of gold; and with my /utr^a (once the

" head-dress of unfortunate-females, I am told) shall his sacred

" temples be begirt,"

Ingenuous souls, unless forced to it, do now much shudder

at the threshold of both these careers, and not a few despe-

rately turn back into the wilderness rather, to front a very rude

fortune, and be devoured by wild-beasts as is likeliest. But as

to Parliament, again, and its eligibility if attainable, there is

yet no question anywhere ; the ingenuous soul, if possessed of

money-capital enough, is predestined by the parental and all

manner of monitors to that career of talk ; and accepts it with

alacrity and clearness of heart, doubtful only whether he shall

be ad/e to make a speech. Courage, my brave young fellow.

If you can climb a soaped pole of any kind, you will certainly

be able to make a speech. All mortals have a tongue ; and carry

on some jumble, if not of thought, yet of stuff which they could

talk. The weakest of animals has got a cry in it, and can give

voice before dying. If you are tough enough, bent upon it

desperately enough, I engage you shall make a speech ;—but

whether that will be the way to Heaven for you, I do not en-

gage.

These, then, are our two careers for genius : mute Indus-

trialism, which can seldom become very human, but remains

beaverish mainly : and the three Professions named learned,

—

that is to say, able to talk. For the heroic or higher kinds of

human intellect, in the silent state, there is not the smallest

inquiry anywhere ; apparently a thing not wanted in this coun-

try at present. What the supply may be, I cannot inform

M'Croudy ; but the market-demand, he may himself see, is m/.

These are our three professions that require human intellect

in part or whole, not able to do with mere beaverish ; and such

a part does the gift of talk play in one and all of them. What-
soever is not beaverish seems to go forth in the shape oi talk.

To such length is human intellect wasted or suppressed in

this world!

If the young aspirant is not rich enough for Parliament,

and is deterred by the basihsks or otherwise from entering on
Law or Church, and cannot altogether reduce his human intel-

lect to the beaverish condition, or satisiy himseh with the pro-

iM
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spect of making money,—what becomes of him in such case,

which is naturally the case of very many, and ever of more?
In such case there remains but one outlet for him, and notably

enough that too is a talking one : the outlet of Literature, of

trying to write Books. Since, owing to preliminary basilisks,

want of cash, or superiority to cash, he cannot mount aloft by

eloquent talking, let him try it by dextrous eloquent writing.

Here happily, having three fingers, and capital to buy a quire

of paper, he can try it to all lengths and in spite of all mor-

tals : in this career there is happily no public impediment that

can turn him back; nothing but private starvation,—which is

itself 3. finis or kind of goal,—can pretend to hinder a British

man from prosecuting Literature to the very utmost, and wring-

ing the final secret from her: "A talent is in thee; No talent

is in thee." To the British subject who fancies genius may be

lodged in him, this liberty remains ; and truly it is, if well com-

puted, almost the only one he has.

A crowded portal this of Literature, accordingly! The
haven of expatriated spiritualisms, and alas also of expatriated

vanities and prurient imbecilities: here do the windy aspira-

tions, foiled activities, foolish ambitions, and frustrate human
energies reduced to the vocable condition, fly as to the one re-

fuge left ; and the Republic of Letters increases in population

at a faster rate than even the Republic of America. The
strangest regiment in her Majesty's service, this of the Soldiers

ofLiterature :—would your Lordship much liketo march through
Coventry with them ? The immortal gods are there (quite irrc-

cognisable under these disguises), and also the lowest broken

valets ;—an extremely miscellaneous regiment. In fact the regi-

"^lient, superficially viewed, looks like an immeasurable motley

lood of discharged playactors, funambulists, false prophets,

drunken ballad-singers; and marches not as a regiment, but

as a boundless canaille,—without drill, uniform, captaincy or

billet ; with huge ^z/fr-proportion of drummers
;
you would say,

a regiment gone wholly to the drum, with hardly a good mus-

ket to be seen in it,—more a canaille than a regiment. Ca-

naille of all the loud-sounding levities, and general winnowings
of Chaos, marching through the world in a most ominous man-
ner; proclaiming, audibly if you have cars: "Twelfth hour of

" the Night ; ancient graves yawning; pale clammy Puseyisms
" screeching in their winding-sheets; owls busy in the City



No. V. STUMF-ORATOR. 163

" regions; many goblins abroad! Awake, ye living; dream no
" more; arise to judgment! Chaos and Gehenna arc broken
" loose; the Devil w^ith his Bedlams must be flung in chains
" again, and the Last of the Days is about to dawn!" Such is

Literature to the reflective soul at this moment.
But what now concerns us most is the circumstance that

here too the demand is. Vocables, still vocables. In all ap-

pointed courses of activity and paved careers for human genius,

and in this unpaved, unappointed, broadest career of Litera-

ture, broad way that leadeth to destruction for so many, the

one duty laid upon you is still, Talk, talk. Talk well with pen
or tongue, and it shall be well with you ; do not talk well, it

shall be ill with you. To wag the tongue with dextrous ac-

ceptability, there is for human worth and faculty, in our Eng-
land of the Nineteenth Century, that one method of emergence
and no other. Silence, you would say, means annihilation for

the Englishman of the Nineteenth Century. The worth that

has not spoken itself, is not ; or is potentially only, and as if

it were not. Vox is the God of this Universe. If you have
human intellect, it avails nothing unless you either make it

into beaverism, or talk with it. Make it into beaverism, and
gather money ; or else make talk with it, and gather what you
can. Such is everywhere the demand for talk among us ; to

which, of course, the supply is proportionate.

From dinners up to woolsacks and divine mitres, here in

England, much may be gathered by talk ; without talk, of the

human sort nothing. Is Society become wholly a bag of wind,

then, ballasted by guineas ? Are our interests in it as a sound-

ing brass and a tinkhng cymbal ?—In Army or Navy, when
unhappily we have war on hand, there is, almost against our

will, some kind of demand for certain of the silent talents.

But in peace, that too passes into mere demand of the osten-

tations, of the pipeclays and the blank cartridges ; and,—ex-

cept that Naval men are occasionally, on long voyages, forced

to hold their tongue, and converse with the dumb elements,

and illimitable oceans, that moan and rave there without you
and within you, which is a great advantage to the Naval man,
—our poor United Services have to make conversational wind-

bags and ostentational paper-lanterns of themselves, or do worse,

even as the others.
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My friends, must I assert, then, what surely all men know,

though all men seem to have forgotten it, That in the learned

professions as in the unlearned, and in human things through-

out, in every place and in every time, the true function of in-

tellect is noi that of talking, but of understanding and discern-

ing with a view to performing ! An intellect may easily talk

too much, and perform too little. Gradually, if it get into the

noxious habit of talk, there willless and less performance come
of it, talk being so delightfully handy in comparison with work

;

and at last there will no work, or thought of work, be got from

it at all. Talk, except as the preparation for work, is worth

almost nothing ;—sometimes it is worth infinitely less than no-

thing ; and becomes, little conscious of playing such a fatal

part, the general summary of pretentious nothingnesses, and
the chief of all the curses the Posterity of Adam are liable to

in this sublunary world ! Would you discover the Atropos of

Human Virtue ; the sure Destroyer, 'by painless extinction,'

of Human Veracities, Performances, and Capabilities to per-

form or to be veracious,—it is this, you have it here.

Unwise talk is matchless in unwisdom. Unwise work, if

it but persist, is everywhere struggling towards correction, and

restoration to health ; for it is still in contact with Nature, and
all Nature incessantly contradicts it, and will heal it or anni-

hilate it : not so with unwise talk, which addresses itself, re-

gardless of veridical Nature, to the universal suffrages ; and
can if it be dextrous, find harbour there till all the suffrages

are bankrupt and gone to Houndsditch, Nature not interfering

with her protest till then. False speech, definable as the acme
of unwise speech, is capable, as we already said, of becoming
liic falsest of all things. Falsest of all things :—and whither

will the general deluge of that, in Parliament and Synagogue,

in Book and Broadside, carry you and your affairs, my friend,

when once they arc embarked on it as now ?

Parliament, Parlia}neniu))i, is by express appointment the

Talking Apparatus
; yet not in Parliament either is the essen-

tial function, by any means, talk. Not to speak your opinion

well, but to have a good and just opinion worth speaking,

—

lor every Parliament, as for every man, this latter is the point.

Contrive to have a true opinion, you will get it told in some
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way, better or worse ; and it will be a blessing to all creatures.

Have a false opinion, and tell it with the tongue of Angels,

what can that profit ? The better you tell it, the worse it will be

!

In Parliament and out of Parliament, and everywhere in

this Universe, your one salvation is, That you can discern with

just insight, and follow with noble valour, what the law of the

case before you is, what the appointment of the Maker in re-

gard to it has been. Get this out of one man, you are saved
;

fail to get this out of the most August Parliament wrapt in the

sheepskins of a thousand years, you are lost,—your Parlia-

ment, and you, and all your sheepskins are lost. Beautiful talk

is by no means the most pressing want in Parhament ! We
have had some reasonable modicum of talk in Parliament

!

What talk has done for us in Parliament, and is now doing,

the dullest of us at length begins to see

!

Much has been said of Parliament's breeding men to busi-

ness ; of the training an Official Man gets in this school of

argument and talk. He is here inured to patience, tolerance
;

sees what is what in the Nation and in the Nation's Govern-

ment ; attains official knowledge, official courtesy and manners
;

—in short, is polished at all points into official articulation, and
here better than elsewhere qualifies himself to be a Governor
of men. So it is said.—Doubtless, I think, he will see and
suffer much in Parliament, and inure himself to several things

;—he will, with what eyes he has, gradually see Parliament it-

self, for one thing; what a high-soaring, helplessly floundering,

ever babbling yet inarticulate dark dumb Entity it is (certainly

one of the strangest under the sun just now): which doubtless,

if he have in view to get measures voted there one day, will

be an important acquisition for him. But as to breeding him-

self for a Doer of Work, much more for a King, or Chief o»

Doers, here in this element of talk ; as to that I confess the

fatalest doubts, or rather, alas, I have no doubt ! Alas, it is

our fatalest misery just now, not easily alterable, and yet urg-

ently requiring to be altered, That no British man can attain

to be a Statesman, or Chief of Workers, till he has first proved

himself a Chief of Talkers: which mode of trial for a Worker,

is it not precisely, ot all the trials you could set him upon, the

falsest and unfairest ?

Nay, I doubt much you are not likely ever to meet the

fittest material ior a Statesman, or Chiei oi Workers, in such
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an element as that. Your Potential Chief of Workers, will he

come there at all, to try whether he can talk ? Your poor ten-

pound franchisers and electoral world generally, in love with

eloquent talk, are they the likeliest to discern what man it is

that has worlds of silent work in him ? No. Or is such a man,
even if born in the due rank for it, the likeliest to present him-

self, and court their most sweet voices ? Again, no.

The Age that admires talk so much can have little dis-

cernment for inarticulate work, or for anything that is deep

and genuine. Nobody, or hardly anybody, having in himself

an earnest sense for truth, how can anybody recognise an in-

articulate Veracity, or Nature-fact of any kind ; a Human Doer
especially, who is the most complex, profound, and inarticulate

of all Nature's Facts ? Nobody can recognise him : till once

he is patented, get some public stamp of authenticity, and has

been articulately proclaimed, and asserted to be a Doer. To
the worshipper of talk, such a one is a sealed book. An ex-

cellent human soul, direct from Heaven,—how shall any excel-

lence of man become recognisable to this unfortunate ? Not
except by announcing and placarding itself as excellent,

—

which, I reckon, it above other things will probably be in no

great haste to do.

Wisdom, the divine message which every soul of man brings

into this world ; the divine prophecy of what the new man has

got the new and peculiar capability to do, is intrinsically of

silent nature. It cannot at once, or completely at all, be read-

off in words ; for it is written in abstruse facts, of endowment,

position, desire, opportunity, granted to the man ;—interprets

itself in presentiments, vague struggles, passionate endeavours;

and is only legible in whole when his work is done. Not by

the noble monitions of Nature, but by the ignoble, is a man
uiurh tempted to publish the secret of his soul in words. Words,

if he have a secret, will be forever inadequate to it. Words do

but disturb the real answer of fact which could be given to it

;

disturb, obstruct, and will in the end abolish, and render im-

possible, said answer. No grand Doer in this world can be

a copious speaker about his doings. William the Silent spoke

himself best in a country liberated ; Oliver Cromwell did not

shine in rhetoric ; Goethe, when he had but a book in view,

found that he must say nothing even of that, ii it was to suc-

ceed with him.
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Then as to politeness, and breeding to business. An official

man must be bred to business ; of course he must : and not

for essence only, but even for the manners of office he requires

breeding. Besides his intrinsic faculty, whatever that may be,

he must be cautious, vigilant, discreet,—above all things, he

must be reticent, patient, polite. Certain of these qualities are

by nature imposed upon men of station ; and they are trained

from birth to some exercise of them : this constitutes their one

intrinsic qualification for office ;—this is their one advantage in

the New Downing Street projected for this New Era ; and it

will not go for much in that Institution. One advantage, or

temporary advantage ; against which there are so many coun-

terbalances. It is the indispensable preliminary for office, but

by no means the complete outfit,—a miserable outfit where
there is nothing farther.

Will your Lordship give me leave to say that, practically,

the intrinsic qualities will presuppose these preliminaries too,

but by no means vice versa. That, on the whole, if you have

got the intrinsic qualities, you have got everything, and the

preliminaries will prove attainable ; but that if you have got

only the preliminaries, you have yet got nothing. A man of

real dignity will not find it impossible to bear himself in a dig-

nified manner ; a man of real understanding and insight will

get to know, as the fruit of his very first study, what the laws

of his situation are, and will conform to these. Rough old

Samuel Johnson, blustering Boreas and rugged Arctic Bear as

he often was, defined himself, justly withal, as a polite man : a

noble manful attitude of soul is his ; a clear, true and loyal

sense of what others are, and what he himself is, shines through

the rugged coating of him ; comes out as grave deep rhythmus
when his King honours him, and he will not 'bandy compli-

ments with his King ;'—is traceable too in his indignant tramp-
ling-down of the Chesterfield patronages, tailor-made insolences,

and contradictions oi sinners ; which may be called his revoht-

tionary movements, hard and peremptory by the law of them
;

these could not be soft like his constitutional ones, when men
and kings took him for somewhat like the thing he was. Given
a noble man, I think your Lordship may expect by and by a
polite man. No ' politer' man was to be lound in Britain than
the rustic Robert Burns : high duchesses were captivated with

the chivalrous ways of the man ; recognised that here was the
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true chivalry, and divine nobleness of bearing,—as indeed they

well might, novi^ when the Peasant God and Norse Thor had

come down among them again ! Chivalry this, if not as they

do chivalry in Drury Lane or West-End drawing-rooms, yet as

they do it in Valhalla and the General Assembly of the Gods.

For indeed, who iiivented chivalry, politeness, or anything

that is noble and melodious and beautiful among us, except

precisely the like of Johnson and of Burns ? The select few

who in the generations of this world were wise and valiant, they,

in spite of all the tremendous majority of blockheads and sloth-

ful belly-worshippers, and noisy ugly persons, have devised

whatsoever is noble in the manners of man to man. I expect

they will learn to be polite, your Lordship, when you give

them a chance !—Nor is it as a school of human culture, for

this or for any other grace or gift, that Parliament will be

found first-rate or indispensable. As experience in the river

is indispensable to the ferryman, so is knov/ledge of his Parlia-

ment to the British Peel or Chatham ;—so was knowledge of

the CEil-de-Bceuf to the French Choiseul. Where and how said

river, whether Parliament with Wilkeses, or Qlil-de-Boeuf with

Pompadours, can be waded, boated, swum ; how the miscel-

laneous cargoes, ' measures' so-called, can be got across it, ac-

cording to their kinds, and landed alive on the hither side as

facts :—we have all of us owx ferries in this world ; and must

know the river and its ways, or get drowned some day ! In

that sense, practice in Parliament is indispensable to the Brit-

ish Statesman ; but not in any other sense.

A school, too, of manners and of several other things, the

Parliament will doubtless be to the aspirant Statesman ; a

school better or worse;—as the Giil-de-BcEuf likewise was, and

as all scenes where men work or live are sure to be. Especially

where many men work together, the very rubbing against one

anotlicr will grind and polish off their angularities into round-

ness, into ' politeness' after a sort ; and the official man, place

hin\ how you may, will never want for schooling, of extremely

various kinds. A first-rate school one cannot call this Parlia-

ment for him ;— I fear to say what rate at present ! In so far

as it teaches him vigilance, patience, courage, toughness of

lungs or of soul, and skill in any kind of swimming, it is a good

school. In so far as it forces him to speak where Nature

orders silence : and even, lest all the world should learn his
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secret (which often enough would kill his secret, and little

profit the world), forces him to speak falsities, vague ambigui-

ties, and the froth-dialect usual in Parliaments in these times,

it may be considered one of the worst schools ever devised by

man ; and, I think, may almost challenge the QEil-de-Boeuf tc

match it in badness.

Parliament will train your men to the manners required of

a statesman ; but in a much less degree to the intrinsic func-

tions of one. To these latter, it is capable of w/jtraining as

nothing else can. Parliament will train you to talk ; and above

all things to hear, with patience, unlimited quantities of foohsh

talk. To tell a good story for yourself, and to make it appear

that you have done your work: this, especially in constitutional

countries, is something ;—and yet in all countries, constitu-

tional ones too, it is instrinsically nothing, probably even less.

For it IS not the function of any mortal, in Downing Street or

elsewhere here below, to wag the tongue of him, and make it

appear that he has done work ; but to wag some quite other

organs of him, and to do work ; there is no danger of his

work's appearing by and by. Such an accomplishment, even

in constitutional countries, I grieve to say, may become much
less than nothing. Have you at all computed how much less ?

The human creature who has once given way to satisfying hin>

self with 'appearances,' to seeking his salvation in 'appear-

ances,' the moral life of such human creature is rapidly bleeding

out of him. Depend upon it, Beelzebub, Satan, or however you

may name the too authentic Genius of Eternal Death, has got

that human creature in his claws. By and by you will have

a dead parliamentary bagpipe, and your living man fled away
without return !

Such parliamentary bagpipes I myself have heard play

tunes, much to the satisfaction of the people. Every tune lies

within their compass ; and their mind (for they still call it mind)

is ready as a hurdygurdy on turning of the handle : " My
Lords, this question now before the House" Ye Heavens,

O ye divine Silences, was there in the womb of Chaos, then,

such a product, liable to be evoked by human art, as that

same ? While the galleries were all applausive oi heart, and the

Fourth Estate looked with eyes enlightened, as if you had
touched its lips with a staff dipped in honey,— I have sat with

reflections too ghastly to be uttered, A poor human creature
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and learned friend, once possessed of many fine g'liis, possessed

of intellect, veracity, and manful conviction on a variety of

objects, has he now lost all that ;—converted all that into a

glistering phosphorescence which can show itself on the out-

side ; while within, all is dead, chaotic, dark ; a painted se-

pulchre full of dead-men's bones ! Discernment, knowledge, in-

tellect, in the human sense of the words, this man has now none.

His opinion you do not ask on any matter : on the matter

he has no opinion, judgment, or insight ; only on what may be

said about the matter, how it may be argued of, what tune may
be played upon it to enlighten the eyes of the Fourth Estate.

Such a soul, though to the eye he still keeps tumbling

about in the Parliamentary element, and makes 'motions,' and

passes bills, for aught I know,—are we to define him as a

living one, or as a dead.'' Partridge the Almanac-maker, whose
' publications' still regularly appear, is known to be dead ! The
dog that was drowned last summer, and that floats up and

down the Thames with ebb and flood ever since,— is it not

dead ? Alas, in the hot months, you meet here and there

such a floating dog ; and at length, if you often use the river

steamers, get to know him by sight. "There he is again, still

astir there in his quasi-stygian element !" you dejectedly ex-

claim (perhaps reading your Morning Newspaper at the mo-

ment) ; and reflect, with a painful oppression of nose and

imagination, on certain completed professors of parliamentary

eloquence in modern times. Dead long sinre, but no/ resting;

daily doing motions in that Westminster region still,—daily

from Vauxhall to Blackfriars, and back again ; and cannoi

get away at all! Daily (from Newspaper or river steamer)

you may see him at some point of his fated course, hovering

in the eddies, stranded in the ooze, or rapidly progressing

with flood or ebb ; and daily the odour of him is getting more
intolerable; daily the condition of him appeals more tragically

to gods and men.

Nature admits no lie ; most men profess to be aware of

this, but few in any measure lay it to heart. Except in the

departments of mere material manipulation, it seems to be

taken practically as if this grand truth were merely a polite

flourish of rhetoric. What is a lie? The question is worth ask-

ing, once- and away, by the practical English mind.
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A voluntary spoken divergence from the fact as it stands,

as it has occurred and will proceed to develop itself : this

clearly, if adopted by any man, will so far forth mislead him
in all practical dealing with the fact ; till he cast that state-

ment out of him, and reject it as an unclean poisonous thing,

he can have no success in dealing with the fact. If such

spoken divergence from the truth be involuntary, we lament it

as a misfortune ; and are entitled, at least the speaker of it is,

to lament it extremely as the most palpable of all misfortunes,

as the indubitablest losing of his way, and turning aside from

the goal instead of pressing towards it, in the race set before

him. If the divergence is voluntary,—there superadds itself

to our sorrow a just indignation : we call the voluntary spoken

divergence a lie, and justly abhor it as the essence of human
treason and baseness, the desertion of a man to the Enemy
of men against himself and his brethren. A lost deserter

;

who has gone over to the Enemy, called Satan ; and cannot

<5«/ be lost in the adventure ! Such is every liar with the

tongue ; and such in all nations is he, at all epochs, con-

sidered. Men pull his nose, and kick him out of doors ; and
by peremptory expressive methods signify that they can and
will have no trade with him. Such is spoken divergence from

the fact ; so fares it with the practiser of that sad art.

But have we well considered a divergence in tJiought from

what is the fact ? Have we considered the man whose very

thought is a he to him and to us ! He too is a frightful man

;

repeating about this Universe on every hand what is not, and
driven to repeat it ; the sure herald of ruin to all that follow

him, that know with his knowledge ! And would you learn

how to get a mendacious thought, there is no surer recipe than

carrying a loose tongue. The lying thought, you already

either have it, or will soon get it by that method. He who Hes

with his very tongue, he clearly enough has long ceased to

think truly in his mind. Does he, in any sense, ' think' ? All

his thoughts and imaginations, if they extend beyond mere
beaverisms, astucities and sensualisms, are false, incomplete,

perverse, untrue even to himself. He has become a false

mirror of this Universe ; not a small mirror only, but a crooked,

bedimmed and utterly deranged one. But all loose tongues

too are akin to lying ones ; are insincere at the best, and go

rattling with little meaning ; the thought lying languid at a
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great distance behind them, if thought there be behind them
at all. Gradually there will be none or little! How can the

thought of such a man, what he calls thought, be other than

false ?

Alas, the palpable liar with his tongue does at least know
that he is lying, and has or might have some faint vestige ot

remorse and chance of amendment ; but the impalpable liar,

vvhose tongue articulates mere accepted commonplaces, cants

and babblement, which means only, "Admire me, call me an

excellent stump-orator!"— of him what hope is there? His
thought, what thought he had, lies dormant, inspired only to

invent vocables and plausibilities ; while the tongue goes so

glib, the thought is absent, gone a-woolgathering
;
getting it-

self drugged with the applausive 'Hear, hear!'—what will be-

come of such a man ? His idle thought has run all to seed,

and grown false and the giver of falsities ; the inner light ot

his mind is gone out ; all his light is mere putridity and phos-

phorescence henceforth. Whosoever is in quest of ruin, let

him with assurance follow that man ; he or no one is on the

right road to it.

Good Heavens, from the wisest Thought of a man to the

actual truth of a Thing as it lies in Nature, there is, one would
suppose, a sufficient interval! Consider it,—and what other

intervals we introduce! The faithfulest, most' glowing word
of a man is but an imperfect image of the thought, such as it

is, that dwells within him ; his best word will never but with

error convey his thought to other minds : and then between

his poor thought and Nature's P'act, which is the Thought of

the Eternal, there may be supposed to lie some discrepancies,

some shortcomings! Speak your sincerest, think your wisest,

there is still a great gulf between you and the fact. And now,

do not speak your sincerest, and, what will inevitably follow

out of that, do not think your wisest, but think only your

plausiblcst, your showiest for parliamentary purposes, where

will you land with that guidance?— I invite the British Parlia-

ment, and all the Parliamentary and other Electors of Great

Britain, to reflect on this till they have well understood it

;

and then to ask, each oi himself, What probably the horo-

scopes oi the British Parliament, at this epoch of World-His-

tory, may be ?

—

I'ail, by any sin or any mistortune, to discover what the
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Irutb ol the fact is, you arc lost so far as that latt jj;oes ! U

your thought do not image truly but do image falsely the fact,

you will vainly try to work upon the fact. The fact will not

obey you, the fact will silently resist you ; and ever, with silent

invincibility, will go on resisting you, till you do get to image

it truly instead of falsely. No help for you whatever, except in

attaining to a true image of the fact. Needless to vote a false

image true ; vote it, revote it by overwhelming majorities, by

jubilant unanimities and universalities; read it thrice or throe

hundred times, pass acts of parhament upon it till the Statute-

book can hold no more,— it helps not a whit : the thing is not

so, the thing is otherwise than so ; and Adam's whole Posterity,

voting daily on it till the world finish, will not alter it a jot. Can
the sublimest sanhedrim, constitutional parliament, or other Col-

lective Wisdom of the world, persuade fire not to burn, sulphuric

acid to be sweet milk, or the Moon to become green cheese?

The fact is much the reverse:—and even the Constitutional

British Parliament abstains from such arduous attempts as these

latter in the voting line ; and leaves the multiplication-table,

the chemical, mechanical and other qualities of material sub-

stances to take their own course; being aware that voting and
perorating, and reporting in Hansard, will not in the least alter

any of these. Which is indisputably wise of the British Par-

liament.

Unfortunately the British Parliament does not, at present,

quite know that all manner of things and relations of things,

spiritual equally with material, all manner oi qualities, enti-

ties, existences whatsoever, in this strange visible and invisible

Universe, are equally inflexible of nature ; that they will, one

and all, with precisely the same obstinacy, continue to obey
their own law, not our law ; deaf as the adder to all charm of

parliamentary eloquence, and of voting never so often repeated

;

silently, but inflexibly and forevermore, declining to change
themselves, even as sulphuric acid declines to become sweet

milk, though you vote so to the end of the world. This, it

sometimes seems to me, is not quite sufficiently laid hold of by
the British and other Parliaments just at present. Which surely

is a great misfortune to said Parliaments ! For, it would appear,

the grand point, after all constitutional improvements, and such
wagging of wigs in Westminster as there has been, is precisely

what it was beiore any constitution was yet heard of, or the
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first official wig had budded out of nothing : namely, to ascer-

tain what the truth of your question, in Nature, really is !

Verily so. In this time and place, as in all past and in all

future times and places. Today in St. Stephen's, where con-

stitutional, philanthropical, and other great things lie in the

mortarkit ; even as on the Plain of Shinar long ago, where a

certain Tower, likewise of a very philanthropic nature, indeed
one of the desirablest towers I ever heard of, was to be built,—
but couldn't ! My friends, I do not laugh ; truly I am more
inclined to weep.

Get, by six-hundred and fifty-eight votes, or by no vote at

all, by the silent intimation of your own eyesight and under-

standing given you direct out of Heaven, and more sacred to

you than anything earthly, and than all things earthly,—a cor-

rect image of the fact in question, as God and Nature have
made it : that is the one thing needful; with that it shall be
well with you in whatsoever you have to do with said fact.

Get, by the sublimest constitutional methods, belauded by all

the world, an /^correct image of the fact : so shall it be other

than well with you ; so shall you have laud from able-editors

and vociferous masses of mistaken human creatures ; and from
the Nature's Fact, continuing quite silently the same as it was,

contradiction, and that only. What else ? Will Nature change,

or sulphuric acid become sweet milk, for the noise of vociferous

blockheads ? Surely not. Nature, I assure you, has not the

smallest intention of doing so.

On the contrary. Nature keeps silently a most exact Savings-

bank, and official register, correct to the most evanescent item.

Debtor and Creditor, in respect to one and all of us ; silently

marks down. Creditor by such and such an unseen act of

veracity and heroism ; Debtor to such a loud blustery blun-

der, twenty-seven million strong or one unit strong, and to all

acts and words and thoughts executed in consequence of that,

— Debtor, Debtor, Debtor, day after day, rigorously as Fate

(for this is Fate that is writing) ; and at the end of the account

you will have it all to pay, my friend ; there is the rub ! Not
the infinitesimalist fraction of a farthing but will be found

marked there, for you and against you ; and with the due rate

oi interest you will have to pay it, neatly, completely, as sure

as you are alive. You will have to pay it even in money ii you
live:— and, pool slave, do you think there is no payment but
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in money ? There is a payment which Nature rigorously ex-

acts of men, and also of Nations, and this I think when her

wrath is sternest, in the shape of dooming you to possess money.
To possess it ; to have your bloated vanities fostered into mon-
strosity by it, your foul passions blown into explosion by it,

your heart and perhaps your very stomach ruined with intoxi-

cation by it
; your poor life and all its manful activities stunned

into frenzy and comatose sleep by it,—in one word, as the old

Prophets said, your soul forever lost by it. Your soul ; so that,

through the Eternities, you shall have no soul, or manful trace

of ever having had a soul ; but only, for certain fleeting mo-
ments, shall have had a moneybag, and have given soul and
heart and (frightfuler still) stomach itself in fatal exchange for

the same. You wretched mortal, stumbling about in a God's

Temple, and thinking it a brutal Cookery-shop ! Nature, when
her scorn of a slave is divinest, and blazes like the blinding

lightning against his slavehood, often enough flings him a bag
ofmoney, silently saying : "That! Away; thy doom is that!"

—

For no man, and for no body or biggest multitude of men,

has Nature favour, if they part company with her facts and
her. Excellent stump-orator; eloquent parliamentary dead-dog,

making motions, passing bills ; reported in the Morning News-
papers, and reputed the 'best speaker going'? From the Uni-

verse of Fact he has turned himself away; he is gone into

partnership with the Universe of Phantasm ; finds it profitablest

to deal in forged-notes, while the foolish shopkeepers will ac-

cept them. Nature for such a man, and for Nations that follow

such, has her patibulary forks, and prisons of death everlast-

ing :—dost thou doubt it } Unhappy mortal, Nature otherwise

were herself a Chaos and no Cosmos. Nature was not made
by an Impostor; not she, I think, rife as they are!—In fact, by

money or otherwise, to the uttermost fraction of a calculable

and incalculable value, we have, each one of us, to settle the

exact balance in the abovesaid Savings-bank, or official register

kept by Nature: Creditor by the quantity of veracities we have

done. Debtor by the quantity of falsities and errors ; there is

not, by any conceivable device, the faintest hope of escape from

that issue for one of us, nor for all of us.

This used to be a well-known fact ; and daily still, in cer-

tain edifices, steeple -houses, joss-houses, temples sacred or

other, everywhere spread over the world, we hear some dim
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mumblement of an asserUon that such is still, what it was al-

ways and will forever be, the fact : but meseems it has terribly

fallen out of memory nevertheless ; and, from Dan to Beer-

sheba, one in vain looks out for a man that really in his heart

beheves it. In his heart he believes, as we perceive, that scrip

will yield dividends : but that Heaven too has an office of ac-

count, and unerringly marks down, against us or for us, what-

soever thing we do or say or think, and treasures up the same
in regard to every creature,—^this I do not so well perceive that

he believes. Poor blockhead, no : he reckons that all payment

is in money, or approximately representable by money ; finds

money go a strange course ; disbelieves the parson and his Day
of Judgment ; discerns not that there is any judgment except

in the small or big debt court ; and lives (for the present) on

that strange footing in this Universe. The unhappy mortal,

what is the use of his 'civilisations' and his ' useful knowledges,'

if he have forgotten that beginning of human knowledge ; the

earliest perception of the awakened human soul in this world ;

the first dictate of Heaven's inspiration to all men ? I cannot

account him a man any more ; but only a kind of human
beaver, who has acquired the. art of ciphering. He lives with-

out rushing hourly towards suicide, because his soul, with all

its noble aspirations and imaginations, is sunk at the bottom

of his stomach, and lies torpid there, unaspiring, unimagining,

unconsidering, as if it were the vital principle of a xwqxq four-

tooted beaver. A soul of a man, appointed for spinning cot-

ton and making money, or, alas, for merely shooting grouse and

gathering rent ; to whom Eternity and Immortality, and all

human Noblenesses and divine Facts that did not tell upon the

stock-exchange, were meaningless fables, empty as the inarti-

culate wind. He will recover out of that persuasion one day,

or be ground to powder, I believe !

—

To such a pass, by our bcaverisms and our mammonisms ;

by canting of ' prevenicnt grace' everywhere, and so boarding

and lodging our poor souls upon supervenient moonshine every-

where, for centuries long; by our sordid stupidities and our idle

babblings ; through faith in the divine Stump-Orator, and Con-

stitutional Palaver, or august Sanhedrim of Orators,—have men
and Nations been reduced, in this sad epoch ! 1 cannot call

them happy Nations ; I must call them Nations like to perish

;

Nations that will either begin to recover, or else soon die. Re-
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covery is to be hoped ;—yes, since there is in Nature an Al-

mighty Beneficence, and His voice, divinely terrible, can be

heard in the world-whirlwind now, even as from of old andfor-

evermore. Recovery, or else destruction and annihilation, is

very certain ; and the crisis, too, comes rapidly on : but by

Stump-Orator and Constitutional Palaver, however perfected,

my hopes of recovery have long vanished. Not by them, I

should imagine, but by something far the reverse of them, shall

we return to truth and God !

—

I tell you, the ignoble intellect cannot think the truth, even

within its own limits, and when it seriously tries ! And of the

ignoble intellect that does not seriouslytry, and has even reached

the ' ignobleness' of seriously trying the reverse, and of lying

with its very tongue, what are we to expect ? It is frightful to

consider. Sincere wise speech is but an imperfect corollary,

and insignificant outer manifestation, of sincere wise thought.

He whose very tongue utters falsities, what has his heart long

been doing ? The thought of his heart is not its wisest, not

even its wisest ; it is its foolishest ;—and even of that we have

a false and fooHsh copy. And it is Nature's Fact, or the Thought

of the Eternal, which we want to arrive at in regard to the mat-

ter,—which if we do not arrive at, we shall not save the matter,

we shall drive the m.atter into shipwreck !

The practice of modern Farhaments, with reporters sitting

among them, and twenty-seven millions mostly fools listening

to them, fills me with amazement. In regard to no thing, or

fact as God and Nature have made it, can you get so much as

the real thought of any honourable head,—even so far as /'/, the

said honourable head, still has capacity of thought. What the

honourable gentleman's wisest thought is or would have been,

had he led from birth a life of piety and earnest veracity and

heroic virtue, you, and he himself poor deep -sunk creature,

vainly conjecture as from immense dim distances far in the

rear of what he is led to say. And again, far in the rear of

what his thought is,—surely long infinitudes beyond all A^? could

ever think,— lies the Thought of God Almighty, the Image itself

of the Fact, the thing you are in quest of, and must find or do

worse ! Even his, the honourable gentleman's, actual bewil-

dered, falsified, vague surmise or quasi-thought, even this is not

given you ; but only some falsified copy of this, such as he fan-

cies may suit the reporters and twenty-seven millions mostly

N
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fools. And upon that latter you are to act ; with what

success, do you expect ? That is the thought you are to take

for the Thought of the Eternal Mind,—that double- distilled

falsity of a blockheadism from one who is false even as a block-

head !

Do I make myself plain to Mr. Peter's understanding ? Per-

haps it will surprise him less that parliamentary eloquence ex-

cites more wonder than admiration in me ; that the fate of

countries governed by that sublime alchemy does not appear

the hopefulest just now. Not by that method, I should appre-

hend, will the Heavens be scaled and the Earth vanquished ;

not by that, but by another.

A benevolent man once proposed to me, but without point-

ing out the methods how, this plan of reform for our benighted

world ; To cut from one generation, whether the current one

or the next, all the tongues away, prohibiting Literature too
;

and appoint at least one generation to pass its life in silence.

' There, thou one blessed generation, from the vain jargon of

' babble thou art beneficently freed. Whatsoever of truth,

' traditionary or original, thy own god-given intellect shall point-

' out to thee as true, that thou wilt go and do. In doing of

' it there will be a verdict for thee ; if a verdict of True, thou
' wilt hold by it, and ever again do it ; if of Untrue, thou wilt

' never try it more, but be eternally delivered from it. To do
' aught because the vain hearsays order thee, and the big

' clamours of the sanhedrim of fools, is not thy lot,-—what
' worlds of misery arc spared thee ! Nature's voice heard in

' thy own inner being, and the sacred Commandment of thy

• Maker : these shall be thy guidances, thou happy tonguclcss

' generation. What is good and beautiful thou shalt know
;

' not merely what is said to be so. Not to talk of thy doings,

' and become the envy of surrounding flunkies, but to taste of

' the fruit of thy doings themselves, is thine. What the Eter-

' nal Laws will sanction for thee, do ; what the Froth Gospels
' and multitudinous long-eared Hearsays never so loudly bid,

' all this is already chaff for thee,—drifting rapidly along, thou

' knowest whitherward, on the eternal winds."

(iood Heavens, if such a plan were practicable, how the

ciiaff might be winnowed out of every man, and out of all

human things ; and ninety-nine hundredths of our whole big
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Universe, spiritual and practical, might blov/ itself away, as

mere torrents of chaff ;—whole trade-winds of chaff, many
miles deep, rushing continually with the voice of whirlwinds

towards a certain Fire, which knows how to deal with it !

Ninety-nine hundredths blown away ; all the lies blown away,

and some skeleton of .1 spiritual and practical Universe left

standing for us which were trtie : O Heavens, is it forever im-

possible, then ? By a generation that had no tongue it really

might be done ; but not so easily by one that had. Tongues,

platforms, parliaments, and fourth-estates ; unfettered presses,

periodical and stationary literatures : we are nearly all gone to

tongue, I think ; and our fate is very questionable !

Truly, it is little known at present, and ought forthwith to

become better known, what ruin to all nobleness and fruitful-

ness and blessedness in the genius of a poor mortal you gene-

rally bring about, by ordering him to speak, to do all things

with a view to their being seen ! Few good and fruitful things

ever were done, or could be done, on those terms. Silence,

silence ; and be distant ye profane, with your jargonings and

superficial babblements, when a man has anything to do ! Eye-

service,—dost thou know what that is, poor England ?—eye-

service is all the man can do in these sad circumstances ; grows

to be all he has the idea of doing, of his or any other man's

ever doing, or ever having done, in any circumstances. Sad

enough. Alas, it is our saddest woe of all ;—too sad for being

spoken of at present, while all or nearly all men consider it

an imaginary sorrow on my part !

Let the young English soul, in whatever logic-shop and

noasense-verse establishment of an Eton, Oxford, Edinburgh,

Halle, Salamanca, or other High Finishing-School, he may
be getting his young idea taught how to speak and spout, and

print sermons and review-articles, and thereby show himself

and fond patrons that it is an idea,—lay this solemnly to heart

;

this is my deepest counsel to him ! The idea you have once

spoken, if it even were an idea, is no longer yours ; it is gone

from you, so much life and virtue is gone, and the vital circu-

lations of your self and your destiny and activity are hence-

forth deprived of it. If you could not get it spoken, if you

could still constrain it into silence, so much the richer are you.

Better keep your idea while you can : let it still circulate in
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your blood, and there fructify ; inarticulately inciting you to

good activities
;
giving to your whole spiritual life a ruddier

health. When the time does come for speaking it, you will

speak it all the more concisely, the more expressively, appro-

priately ; and if such a time should never come, have you not

already acted it, and uttered it as no words can ? Think of

this, my young friend ; for there is nothing truer, nothing more
forgotten in these shabby gold-laced days. Incontinence is

half of all the sins of man. And among the many kinds of

that base vice, I know none baser, or at present half so fell and
fatal, as that same Incontinence of Tongue. ' Public speak-

ing,' ' parliamentary eloquence :' it is a Moloch, before whom
young souls are made to pass through the fire. They enter,

weeping or rejoicing, fond parents consecrating them to the

redhot Idol, as to the Highest God : and they come out spi-

ritually dead. Dead enough ; to live thenceforth a galvanic

life of mere Stump-Oratory ; screeching and gibbering, words

without wisdom, without veracity, without conviction more than

skin-deep. A divine gift, that ? It is a thing admired by the

vulgar, and rewarded with seats in the Cabinet and other pre-

ciosities ; but to the wise, it is a thing not admirable, not ador-

able ; unmelodious rather, and ghastly and bodeful, as the

speech of sheeted spectres in the streets at midnight !

Be not a Public Orator, thou brave young British man, thou

that art now growing to be something : not a Stump-Orator,

if thou canst help it. Appeal not to the vulgar, with its long

ears and its seats in the Cabinet ; not by spoken words to the

vulgar ; hate the profane vulgar, and bid it begone. Appeal

by silent work, by silent suffering if there be no work, to ihe

gods, who have nobler than seats in the Cabinet for thee !

Talent for Literature, thou hast such a talent .-' Believe it not,

be slow to believe it ! To speak, or to write. Nature did not

peremptorily order thee ; but to work she did. And know this :

there never was a talent even for real Literature, not to speak

of talents lost and damned in doing sham Literature, but was

primarily a talent for something infinitely better of the silent

kind. Of Literature, in all ways, be shy rather than other-

wise, at present ! There where thou art, work, work ; what-

soever thy hand findeth to do, do it,—with the hand of a man,

not of a phantasm ; be that thy unnoticed blessedness and ex-
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ceeding great reward. Thy words, let them he few, and well-

ordered. Love silence rather than speech in these tragic days,

when, for very speaking, the voice of man has fallen inarticu-

late to man ; and hearts, in this loud babbling, sit dark and

dumb towards one another. Witty,— above all, O be not

witty : none of us is bound to be witty, under penalties ; to be

wise and true we all are, under the terriblest penalties !

Brave young friend, dear to me, and known too in a sense,

though never seen, nor to be seen by me,—you are, what I am
not, in the happy case to learn to be something and to do some-

thing, instead of eloquently talking about what has been and
was done and may be ! The old are what they are, and Wiil

not alter ; our hope is in you. England's hope, and the world's,

is that there may once more be millions such, instead of units

as now. Made ; ifausto pede. And may future generations,

acquainted again with the silences, and once more cognisant

of what is noble and faithful and divine, look back on us with

pity and incredulous astonishment!



No. VI. PARLIAMENTS.

[ist June 1850.]

By this time it is sufficiently apparent the present Editor is no':

one of those who expect to see the Country saved by farther

' reforming' the reformed Parhament we have got. On the con-

trary, he has the sad conviction that from such Parhament never

so ingeniously reformed, there can no salvation come, but only

a speedy tinale far different from salvation. It is his effort and
desire to teach this and the other thinking British man that

said finale, the advent namely of actual open Anarchy, cannot

be distant, now when virtual disguised Anarchy, long-continued

and waxing daily, has got to such a height ; and that the one

method of staving-off that fatal consummation, and steering to-

wards the Continents of the Future, lies not in the direction of

reforming Parliament, but of what he calls reforming Downing
Street ; a thing infinitely urgent to be begun, and to be strenu-

ously carried on. To find a Parliament more and more the ex-

press image of the People, could, unless the People chanced to

be wise as well as miserable, give him no satisfaction. Not
this at all ; but to find some sort of King, made in the image

of God, who could a little achieve for the People, if not their

spoken wishes, yet their dumb wants, and what they would at

last find to have been their instinctive will,—which is a far

different matter usually, in this babbling world of ours.

Qualification movement, universal-suffrage movement. Re-

form Association, and suchlike, this Editor does not enjoin

upon his readers ;—his readers whom (as every crow is known
to think her own eggs whitest) he considers to be a select class,

the true Aristocracy of England, capable of far better things

than these. Which better things, and not the worse, it is his

liearl's wish to urge them upon doing. And yet, alas, how can

hr forbid any reader of his, or of otlier people's, to join such
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suffrage movement, or still more distracted Chartism of Six

Points, if it seem hopeful ? Where we are, is no continuing.

Men say: "The finale must come, ought to come; perhaps the

" sooner it comes, it will be the lighter to bear. If the foul

" universal boil is to go on ripening, under mere Leave-alone

" and Premiers of the Phantasm order, perhaps the sooner it

" bursts, and declares itself as universal gangrene and social

" death, the better !" Good Heavens, have men computed what

the bursting-out of virtual disguised Anarchy into open unde-

niable Anarchy, such as they have in the Continental countries

just now, amounts to in human affairs ; what a game that ot

trying for cure in the Medea's-cauldron of Revolution is ! Must

we also front the Apotheosis of Attorneyism ; and know what

the blackest of terrestrial curses means ?

But if the captains of the ship are ot that scandalous class

who refuse to be warned except by iceberg counsellors nudging

them, what are the miserable crew to do ? Yes, the crew had

better consider of that ; they have greatly too little considered it

of late. They will find that in Nature there is no such alarming

creature as a Chief Governor of that humour, in getting round

a Cape Horn like this of ours ; that, if pity did not check our

rage, there is no such traitor in the ship as this unconscious

one ! Who, placidly assured, nothing doubting but he is the

friend of gods and men, can stand with imperturbable attitude,

quietly steering, by his old Whig and other charts of the Brit-

ish Channel (as if we were still there or thereabouts), into the

yawning mouth of Chaos, on the other side of the world ; and

call it passing the Forelands in rough weather, or getting into

Cowes, by constitutional methods, and 'remedial measures

suited to the occasion.' Our heart's prayer in those circum-

stances is : From such Chief Governors, good Lord deliver us

!

And if masses of the desperate common men before the mast

do invoke Chartism rather, and iiivite the iceberg counsellors

to nudge him,—cannot we too well understand it ? I hope,

in other quarters of the ship there are men who know wiser

courses, and instead of inviting the iceberg counsellors and

Six Points, will direct all their strength to fling the Phantasm

Captain under hatches. It is with the view of aiding and en-

couraging these latter that we now institute a few considera-

tions upon Parliaments generally.
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Dryasdust in his lumber-masses, which he calls treatises

and histories, has not been explicit about Parliaments : but we
need not doubt, the English Parliament, as windy a palaver-

ing and imaginary entity as it has now grown to be, was at

one time a quite solid serious actuality, met for earnest dis-

patch of work which, on the King's part and the CommoiT
wealth's, needed absolutely to be done. Reading in Eadmerus

and the dim old Books, one finds gradually that the Parlia-

ment was at first a most simple Assemblage, quite cognate to

the situation ; that Red William, or whoever had taken on him

the terrible task of being King in England, was wont to invite,

oftenest about Christmas time, his subordinate Kinglets, Barons

as he called them, to give him the pleasure of their company

for a week or two : there, in earnest conference all morning, in

freer talk over Christmas cheer all evening, in some big royal

Hall of Westminster, Winchester, or wherever it might be, with

log-fires, huge rounds of roast and boiled, not lacking malmsey

and other generous liquor, they took counsel concerning the

arduous matters of the kingdom. " You Taillebois, what have
" you to propose in this arduous matter?—-Frontdeboeuf has
" another view ; thinks, in his southern counties, they will go
" with the Protectionist movement, and repeal the malt-tax,

" the African Squadron, and the window-duty itself.—Potdevin,

" what is your opinion of the measure ; will it hold in your
" parts? So, Fitzurse disagrees, then!—Tete-d'dtoupes, speak
" out. And first, the pleasure of a glass of wine, my infant ?"

—

- -Thus, for a fortnight's space, they carried on, after a human
manner, their grand National Consult or ParHavienium; in-

termingling Dinner with it (as is still the modern method)
;

debating everything, as Tacitus describes the Ancient Germans
lo have done, two times: once sober, and once what he calls

a drunk,'—not dead-drunk, but jolly round their big table;—

that so both sides of the matter might be seen ; and, midway
between rash hope and unreasonable apprehension, the true

decision of it might be hit. To this hour no public matter,

with whatever serious argument, can be settled in England till

it have been dined upon, perhaps repeatedly dined upon.

To King Rufus there could no more natural method pre-

sent itself, of getting his affairs of sovereignty transacted, than

this same. To assemble all his working Sub-kings about him
;

and gather in a human manner, by the aid of sad speech and
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of cheerful, what their real notions, opinions and determina-

tions were. No way of making a law, or of getting one exe-

cuted when made, except by even such a General Consult in

one form or another.—Naturally too, as in all places where

men meet, there established themselves modes of proceeding

in this Christmas Parliamentum : secretaries from the first were

leeded there, strict record of the results arrived-at being indis-

pensable : and the methods of arriving, marginally noted or

otherwise, would not be forgotten : such methods, with trials of

ever new methods, accumulating, and in the course of continual

practice getting sifted, rejected, adopted, and committed to re-

cord,—the vast elaboration, now called Law of Parliament,

Privilege, Practice of Parliament, and that huge sheepskin

quarry, in which Dryasdust bores and grovels as if the world's

or England's secret lay there, grew to be what we see.

So likewise in the time of the Edwards, when Parliament

gradually split itself into Two Houses; and Borough Members
and Knights of tlie Shire were summoned up to answer, Whe-
ther they could stand such and such an impost ? and took upon

them to answer, " Yes, your Majesty ; but we have such and
such grievances greatly in need of redress first,"—nothing could

be more natural and human than such a Parliament still was.

And so, granting subsidies, stating grievances, and notably

widening its field in that latter direction, accumulating new-

modes, and practices of Parliament greatly important in world-

history, the old Parliament continued an eminently human, ve-

racious, and indispensable entity, achieving real work in the

Centuries. Down, we may say, to the Century of Charles First,

when being constrained by unforeseen necessity to do so, it

took suddenly, like water at the boiling point, a quite immense
development of function ; and performed that new function too,

to the world's and its own amazement, in an eminently human,
authentic and effectual manner,—the ' supply' it granted his Ma-
jesty, this time (in front of Whitehall, as it ultimately proved),

being of a very unexpected yet by no means unessential nature
;

and the ' grievance' it now stated for redress being the tran-

scendent one of Compulsion towards Spiritual Nightmare, to-

wards Canting Idolatry, and Death Eternal,—which I do not

wonder that they couldn't endure, and wouldn't ! Which tran-

scendent grievance, it is well known, they did get redressed, in

a most conspicuous manner, they, for the time being ;—and
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so have since set all the world upon similar but far less hope-

ful attempts, by methods which appear the same, and are not

the same but different.

This Long Parliament which conquered its King, and even

extinguished him, since he would in no way be quiet when
conquered ; and which thus, the first of such Assemblages,

declared that it was Sovereign in the Nation, and more royal

than any King who could be there,—has set a flaming pattern

to all the world, which now after centuries all the world is

fruitlessly bent to emulate. This ever-memorable Long Par-

liament is definable, both in regard to its destinies in History,

and to its intrinsic collective and individual worth among De-

liberative Assemblies, as the Acme of Parliaments ; the highest

that it lay in them to be, or to do, in human affairs. The con-

summation, this, and slow cactus-flowerage of the parliamentary

tree among mankind, which blossoms only in thousands of years,

and is seen only once by men : the Father, this, of all Con-

gresses, National Conventions and sublunary Parliaments that

have since been.

But what I had to remark of this Long Parliament, and

of its English predecessors generally from the times of Rufus

downwards, is their perfect veracity of purpose, their e.xact

adaptation to getting, the business done that was in hand.

Supplies did, in some way, need to be granted ; grievances,

such as never fail, did in some way need to be stated and re-

dressed. The silent Peoples had their Ptj>iiamenfuj?i : and

spake by it to their Kings who governed them. In all human
Government, wherever a man will attempt to govern men, this

is a function necessary as the breath of life : and it must be

said the old European Populations, and the fortunate English

best of all, did this function well. The old Parliaments were

authentic entities ; came upon indispensable work ; and were

'm earnest to their very finger-ends about getting it done. No
conclave of railway directors, met with closed doors upon the

sacred cause of scrip and dividends, could be more intent upon

the business necessary, or be more appropriate for it, than

those old Parliaments were.

In modrrn Parliaments, agnin, indeed ever down froni the

Long Parliament, I note a sad gradual falling-off in this mat-

ter of * veracity,'—which, alas, means a fallhig-off in all real
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use, or possible advantage, there can be to mankind in such

Institutions. The Parliament, if we examine well, has irrevoc-

ably lost certain of its old functions, which it still pretends to

do ; and has got certain new functions, which it never can do,

and yet pretends to be doing : a doubly fatal predicament for

the Parliament. Its functions growing ever more confused in

this twofold way, the position of the Parliament has become a

false, and has gradually been becoming an impossible one, in

modern affairs. While on the other hand, the poor Parliament,

little conscious of all that, and long dimly struggling to remedy
all that, and exist amidst it ; or in later years, still more fatally

admitting all that, and quietly .consenting to exist beside it

without remedy,—has had to distort and pervert its poor ac-

tivity in all manner of ways ; and at length has diffused itself

into oceans of windy talk reported in Hansardj has grown, in

short, a National Palaver ; and is, as I said lately, one of the

strangest entities this sun ever looked down upon. For, I

think, a National Palaver recognised as Sovereign, a solemn

Convocation of all the Stump-Orators in the Nation to come
and govern us, was not seen in the earth till recently. I con-

sider it has been reserved for these our Latter Generations ; a

product long ripening for us from afar ;—and would fain hope
that, like the Long Parliament, or acme and consummate
flower in any kind, it can only be a transient phenomenon !

Some functions that are and continue real the Parliament

still has ;—and these it becomes infinitely necessary to dissever,

and extricate alive, from the ocean of unreality in which they

swim. Unreality is death, to Parliaments and to all things.

The real functions whatsoever they are, these, most certainly,

are all the good we shall ever get of Parliament ; and the

question now is. Shall said good be drowned, or not be
drowned, in the immeasurable accompaniment of imaginary
functions which are evil and falsity, and that only ?

In the way of changed times I note two grand modern
facts, omitting many minor, which have, one of them irrevoc-

ably, and the other hopelessly for the present, altered from top
to bottom the function and position of all Parliaments ; and
which do now fatally vitiate their procedure everywhere, ren-

ilering much of what they do a superfluity, a mere hypocrisy,



1 88 LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS.

or noxious grimace ; and thus infecting even what is real in

their function with a windy falsity, lamentable to behold and

greatly requiring to be altered : Fact first, the existence of an

Unfettered Press, with its perennial ever-increasing torrent of

morning newspapers, pamphlets, books : fact second, that there

is now no King present in Parliament ; no King now there,

the King having vanished,—in front of Whitehall, long since !

Fact first I take to be unalterable. Complete alteration of fact

second I discern to be distant, but likewise to be indispensable

and inevitable ; and to require urgently here and now (by New
Downifig Streets or otherwise) a strenuous beginning, from all

good citizens who would do any reform in their generation.

Both facts together have dislocated every joint of the old

arrangement, and made the modern Parliament a new creature
;

and whosoever means to work reform there, will either open his

eyes, and keep them open, to both these facts, or work only

mischief and ruin.

In countries that can stand a Free Press,—which many
cannot, but which England, thanks to her long good training,

still can,—it is evident the National Consult or real Parlia-

mentary Debate goes on of itself, everywhere, continually. Is

not the Times newspaper an open Forum, open as never Forum

was before, where all mortals vent their opinion, state their

grievance,—all manner of grievances, from loss of your um-

brella in a railway, to loss of your honour and fortune by unjust

sovereign persons ? One grand branch of the Parliament's trade

is evidently dead forever ! And the beautiful Elective Parlia-

ment itself is nothing like so living as it used to be. Tf we

will consider it, the essential truth of the matter is, every Brit-

ish man can now elect himself to Parliament without consult-

ing the hustings at all. If there be any vote, idea or notion in

him, on any earthly or heavenly thing, cannot he take a pen,

and therewith autocratically pour forth the same into the ears

and hearts of all people, so far as it will go 1 Precisely so far
;

and, what is a great advantage too, no farther. The discussion

of questions goes on, not in St. Stephen's now, but from Dan
to Heersheba by able-editors and articulate-speaking creatures

that rail get others to listen to them. This is the fact ; and it

demands to be attended to as such,—and will produce changes,

\ tliink, by r»nd by.
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What is the good of men collected, with effort, to debate on

the benches of St. Stephen's, now when there is a Times News-

paper ? Not the discussion of questions ; only the ultimate vot-

ing of them (a very brief process, I should think !) requires to

go on, or can veritably go on, in St. Stephen's now. The hon-

ourable gentleman is oftenest very wearisome in St. Stephen's

now : his and his Constituency's Aye or No, is all we want of

the honourable gentleman there ; all we are ever like to get of

him there,—could it but be had without admixtures ! If your

Lordship will reflect on it, you will find it an obsolete function,

this debating one of his ; useless in these new times, as a set of

riding postboys would be, along the line of the Great Western

Railway. Loving my life, and time which is the stuff of life,

I read no Parliamentary Debates, rarely any Parliamentary

Speech ; but I am told there is not, once in the seven years,

the smallest gleam of new intelligence thrown on any matter,

earthly or divine, by an honourable gentleman on his legs in

Parliament. Nothing offered you but wearisome, dreary, thrice-

boiled colewort ;—a bad article at first, and served and again

served in Newspapers and Periodical and other Literatures,

till even the inferior animals would recoil from it. Honourable

gentlemen have complained to myself that under the sky there

was not such a bore. What is or can be the use of this, your

Lordship ?

Let an honourable gentleman who has colewort, or stump-

oratory of that kind, send it direct to the limes ; perhaps they

will print it for him, and then all persons can read it there

who hope instruction from it. If the Times refuse to print it,

let the honourable gentleman, if still so minded, print it at his

own expense ; let him advertise it at a penny the gross, dis-

tribute it gratis as handbill, or even offer a small reward per

head to any citizen that will read it: but if, after all, no body

of citizens will read it even for a reward, then let the honour-

able gentleman retire into himself, and consider what such

omens mean ! So much I take to be fair, or at least unavoid-

able in a free country : Let every creature try to get his opinion

listened to; and let honourable gentlemen who can print their

own stump-oratory, and offer the public a reward for using it,

by all means do so. But that, when no human being will in-

cline or even consent to have their said oratory, they can get

upon their legs in Parliament and pour it out still, to the bur-
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dening of many Newspapers, to the boring of their fellow-crea-

tures, and generally to the despair of all thinking citizens in

the community: this is and remains, I must crave to say, an
infatuation, and, whatever respectable old coat you put upon it,

is fast growing a nuisance which must be abated.

Still more important for a Parliament is the question : King
present there, or no King? Certain it always is, and if forgot-

ten, it much requires to be brought to mind, that a Parliament

acting in the character of a body to be consulted by the sove-

reign ruler, or executive King of a Nation, differs immensely

from a Parliament which is itself to enact the sovereign ruler,

and to be supreme over all things ; not merely giving its ad-

vice, its remonstrance, dissent or assent, and leaving the ruler

still to decide with that new illumination ; but deciding of it-

self, and by its Yes or its No peremptorily ordering all things

to be or not to be. These, I say, are two extremely different

characters for a Parliament to enact ; and they necessitate all

manner of distinctions, of the most vital nature, in our idea ot

a Parliament ; so that what applies with full force to a Parlia-

ment acting the former character, will not apply at all to one

enacting the latter : nay what is of the highest benefit in the

former kind of Parliament, may not only in the latter kind be

of no benefit, but be even of the fatalest detriment, and bring

destruction to the poor Parhament itself and to all that de-

pends thereon.

It is first of all, therefore, to be inquired, Whether your

Parliament is actually in practice the Adviser of the Sovereign
;

or is the Sovereign itself.'' For the distinction is profound;

goes down to the very roots of Parliament and of the Body
Politic: and if you confound the two kinds of Parhaments, and

apply to the one the psalmodyings and celebratings of consti-

tutional doctors (very rife through the eighteenth century), which

were meant for the other, and were partly true of the other,

but are altogether false of this,—you will set forth in a radi-

cally wrong course, and will advance incessantly, with whatever

psalmodyings of your own or of the world's, to a goal you arc-

like to be much surprised at !—Under which oi these two de-

scriptions the British Parliament of our time lalls, no one can

need to l)c iniormed. Apart from certain thin fictions, and con-

stitutional cobwebs which it is not expected any one should not

see through, our Parliament is the sovereign ruler and real
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executive King of this Empire ; iind constitutional men, who
for a century past have been singing praises to that subhme
Institution in its old character, are i-equested to look at it in

this new one, and see what praises it has earned for itself there.

Hitherto, in these last fifteen years since it has worked without

shackle in that new character, one does not find its praises

mount very high!' The exercise of English Sovereignty, if that

mean governance of the Twenty-seven million British souls and

guidance of their temporal and eternal interests towards a good

issue, does not seem to stand on the very best footing just at

present ! Not as a Sovereign Ruler of the Twenty-seven million

British men, or heroic guide of their temporal or their eternal

interests, has the reformed Parliament distinguished itself as

yet, but otherwise only if at all.

In fact, there rises universally the complaint, and expres-

sion of surprise. That our reformed Parliament cannot get on

with any kind of work, except that of talking, which does not

serve much; and the Chief Minister has been heard lamenting,

in a pathetic manner, that the Business of the Nation (mean-

ing thereby the voting of the supplies) was dreadfully obstructed

;

and that it would be difficult for him to accomphsh the Busi-

ness of the Nation (meaning thereby the voting of the supplies),

if honourable gentlemen would not please to hold their tongues

a little. It is really pathetic, after a sort; and unless parlia-

mentary eloquence will suffice the British Nation, and its busi-

nesses and wants, one sees not what is to become of us in that

direction. For, in fine, the tragic experience is dimly but irre-

pressibly forcing itself on all the world, that our British Parlia-

ment does not shine as Sovereign Ruler of the British Nation;

that it was excellent only as Adviser of the Sovereign Ruler;

and has not, somehow or other, the art of getting work done

;

but produces talk merely, not of the most instructive sort for

most part, and in vortexes of talk is not unlike to submerge it-

self and the whole of us, if help come not

!

My own private notion, which I invite all reformed British

citizens to reflect on, is and has for a long time been, That this

dim universal experience, which points towards very tragic facts,

will more and more rapidly become ;i clear universal experi-

ence, and disclose a tragic law of Nature little dreamt of by
constitutional men oi these times. Tliat a Parliament, especi-

d\i\ a Parliament with Newspaper Reporters firmly established
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in it, is an entity which by its very nature cannot do work, but

can do talk only,—which at times may be needed, and at other

times again may be very needless. Consider, in fact, a body
of Six-hundred and fifty-eight miscellaneous persons set to con-

sult about ' business' with Twenty-seven millions mostly fools

assiduously listening to them, and checking and criticising them :

—was there ever since the world began, will there ever be till

the world end, any 'business' accomplished in these circum-

stances? The beginning of all business everywhere, as all prac-

tical persons testify, is decidedly this. That every man shut his

mouth, and do not open it again till his thinking and contriving

faculty have elaborated something worth articulating. Which
rule will much abridge the flow of speech in such assemblies

!

This, however, is the preliminary fundamental rule for busi-

ness ; and this, alas, is precisely the rule which cannot be at-

tended to in constitutional Parliaments.

Add now another most unfortunate condition. That your

Parliamentary Assembly is not very much in earnest, not at

all 'dreadfully in earnest,' to do even the best it can ; that in

general the Nation it represents is no longer an earnest Na-
tion, but a light, sceptical, epicurean one, which for a century

has gone along smirking, grimacing, cutting jokes about all

things, and has not been bent with dreadful earnestness on

anything at all, except on making money each member of it

for himself: here, certainly enough, is a Parliainent that will

do Jio business except such as can be done in sport ; and un-

fortunately, it is well known, almost none can be done in that

way. To which Parliament, in the centre of such a Nation,

introduce now assiduous Newspaper Reporters, and six yards

of small type laid on all breakfast-tables every morning : alas,

are not the Six-hundred and fifty-eight miscellaneous gentle-

men, who sit to do sovereign business in such circumstances,

verily a self-contradiction, a solecism in Nature,— Nature

having appointed that business shall not be done in that way?
Incaj^ablc they of doing business; capable of speech only, and

this none of the best. Speech which, as we can too well see,

whether it be speech to the question and to the wise men near,

or 'speech to Buncombe' (as the Americans call it), to the dis-

tant constituencies and the twenty-seven millions mostly fools,

will yearly grow more worthless as speech, and threaten to fi-

nish by becoming burdensome to gods and men!
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So that the sad conclubion, which all experience, vvheievcr

il has been tried, is fatally making £,()od, appears to be. That

Parliaments, admirable as Advising Bodies, and likely to he

in future universally useful in that capacity, are, as Ruling and

Sovereign Bodies, not useful, but useless or worse. That a

Sovereign with nine-hundred or with six-hundred and fifty-

eight heads, all set to talk against each other in the presence

of thirty-four or twenty-seven or eighteen millions, cannot do

the work of sovereignty at all ; but is smitten with eternal in-

competence for that function by the law of Nature itself. Such,

alas, is the sad conclusion ; and in England, and wherever else

it is tried, a sad experience will rapidly make it good.

Only perhaps in the United States, which alone of coun-

tries can do ^ai/fiouJ governing,— every man being at least able

to live, and move-off into the wilderness, let Congress jargon

as it will,—can such a form of so-called ' Government' con-

tinue, for any length of time, to torment men with the sem-

blance, when the indispensable substance is not there. For

America, as the citizens well know, is an "unparalleled coun-

try,"—with mud soil enough and fierce sun enough in the Mis-

sissippi Valley alone to grow Indian corn for all the extant Pos-

terity ofAdam at this time;—what other country ever stood in

such a case? 'Speeches to Buncombe,' and a constitutional bat-

tle of the Kilkenny cats, which in other countries are becoming
tragical and unendurable, may there still fall under the comical

category. If indeed .'\merica should ever experience a higher

call, as is likely, and begin to feel diviner wants than that of

Indian corn with abundant bacon and molasses, and unlimited

scope for all citizens to hunt dollars,—America too will find that

caucuses, division-lists, stump-oi-atoryand speeches to Buncombe
will no^ carry men to the immortal gods; that the Washington
Congress, and constitutional battle of Kilkenny cats is, there as

here, naught for such objects; quite incompetent for such; and,

in fine, that said sublime constitutional arrangement will re-

quire to be (with terrible throes, and travail such as few expect

yet) remodelled, abridged, extended, suppressed ; torn asunder,

put together again ;—not without heroic labour, and effort

quite other than that of the Stump-Orator and the Revival

Preacher, one day !

Thus if the first grand branch of parliamentary business,

that of stating grievances, has fallen to the Unfettered Presses,

o
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and become quite dead for Parliaments, infecting them with

mere hypocrisy when they now try it,—the second or new
grand branch of business intrusted to them, and passionately

expected and demanded of them, is one which they cannot

do ; the attempt and pretence to do which can only still far-

ther involve them in hypocrisy, in fatal cecity, stump-oratory,

futility, and the faster accelerate their doom, and ours if we
depend on them.

We may take it as a fact, and should lay it to heart every-

where, That no Sovereign Ruler with six-hundred and fifty-

eight heads, set to rule twenty-seven millions, by continually

talking in the hearing of them all, can for the life of it make
a good figure in that vocation ; but must by nature make a

bad figure, and ever a worse and worse, till, some good day, by
soft recession or by rude propulsion, as the Omnipotent Benefi-

cence may direct, it—get relieved from said vocation.

In the whole course of History I have heard of only two
Parliaments of the sovereign sort, that did the work of sove-

reignty with some effect : the National Convention, in Paris,

during the French Revolution ; and the Long Parliament, here

at London, during our own. Not that the work, in either case,

was perfect ; far enough from that ; but with all imperfections

it was got done ; and neither of these two workers proved to be

quite futile, or a solecism in its place in the world. These two

Parliaments succeeded, and did not fail. The conditions, how-
ever, were peculiar; not likely to be soon seen again.

In the first place, of both these Parliaments it can be said

that they %ve7'e ' dreadfully in earnest ;' in earnest as no Parlia-

ments before or since ever were. Nay indeed, in the end, it

had become a matter of life or death with them. But apart

from that latter consideration, in the Long Parliament especi-

ally, nothing so astonishes a modern man as the serious, so-

lemn, nay devout, religiously earnest spirit in which almost

every member had come up to his task. For the English was

yet a serious devout Nation,—as in fact it intrinsically still is,

and ever tends and strives to be; this its poor modern levity,

sceptical knowingness, and sniiifing grinning humour, being

forced on it, and sitting it very ill:—ever a devout Nation, I

say; and the Divine Presence yet irradiated this poor Earth

and its business to most men; and to all Englishmen the Par-
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liament, we can observe, was still what their Temple was to

the ancient Hebrews ; the most august of terrestrial objects,

into which when a man entered, he felt that he was standing

on holy ground. Literally so; and much is the modern man
surprised at it ; and only after much reluctance can he admit

it to be credible, to be certain and visible among our old

fathers there.—In which temper alone, is there not sure pro-

mise ofwork being done, under any circumstances whatsoever?

Given any lamest Talking Parliament, with its Chartisms or its

starving Irish, and a starving world getting all into pike-points

round it
;
given the saddest natural solecism, discoverable in

the Earth or under the Earth ;—inform it with this noble spi-

rit, it will from the first hour become a less sad solecism ; it

will, if such divine spirit hold in it, and nerve its continual

efforts, cease at last to be a solecism, and by self-sacrifice or

otherwise become a veracity, and get itself adoptedhy Nature.

But secondly, what likewise is of immense significance, the

Long Parliament had no Reporters. Very far from that; no

Member himself durst so much as whisper to any extraneous

mortal, without leave given, what went on within those sacred

walls. Solemn reprimand from the Speaker, austere lodgment

in the Tower, if he did. If a patriot stranger, coming up on

express pilgrimage from the country, chance to gaze in from the

Lobby too curiously on the august Assemblage (as once or twice

happens), he is instantly seized by the fit usher ; led, pale as

his shirt, into the floor of the honourable House, Speaker Len-

thall's and four hundred other pairs of Olympian eyes trans-

fixing him, that it be there ascertained, W^hether the Tower, the

Tarpeian rock, or what in Nature or out of it, shall be the doom
of such a man ! A silent place withal, though a talking one

;

hermetically sealed ; no whisper to be published of it, except

what the honourable House itself directs. Let a modern honour-

able member, with his reporters' gallery, his strangers' gallery,

his female ventilator, and twenty-seven millions mostly fools

listening to him at Buncombe, while all at hand are asleep, con-

sider what a fact is that old one !

But thirdly, what also is a most important fact in this ques-

tion, the Long Parliament, after not many months of private

debating, split itself fairly into two parties ; and the Opposition

party fairly rode away, designing to debate in another mannei

thenceforth. What an abatement of parliamentary eloquence
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in that one fact by itself, is evident enough ! The Lung Harlia

ment, for all manner of reasons, for these three and for others

that could be given, was an unexampled Parliament—properly

indeed, as I sometimes define it, the Father of all Parliaments

which have sat since in this world

!

The French Convention did its work, too; and this under

circumstances intrinsically similar, much as they differed out-

wardly. No Parliament more 'in earnest' ever sat in any country

or time; and indeed it was the Parliament of a Nation all in

deadly earnest
;
gambling against the world for life or for death.

The Convention had indeed Reporters ; and encountered much
parliamentary eloquence at its starting, and underwent strange

handlings and destinies in consequence ; but we know how it

managed with its parliamentary eloquence, and got that reduced

to limits, when once business did behove to be done ! The Con-

vention, its Girondins and opposition parties once thrown out,

had its Committee of Saint Ptibliqtie, consisting of Twelve, of

Nine, or even properly of Three ; in whose hands lay all sov-

ereign business, and the whole terrible task of ascertaining

what was to be done. Of which latter, the latter being itself so

immense, so swift and imperatively needful, all parliamentary

eloquence was to be the enforcement and publisher and recorder

merely. And whatever eloquent heads chose to obstruct this

sovereign Committee, the Convention had its guillotine, and
swiftly rid itself of these and of their eloquence. Whereby busi-

ness went on, without let on that side ; and actually got itself

done

!

These are the only instances I know, of Parliaments that

succeeded in the business of Government ; and these I think

are not inviting instances to the British reformer of this day.

Rather what we may call paroxysms of parliamentary life, than

instances of what could be continuously expected of any Par-

liament,— or perhaps even transiently wished of any. They
were the appropriate, and as it proved, the effectual organism

for Periods of a quite transcendent character in National Life;

such as it is not either likely or desirable that we should see,

except at very long intervals, in human affairs.

The fact is. Parliaments have had two great blows, in mo-

dern limes; and are now in a manner quite shorn of their real
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strent^th, and what is still worse, invested with an imaginary.

Faust of Mentz, when he invented 'movable types,' inflicted

a terrible blow on Parliaments ; suddenly, though yet afar off,

reducing them to a mere scantling of their former self, and
taking all the best business out of their hands. Then again

John Bradshaw, when he ordered the hereditary King to vanish,

in front of Whitehall, and proclaimed that Parliament itself was
King,—John, little conscious of it, inflicted a still more terrible

blow on Parliaments ; appointing them to do (especially with

Faust too, or the Morning Newspaper, gradually getting in)

what Nature and Fact had decided they could never do. In

which doubly fatal state, with Faust busier than ever among
them, they continue at this moment,—working towards strange

issues, I do believe !

Or, speaking in less figurative language, our conclusion is,

first. That Parliaments, while they continued, as our English

ones long did, mere Advisers of the Sovereign Ruler, were in-

valuable institutions ; and did, especially in periods when there

was no Times Newspaper, or other general Forum free to every

citizen who had three fingers and a smattering of grammar,

—

deserve well of mankind, and achieve services for which we
should be always grateful. This is conclusion first. But then,

alas, equally irrefragable comes conclusion secojid. That Par-

liaments when they get to try, as our poor British one now
does, the art of governing by themselves as the Supreme Body
in the Nation, make no figure in that capacity, and can make
none, but by the very nature of the case are unable to do it.

Only two instances are on record of Parliaments having, in any

circumstances, succeeded as Governing Bodies ; and it is even

hoped, or ought to be, by men generally, that there may not for

another thousand years be a third!

As not only our poor British Parliament of those years and

decades, but all the sudden European Parliaments at Paris,

Frankfort, Erfurt and elsewhere, are Parliaments which under-

take that second or impossible function of governing as Par-

liaments, and must either do it, or sink in black anarchy one

knows not whitherward,—the horoscope of Parliaments is by

no means cheering at present ; and good citizens may justly

shudder, if their anticipations point that way, at the prospect

of a Chartist Parliament here. For your Chartist Parliament

is properly the consummation of that fatal tendency, towardr.
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the above-mentioned impossible function, on the part of Parlia-

ments. A tendency not yet consummated with us ; for we still

have other fragments of old Authority lodged elsewhere than in

the Parliament, which still struggle here and there to accom-

plish a little governing, though under strange conditions : and
to instal a Parliament of the Six Points would be precisely to

extinguish with the utmost rapidity all such fragments, and
solemnly by National Charter and Six Points to bid the Parlia-

ment, "Be supreme King over us, thou, in all respects; and

rule us, thou,—since it is impossible for thee !"

These are serious considerations, sufficient to create alarm

and astonishment in any constitutional man. But really it

grows late in the day with constitutional men ; and it is time

for them to look up from their Delolme. If the constitutional

man will take the old Delolme-Bentham spectacles off his nose,

and look abroad into the Faqt itself with such eyes as he may
have, I consider he will find that reform in matters social does

7tot now mean, as he has long sleepily fancied, reform in Par-

liament alone or chiefly or perhaps at all. My alarming mess-

age to him is, that the thing we vitally need is not a more
and more perfectly elected Parliament, but some reality of a

Ruling Sovereign to preside over Parliament ; that we have

already got the former entity in some measure, but that we are

farther than ever from the road towards the latter ; and that if

the latter be missed and not got, there is no life possible for

us. A New Downing Street, an infinitely reformed Govern-

ing Apparatus ; there some hope might lie. A Parliament, any

conceivable Parliament, continuing to attempt the function of

Governor, can lead us only into No-Government which is called

Anarchy ; and the more ' reformed' or Democratic you make
it, the swifter will such consummation be.

Men's hopes from a Democratic or otherwise reformed

Parliament are various, and rather vague at present ; but

surely this, as the ultimate essence, lies and has always lain in

llie heart of them all : That hereby we shall succeed better in

(loinjy the commandment of Heaven, instead of everywhere vio-

lating or ignoring Heaven's coininandment, and incurring Hea-
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ven's curse, as now. To ascertain better and better what the

will of the Eternal was and is with us, what the Laws of the

Eternal are, all Parliaments, Ecumenic Councils, Congresses,

and other Collective Wisdoms, have had this for their object.

This or else nothing easily conceivable,—^except to merit damn-

ation for themselves, and to get it too ! Nevertheless, in the

inexplicable universal votings and debatings of these Ages, an

idea or rather a dumb presumption to the contrary has gone

idly abroad ; and at this day, over extensive tracts of the world,

poor human beings are to be found, whose practical belief it is

that if we ' vote' this or that, so this or that will thenceforth be.

"Who's to decide it ?" they all ask, as if the whole or chief ques-

tion lay there. " Who's to decide it ?" asks the irritated British

citizen, with a sneer in his tone. " Who's to decide it ?" asks

he, oftener than any other question of me. Decide it, O irritated

British citizen ? Why, thou, and I, and each man into whose
living soul the Almighty has breathed a gleam of understand-

ing ; we are all, and each of us for his own self, to decide it

:

and woe will befall us, each and all, if we don't decide it arightj

according as the Almighty has already ' decided' it, as it has

been appointed to be and to continue, before all human decid-

ings and after them all !

—

Practically men have come to imagine that the Laws of

this Universe, like the laws of constitutional countries, are de-

cided by voting ; that it is all a study of division-lists, and for

the LJniverse too, depends a little on the activity of the whip-

per-in. It is an idle fancy. The Laws of this Universe, of

which if the Laws of England are not an exact transcript, they

should passionately study to become such, are fiiced by the

everlasting congruity of things, and are not fixablo or change-

able by voting ! Neither properly, we say, are the Laws of

England, or those of any other land never so republican or

red-republican, fixable or changeable by that poor foolish pro-

cess ; not at all, O constitutional Peter, much as it may as-

tonish you ! Voting is a method we have agreed upon for set-

tling temporary discrepancies of opinion as to what is law or

not law, in this small section of the Universe called England

:

a good temporary method, possessing some advantages ; which

does settle the discrepancy for the moment. Nay, if the vot-

ings were sincere and loyal, we might have some chance withal

lA being right as to the question, and of settlii^g it blessedly
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forever ;—though again, if the votings are insincere, selfish,

almost professedly disloyal, and given under the influence of

beer and balderdash, we have the proportionate sad chance of

being wrong; and so settling it under curses, to be fearfully

unsettled again !

For I must remark to you, and reiterate to you, that a con-

tinued series of votings transacted incessantly for sessions long,

with three-times-three readings, and royal assents as many as

you like, cannot make a law the thing which is no law. No,
that lies beyond them. They can make it a sheepskin Act of

Parliament ; and even hang men (though now with difficulty) for

not obeying it :—and this they reckon enough ; the idle fools !

I tell you and them, it is a miserable blunder, this self-styled

• law' of theirs ; and I for one will study either to have no concern

with it, or else by all judicious methods to disobey said blun-

dering impious pretended ' law.' In which sad course of con-

duct, very unpleasant to my feelings, liut needful at such times,

the gods and al! good men, and virtually these idle fools them-

selves, will be on my side ; and so I shall succeed at length,

in spite of obstacles ; and the pretended ' law' will take down
its gibbet-ropes, and abrogate itself, and march, with the town-

drum beating in the rear of it, and beadles scourging the back

of it, and ignominious idle clamour escorting it, to Chaos, one

day ; and the Prince of Darkness, Father of Delusions, Devil,

or whatever his name bo, who is and was always ifs true pro-

jirietor, will again hold possession of it,—much good may it

do him !

My friend, do you think had the united Posterity of Adam
voted, and since the Creation done nothing but vote, that three

and three were seven,—would this have altered the laws of

arithmetic ; or put to the blush the solitary Cocker who con-

tinued to assert privately that three and three were six ? I con-

sider, not. And is arithmetic, think you, a thing more fixed

by the Eternal, than the laws of justice are, and what the right

is of man towards man ? The builder of this world was Wis-

dom and Divine Foresight, not Folly and Chaotic Accident.

Eternal Law is silently present, everywhere and everywhen.

By Law the Planets gyrate in their orbits ;—by some approach

to Law the Street-Cabs ply in their thoroughfares. No pin's

point can you mark within the wide circle of the All where

(fOd's Laws are not. Ujiknov/n to vou, or known Cvoii had
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better try to know them a little !)— -inflexible, righteous, eter-

nal ; not to be questioned by the sons of men. Wretched
being, do you hope to prosper by assembling six-hundred and
fifty-eight poor creatures in a certain apartment, and getting

them, after debate, and " Divide,
—

'vide,
—

'vide," and report in

the Times, to vote that what is not is ? You will carry it, you,

by your voting and your eloquencing and babbling ; and the

adamantine basis of the Universe shall bend to your third read-

ing, and paltry bit of engrossed sheepskin and dog-latin ? What
will become of you ?

Unless perhaps the Almighty Maker has forgotten this

miserable anthill of a Westminster, of an England; and has no

Laws in force here which are of moment to him? Not here

and now; only in Judea, and distant countries at remote pe-

riods of time ? Confess it, Peter, you have some cowardly

notion to that effect, though ashamed to say so! Miserable

soul ! Don't you notice gravitation here, the law of birth and

ofdeath, and other laws? Peter, do you know why the Age of

Miracles is past? Because you are become an enchanted hu-

man ass (I grieve to say it); and merely bray parliamentary

eloquence; rejoice in chewed gorse, scrip coupons, or the like;

and have no discernible ' Religion,' except a degraded species

of Phallus-Worship, whose liturgy is in the Circulating Libra-

ries!

In Parliaments, Constitutional Conclaves and Collective

Wisdoms, it is too fatally certain there have been many things

approved of, which it was found on trial Nature did not approve

Ijut disapprove. Nature told the individual trying to lead his

life by such rule. No; the Nation of individuals. No. "Not
" this way, my children, though the wigs that prescribed it

" were of great size, and the bowowing they enforced it with
" was loud; not by this way is victory and blessedness attain-

" able; by other ways than this. Only stagnation, degrada-
" tion, choked sewers, want of potatoes, uncultivated heaths,

" overturned mud-cabins, and at length Chartism, street-barri-

" cades. Red Republic, and Chaos come again, will prove at-

" tainabie by this!"

Here below there is but one thing needful; one thing;

—

and that one will in nowise consent to be dispensed with ! He
that can ascertain, in En^^land or elsewhere, what the laws of
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the Eternal are and walk by them voted for or unvoted, with

him it will be well; with him that misses said laws, and only

gets himself voted for, not well. Voting, in fact, O Peter, is a

thing I value but little in any time, and almost at zero in this.

Not a divine thing at all, my poor friend, but a human ; and
in the beer-and-balderdash case, whatever constitutional doc-

tors may say, almost a brutal. Voting, never a divine Apollo,

was once a human Bottom the Weaver; and, so long as he

continued in the sane and sincere state, was worth consulting

about several things. But alas, enveloped now in mere stump-

oratory, cecity, mutinous imbecility, and sin and misery, he is

now an enchanted Weaver,—wooed by the fatuous Queen of

constitutional Faery,—and feels his cheek hairy to the scratch.

Beer rules him, and the Infinite of Balderdash ; and except as

a horse might vote for tares or hard beans, he had better, till

he grow wise again, hardly vote at all. I will thank thee to

take him away, into his own place, which is very low down
indeed; and to put in the upper place something infinitely

worthier. You ask what thing ; in a triumphant manner, with

erect ear and curved tail, O hapless quadruped? How can I

tell _you v;hat thing? I myself know it, and every soul still

human knows it, or may know ; but to the soul that has fallen

asinine, and thinks the Laws of God are to be voted for, it is

unknowable.

' If of ten men nine are recognisable as fools, which is a
' common calculation,' says our Ifiteriiiittcnt Friend, 'how, in

• the name of wonder, will you ever get a ballot-box to grind

' you out a wisdom from the votes of these ten men ? Never
' by any conceivable ballot-box, nor by all the machinery in

' Bromwicham or out of it, will you attain such a result. Not
' by any method under Heaven, except by suppressing, and in

' some good way reducing to zero, nine of those votes, can
' wisdom ever issue from your ten.

' Why men have got so universally into such a fond expec-

' tation? The reason might lead us far. The reason, alas, is,

' men have, to a degree never before exampled, forgotten that

' there is fixed eternal law in this Universe; that except by
' coming upon the dictates of that, no success is possible for

' any nation or creature. That we should have forgotten this,

• —alas, here is an abyss of vacuity in our ujurli admired opu-
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• lence, which the more it is looked at saddens the thinking
• heart the more.

•And yet,' continues he elsewhere, ' it is unavoidable and
• indispensable at present. With voting and ballot-boxing who
' can quarrel, as the matter stands ? I pass it without quarrel

;

' nay say respectfully, " Good speed to you, poor friends : Hea-
' ven send you not only a good voting-box, but something worth
' voting for! Sad function yours, giving plumpers or spht-votes
' for or against such a pair of human beings, and such a set of
' human causes. Adieu!'"

And yet surely, not in England only, where the Institution

is like a second nature to us, but in all countries where men
have attained any civilisation, it is good that there be a Par-

liament. Morning Newspapers, and other temporary or per-

manent changes of circumstances, may much change and almost

infinitely abridge its function, but they never can abolish it.

Under whatever reformed Downing Street, or indispensable

new King, of these New Eras, England be governed, its Par-

liament too will continue indispensable. And it is much to be

desired that all men saw clearly what the Parliament's real

function, in these changed times of newspaper reporters and
imaginary kings, had grown to be. We must set it to its real

function ; and, at our peril and its, restrict it to that ! Its real

function is the maxinyim of all we shall be able to get out of

it. Wrap it in never so many sheepskins, and venerabilities of

use-and-wont, you will not get it persuaded to do what its real

function is noi. Endless derangement, spreading into futility

on every side, and ultimate ruin even to its real function, will

result to you from setting it to work against what Nature and
Fact have appointed for it. Your Dray-wagon, excellent for

carting beer along the streets,—start not with it from the chim-

ney-tops, as Chariot of the Sun ; for it will not act in that ca-

pacity !

—

As a ' Collective Wisdom' of Nations the talking Parlia-

ment, I discern too well, can never more serve. Wisdom
dwells not with stump-oratory; to the stump-orator Wisdom
has waved her sad and peremptory farewell. A Parliament,

speaking through reporters to Buncombe and the Twenty-seven
millions mostly fools, has properly given up thi|g,3functiou

;
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that is not now the function it attempts. But even as the Con-

densed Folly of Nations ; Folly bound up into articulate masses,

and able to say Yes and No for itself, it will much avail the

Governing Man ! To know at what pitch the widespread Folly

of the Nation now stands, what may safely be attempted with

said Folly, and what not safely : this too is very indispensable

for the Governing Man. Below this function, in the maddest
times and with Faust of Mentz reverberating every madness
adinfinitum, no Parliament can fall.

Votes of men are worth collecting, if convenient. True,

their opinions are generally of little wisdom, and can on occa-

sion reach to all conceivable and inconceivable degrees of folly

;

but their instincts, where these can be deciphered, are wise and
human ; these, hidden under the noisy utterance of what they

call their opinions, are the unspoken sense of man's heart, and

well deserve attending to. Know well what the people inar-

ticulately feel, for the Law of Heaven itself is dimly written

there ; nay do not neglect, if you have opportunity, to ascer-

tain what they vote and say. One thing the stupidest multi-

tude at a hustings can do, provided only it be sincere : Inform

you how it likes this man or that, this proposed law or that

" 1 do not like thee. Dr. Fell ; the reason why I cannot tell,"

—and perhaps indeed there is no reason ; nevertheless let the

(Governor too be thankful to know the fact, 'full well ;' for it

may be useful to him. Nay the multitude, even when its non-

sense is not sincere, but produced in great part by beer and
stump-or.-xtory, will yet by the very act of voting feel itself

bound in honour ; and so even in that case it apprises you,

" Such a man, such a law, will I accept, being persuaded
" thereto by beer and stump-oratory, and having polled at

" hustings for the same."

lioyond doubt it will be useful, will be indispensable, for

the King or Governor to know what the mass of men think

upon public questions legislative and administrative ; what

they will assent to willingly, what unwillingly ; what they will

resist with superficial discontents and remonstrances, what

with obstinate determination, with riot, perhaps with armed

rebellion. No Governor otherwise can go along with clear

illumination on liis path, however plain the loadstar and ulte-

rior goal be to him ; but at every step he must be liable to fall

into the ditch ; to awaken he knows not what nests of hornets.
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wfiRl sleeping dogkenncls, better to be avoided. By all manner
of ujcans let the Governor inform himself of all this. To which

end, Parliaments, Free Presses, and suchlike are excellent
;

they keep the Governor fully aware of what the People, wisely

or foolishly, think. Without in some way knowing it with

moderate exactitude, he has not a possibility to govern at all.

For example, the Chief Governor of Constantinople, having no

Parliament to tell it him, knows it only by the frequency of

incendiary tires in his capital, the frequency of bakers hanged
at their shop-lintels ; a most inferior ex-postfacto method !

—

Profitable indisputably, essential in all cases where practicable,

to know clearly what and where the obstacles are. Marching
with noble aim, with the heavenly loadstars ever in your eye,

you will thus choose your path with the prudence which is also

noble, and reach your aim surely, if more slowly.

With the real or seeming slowness we do not quarrel. The
winding route, on uneven surfaces, may often be the swiftest

;

that is a point for your own pi'udences, practical sagacities,

and qualities as a King : the indispensable point, for both you

and us, is that you do always advance, unresting if unhasting,

and know in every fibre of you that arrive you must. Rigidly

straight routes find some admiration with the vulgar, and are

rather apt to please at hustings ; but we know well enough
they are no clear sign of strength of purpose. The Leming-
rat, I have been told, travelling in myriads seaward from the

hills of Norway, turns not to the right or the left : if these

rats meet a haystack, they eat their way through it ; if a stone

house, they try the same feat, and not being equal to eating

the house, climb the walls of it, pour over the roof of it, and
push forward on the old line, swimming or ferrying rivers,

scaling or rounding precipices ; most consistent Leming-rats.

And what is strange, too, their errand seaward is properly

none. They all perish, before reaching the sea, or of hunger

on the sand-beach ; their consistent rigidly straight journey

was a journey no-whither ! I do not ask your Lordship to

imitate the Leming-rat.

But as to universal suffrage, again,—can it be proved that,

since the beginning of the world, there was ever given a uni-

versal vote in favour of the worthiest man or thing ? 1 have
always understood that true worth, in any department, wa^
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difficult to recognise ; that the worthiest, if he appealed to

universal suffrage, would have but a poor chance. John Mil-

ton, inquiring of universal England what the worth of Paradise

Lost was, received for answer, Five Pounds Sterling. George
Hudson, inquiring in like manner what his services on the

railways might be worth, received for answer (prompt tempo-
rary answer). Fifteen Flundred Thousand ditto. Alas, Jesus

Christ asking the Jews what he deserved, was not the answer,

Death on the gallows !—Will your Lordship believe me, I feel

it almost a shame to insist on such truisms. Surely the doc-

trine of judgment by vote of hustings has sunk now, or should

be fast sinking, to the condition of obsolete with all but the

commonest of human intelligences. With me, I must own, it

has never had any existence. The mass of men consulted at

hustings, upon any high matter whatsoever, is as ugly an ex-

hibition of human stupidity as this world sees.

Universal suffrage assembled at hustings,— I will consult

it about the quality of New-Orleans pork, or the coarser kinds

of Irish butter ; but as to the character of men, I will if pos-

sible ask it no question : or if the question be asked and the

answer given, I will generally consider, in cases of any import-

ance, that the said ansv/er is likely to be wrong,—that I have

to listen to the said answer and receive it as authentic, and for

my own share to go, and with whatever strength may lie in me,

do the reverse of the same. Even so, your Lordship ; for how
should I follow a multitude to do evil ? There are such things

as multitudes all full of beer and nonsense, even of insincere

factitious nonsense, who by hypothesis cannot but be wrong. Or
what safety will there be in a thousand or ten thousand brawl-

ing polwallopcrs, or blockheads of any rank whatever, if the

Fact, namely the whole Universe and the Eternal Destinies,

be against me ? These latter I for my share will try to follow,

even if alone in doing so. It will be better for me.

Your Lordship, there are fools, cowards, knaves, and glut-

tonous traitors true only to their own appetite, in immense
majority, in every rank of life ; and there is nothing frightfuler

tiian to see these voting and deciding ! " Not your way, my
" unhappy brothers, shall it be decided ; no, not while I, and
" ' a company of poor men' you may have heard of, live in this

" world. Vote it as you please," my friend Oliver was wont

to say or intimate; "vote it so, if you like; there is a com-



No. VI. PARLIAMENTS. 207

'' pauy of poor men that will spend all their blood before they
" see it settled so !"—Who, in such sad moments, but has to

/la/e the profane vulgar, and feel that he must and will debar

it from him ! And alas, the vulgarest vulgar, I often find, are

not those in ragged coats at this day ; but those in fine, super-

fine, and superfinest ;—the more is the pity ! Superfine coat

symbolically indicates, like official stamp and signature, Bank-

of-England Thousaiid-Powtd Note; and blinkard owls, in city

and country, accept it cheerfully as such : but look closer, you

may find it mere Bank 0/ Elegance j a flash-note travelling

towards the eternal Fire ;—and will have nothing to do with

it, you, I hope !

Clearly enough, the King in constitutional countries would
wish to ascertain all men's votes, their opinions, volitions on all

manner of matters ; that so his whole scene of operations, to

the last cranny of it, might be illuminated for him, and he,

wherever he were working, might work with perfect knowledge
of the circumstances and materials. But the King, New Down-
ing Street, or whatever the Sovereign's name is, will be a very

poor King indeed if he adfnil all these votes into his system of

procedure, and transform them into acts ;—indeed I think, in

that case, he will not be long for this world as a King 1 No :

though immense acclamation attend him at the first outset in

that course, every volition and opinion finding itself admitted

into the poor King's procedure,—yet unless the volitions and
opinions are wise and not foolish, not the smallest ultimate pro-

sperity can attend him ; and all the acclamations of the world

will not save him from the ignominious lot which Nature her-

self has appointed for all creatures thai do not follow the Law
which Nature has laid down.

You ask this and the other man what is his opinion, his no-

tion, about varieties of things : and having ascertained what his

notion is, and carried it off as a piece of information,—surely

you are bound, many times, most times if you are a wise man,
to go directly in the teeth of it, and for his sake and for yours

to do directly the contrary of it. Any man's opinion one would
accept ;

all men's opinion, could it be had absolutely without

trouble, might be worth accepting. Nay on certain points I

even ask my horse's opinion :—as to whether beans will suit

him at this juncture, or a. truss ol tares ; on this and the like
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points I carefully consult my horse ; gather, by such language

as he has, what my horse's candid opinion as to beans or the

truss of tares is, and unhesitatingly follow the same. As what

prudent rider would not? There is nofoolishest man but knows
one and the other thing more clearly than any the wisest man
does ; no glimmer of human or equine intelligence but can dis-

close something which even the intelligence of a Newton, not

present in that exact juncture of circumstances, would not other-

wise have ascertained. To such length you would gladly con-

sult all equine, and much more all human intelligences :— to

such length ; and, strictly speaking, not any farther.

Of what use towards the general result of finding out what

it is wise to do,—which is the one thing needful to all men and
nations,—can the fool's vote be? It is either coincident witli

the wise man's vote, throwing no new light on the matter, and
therefore superfluous ; or else it is contradictory, and therefore

still more superfluous, throwing mere darkness on the matter,

and imperatively demanding to be annihilated, and returned to

the giver with protest. Woe to you if you leave that valid !

There are expressions of volition too, as well as of opinion,

which you collect from foolish men, and even from inferior

creatures : these can do you no harm, these it may be very

beneficial for you to have and know ;—but these also, surely it

is often imperative on you to contradict, and would be ruinous

and baleful for you to follow. You have to apprise the unwise

man, even as you do the unwiser horse :
" On the truss of tares

" I took your vote, and have cheerfully fulfilled it ; but in re-

" gard to choice of roads and the like, I regret to say you have
" no competency whatever. No, my unwise friend, we are for

" Hammersmith and the West, not for Highgate and the North-
" em parts, on this occasion : not by that left turn, by this turn

" to the right runs our road ; thither, for reasons too intricate

" to explain at this moment, it will behove tliee and me to go :

" Along, therefore !"—
" But how ?" your Lordship asks, and all the world with

you :
" Are not two men stronger than one ; must not two votes

" carry it over one?" I answer : No, nor two thousand nor

two million. Many men vote ; but in the end, you will infal-

libly find, none counts except the few who were in the right.

Unit of that class, against as many zeros as you like ! If the

King's thought is according to the will of God. or to the law
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appointed for this Universe, I can assure your Lordship the

King will ultimately carry that, were he but one in it against

ihe whole world.

It is not by rude iorce, either of muscle or of will, that one

man can govern twenty men, much more twenty millions of men.

For the moment, if all the twenty are stark against his resolu-

tion never so wise, the twenty for the moment must have their

foolish way ; the wise resolution, for the moment, cannot be

carried. Let their votes be taken, or known (as is often pos-

sible) without taking ; and once well taken, let them be weighed,

—which latter operation, also an essential one for the King or

Governor, is very difficult. If the weight be in favour of the

Governor, let him in general proceed ; cheerfully accepting ad-

verse account of heads, and dealing wisely with that according

to his means ;—often enough, in pressing cases, flatly disre-

garding that, and walking through the heart of it ; for in gen-

eral it is but frothy folly and loud-blustering rant and wind.

I have known minorities, and even small ones by the ac-

count of heads, do grand national feats long memorable to all

the world, in these circumstances. Witness Cromwell and his

Puritans ; a minority at all times, by account of heads ; yet

the authors or saviours, as it ultimately proved, of whatsoever

is divinest in the things we can still reckon ours in England.

Minority by tale of heads ; but weighed in Heaven's balances,

a most clear majority: this 'company of poor men that will

spend their blood rather,' on occasion shown,—it has now be-

come a noble army of heroes, whose conquests were appointed

to endure forever. Indeed it is on such terms that grand na-

tional and other feats, by the sons of Adam, are generally done.

Not without risk and labour to the doers of them ; no surely,

for it never was an easy matter to do the real will of a Nation,

much more the real will of this Universe in respect to a Nation.

No, that is difficult and heroic ; easy as it is to count the vot-

ing heads of a Nation at any time, and do the behests of their

beer and balderdash ; empty behests, very different from even

their ' will,' poor blockheads, to say nothing of the Nation's

will and the Universe's will ! Which two, especially which lat-

ter, are alone worth doing.

But if not only the number but the weight of votes prepon-

derate against your Governor, he, never so much in the right,

will find it wise to hold his hand ; to delay, for a time, this his

r
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beneficent execution, which is ultimately inevitable and indis-

pensable, of Heaven's Decrees ; the Nation being still unpre-

pared. He will leave the bedarkened Nation yet a while alone.

What can he do for it, if not even a small minority will stand

by him ? Let him strive to enlighten the Nation ; let him pray,

and in all ways endeavour, that the Nation be enlightened,

—

that a small minority may open their eyes and hearts to the

message of Heaven, which he, heavy-laden man and governor,

has been commissioned to see done in this transitory earth, at

his peril! Heaven's message, sure enough, if it be true ; and
Hell's if it be not, though voted for by innumerable two-legged

animals without feathers or with !

On the whole, honour to small minorities, when they are

genuine ones. Severe is their battle sometimes, but it is vic-

torious always like that of gods. Tancred of Hauteville's sons,

some eight centuries ago, conquered all Italy; bound it up into

organic masses, of vital order after a sort; founded thrones and
principalities upon the same, which have not yet entirely van-

ished,—which, the last dying wrecks of which, still wait for

some worthier successor, it would appear. The Tancred Nor-

mans were some Four Thousand strong; the Italy they con-

quered in open fight, and bound up into masses at their ordering

will, might count Eight Millions, all as large of bone, as eupeptic

and black-whiskered as they. How came the small minority of

Normans to prevail in this so hopeless-looking debate? Intrin-

sically, doubt it not, because they were in the right; because,

in a dim, instinctive, but most genuine manner, they were doing

the commandment of Heaven, and so Heaven had decided that

they were to prevail. But extrinsically also, I can see, it was be-

cause the Normans were not afraid to have their skin scratched

;

and were prepared to die in their quarrel where needful. One
man of that humour among a thousand of the other, consider

it! Let the small minority, backed by the whole Universe, and

looked on by such a cloud of invisible witnesses, fall into no

despair.

What is to become of Parliament in tlie New Era, is less

a question with mc than what is to become of Downing Street.

With a reformed Downing Street strenuouf>ly bent on real and

not imaginary management of our affairs, I could foresee all

manner ofrefor"> to England and its Parliament; and at length
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in the gradual course of years, that highest acme of reform to

Parliament and to England, a New Governing Authority, a real

and not imaginary King set to preside there. With that, to my
view, comes all blessedness whatsoever; without that comes,

and can come, nothing but, with ever-accelerated pace. Anar-
chy ; or the dedaratioti of the fact that we have no Governor,

and have long had none.

For the rest, Anarchy advances as with seven-league boots,

in these years. Either some New Downing Street and Incipiency

of a real Hero-Kingship again, or else Chartist Parliament, with

Apotheosis of Attorneyism, and Anarchy very undeniable to all

the world : one or else the other, it seems to me, we shall soon

have. Under a real Kingship the Parliament, we may rest

satisfied, would gradually, with whatever difficulty, get itself in-

ducted to its real function, and restricted to that, and moulded

to the form fittest for that. If there can be no reform of Down-
ing Street, I care not much for the reform of Parliament. Our

doom, I perceive, is the Apotheosis of Attorneyism ; into that

blackest of terrestrial curses we must plunge, and take our fate

there like the others.

For the sake both of the New Downing Street and of what-

ever it^ New Parliament may be, let us add here, what will

vitally concern both these Institutions, a few facts, much for-

gotten at present, on the general question of Enfranchisement

;

—and therewith end. Who is slave, and eternally appointed

to be governed ; who free, and eternally appointed to govern ?

It would much avail us all to settle this question.

Slave or free is settled in Heaven for a man; acts of par-

liament attempting to settle it on earth for him, sometimes

make sad work of it. Now and then they correctly copy Hea-

ven's settlement in regard to it; proclaim audibly what is the

silent fact, " Here is a free man, let him be honoured!"—and

so are of the nature of a God's Gospel to other men concerned.

Far oftenest they quite miscopy Heaven's settlement, and copy

merely the account of the Ledger, or some quite other settlement

in regard to it; proclaiming with an air of discovery, " Here is

" a Ten-pounder ; here is a Thousand-pounder ; Heavens, here
" is a Three-million pounder,—is not he free?" Nay they are

wont, here in England for some time back, to proclaim in the

gross, as if it had become credible lately, ail two-legged animals
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without feathers to be 'free.' " Here is a distressed Niggei,"

they proclaim, " who much prefers idleness to work,—should
" not he be free to choose which? Is not he a man and bro-

" ther? Clearly here are two legs and no feathers: let us vote
" him Twenty millions for enfranchisement, and so secure the

" blessing of the gods!"

—

My friends, I grieve to remind you, but it is eternally the

fact : Whom Heaven has made a slave, no parliament of men
nor power that exists on Earth can render free. No ; he is

chained by fetters which parliaments with their millions cannot

reach. You can label him free
;

yes, and it is but labelling him

a solecism,—bidding him be the parent of solecisms whereso-

ever he goes. You can give him pumpkins, houses of tenpound

rent, houses of ten-thousand pound : the bigger candle you light

within the slave-image of him, it will but show his slave-features

on the larger and more hideous scale. Heroism, manful wisdom
is not his: many things you can give him, but that thing never.

Him the Supreme Powers marked in the making of him, s/a^.'e

y

appointed him, at his and our peril, not to command but to

obey, in this world. Him you cannot enfranchise, not him ; to

proclaim this man free is not a God's Gospel to other men ; it

is an alarming Devil's Gospel to himselfand to us all. Devil's

Gospel little feared in these days ; but brev/ing for the whole of

us its big oceans of destruction all the same. States are to be

called happy and noble in so far as they settle rightly who is

slave and who free; unhappy, ignoble, and doomed to destruc-

tion, as they settle it wrong.

We may depend on it, Heaven in the most constitutional

countries knows well who is slave, who is not. And with regard

to voting, I lay it down as a rule, No real s/az'e's vote is other

than a nuisance, whensoever or wheresoever or in what manner
soever it be given. That is a truth, No slave's vote ;—and, alas,

here is another not quite so plain, though equally certain. That

as Nature and severe Destiny, not mere act of Parliament and

possession of money-capital, determine a man's slavchood,—so,

by these latter, it has been, in innumerable instances, deter-

mined Tvro/ii^'- just at present! Instances evident to everybody,

and instances suspected by nobody but the more discerning:

—

the fact is, slaves are in a tremendous majority everywhere;

and the voting of them (not to be got rid of just yet) is a nuis-

'>ncc in proportion. Nuisance of proportionally tremendous
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magnitude, properly indeed the grand fountain of all other nuis-

ances whatsoever.

For it is evident, could you entirely exclude the slave's vote,

and admit only the heroic free man's vote,—folly, knavery,

falsity, gluttonous imbecility, lowmindedness and cowardice

had, if not disappeared from the earth, reduced themselves to

a rigorous minimum in human affairs ; the ultimate New Era,

and best possible condition ofhuman affairs, had actually come.

This is what I always pray for ; rejoicing in everything that

furthers it, sorrowing for everything that furthers the reverse of

it. And though I know it is yet a great way off, I know also

either that it is inevitably coming, or that human society, and
the possibility of man's living on this earth, has ended. And
so for England too, nay I think for England most and soonest

of all, it will be behooveful that we attain some rectification,

innumerable rectifications, in regard to this essential matter;

and contrive to bid our Heaven's free men vote, and our Hea-
ven's slaves be silent, with infinitely more correctness than at

present. Either on the hither brink of that black sea ofAnar-

chy, wherein other Nations at present lie drowning and plung-

ing, or after weltering through the same, if we can welter,—it

will have to be attained. In some measure, in some manner,

attained : fife depends on that, death on the missing of that.

New definitions of slavery are pressingly wanted just now.

The definition of a free man is difficult to find, so that all men
could distinguish slave from free ; found, it would be invalua-

ble ! The free man once universally recognised, we should

know him who had the privilege to vote and assist in com-

manding, at least to go himself uncommanded. Men do not

know his definition well at present ; never knew it worse ;

—

hence these innumerable sorrows.

The free man is he who is loyal to the Laws of this Uni-

verse ; who in his heart sees and knows, across all contradic-

tions, that injustice cannot befall him here; that except by

sloth and cowardly falsity evil is not possible here. The first

symptom of such a man is not that he resists and rebels, but

that he obeys. As poor Henry Marten wrote in Chepstow

Castle long ago,

" Reader, if thou an oftloW tale wilt trust,

Thou'It gladly do and sufl'er what thou must."
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Gladly; he that will go gladly to his labour and his suffering,

it is to him alone that the Upper Powers are favourable and

the Field of Time will yield fruit. 'An oft-told tale,* friend

Harry; all the noble of this world have known it, and in vari-

ous dialects have striven to let us know it! The essence of

all ' religion' that was and that will be, is to make men free.

Who is he that, in this Life-pilgrimage, will consecrate him-

self at all hazards to obey God and God's servants, and to

disobey the Devil and his ? With pious valour this free man
walks through the roaring tumults, invincibly the way whither

he is bound. To him in the waste Saharas, through the grim

solitudes peopled by galvanised corpses and doleful creatures,

there is a loadstar ; and his path, whatever those of others be,

is towards the Eternal. A man well worth consulting, and

taking the vote of, about matters temporal ; and properly the

only kind of man. Though always an exceptional, this was

once a well-known man. He has become one of the rarest

now;—but is not yet entirely extinct ; and will become more

plentiful, if the Gods intend to keep this Planet habitable

long.

Him it were vain to try to find always without mistake;

alas, if he were in the majority, this world would be all 'a

school of virtue,' which it is far from being. Nevertheless to

him, and in all times to him alone, belongs the rule of this

world : that he be got to rule, that he be forbidden to rule

and not got, means salvation or destruction to the world.

Friend Peter, I am perfectly deliberate in calling this the

truest doctrine of the constitution you have ever heard. And
I recommend you to learn it gradually, and to lay it well to

heart ; for without it there is no salvation, and all other doc-

trines of the constitution arc leather and prunella. Will any

mass ot Chancery parchments, think you, of respectablest tra-

ditions and Delolme philosophies, save a man or People that

forgets this, from the eternal fire ? There does burn such a

fire everywhere under this green earth-rind of ours, and Lon-

don pavements themselves (as Paris pavements have done)

can start up into sea-ridges, with a horrible 'trough of the

sea,' if the fire-flood urge !

To this man, I say, belongs eternally the government of

the world. Wiicre ho reigns, all is blessed; and the gods re-

joice, and only the wicked make wail. Where the contrary of
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him reigns, all is accursed ; and the gods lament,—and will,

by terrible methods, rectify the matter by and by! Have you

forbidden this man to rule .'' Obey he cannot where the Devil

and his servants rule ; how can he ? He must die thrice ruined,

damned by the gods, if he do. He will retire rather, into de-

serts and rocky inaccessibilities, companion to wild-beasts, to

the dumb granites and the eternal stars, far from you and
your affairs. You and your affairs, once well quit of him, go

by a swift and ever svv'ifter road !

I would recommend your Lordship to attack straightway,

by the Industrial Regi/nauis or better otherwise, that huge
Irish and British Pauper Question, which is evidently the

father of questions for us, the lowest level in our ' universal

Stygian quagmire ;' and to try whether (without ballot-box)

there are no ' kings' discoverable in England who would rally

round you, in practical attempt towards draining said quag-

mire from that point. And to be swift about it; for the time

presses,—and if your Lordship is not ready, I think the bal-

lot-boxes and the six points are fast getting ready!
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At St. Ives in Huntingdonshire, where Ohver Cromwell farmed
and resided for some years, the people have determined to at-

tempt some kind of memorial to that memorable character.

Other persons in other quarters seem to be, more or less lan-

guidly, taking up the question ; in Country Papers I have read

emphatic leading-articles, recommending and urging that there

should be a ' People's Statue' of this great Oliver,—Statue

furnished by universal contribution from the English People ;

and set up, if possible, in London, in Huntingdon, or failing

both these places, in St. Ives, or Naseby Field. Indeed a

considerable notion seems to exist in the English mind, that

some brass or stone acknowledgment is due to Cromwell, and
ought to be paid him. So that the vexed question, ' Shall

Cromwell have a Statue?' appears to be resuscitating itself;

and the weary Public must prepare to agitate it again.

Poor English Public, they really are exceedingly bewildered

with Statues at present. They would fain do honour to some-

body, if they did but know whom or how. Unfortunately they

know neither whom nor how ; they are, at present, the farthest

in the world from knowing ! They have raised a set of the

ugliest Statues, and to the most extraordinary persons, ever

seen under the sun before. Being myself questioned, in re-

ference to the New Houses of Parliament some years ago,

" Shall Cromwell have a Statue?" I had to answer, with sor-

rowful dubiety : "Cromwell? Side by side with a sacred Charles
" the .Second, sacred George the Fourth, and the other sacred
" Charleses, Jameses, Georges, and Defenders of the Faith,

—

" I am afraid he wouldn't like it ! Let us decide provisionally,

" No." And now again as to St. Ives and the People's Statue,

is it not to be asked in like manner: " Who are the ' People' ?

" Arc they a People worthy to build Statues to Cromwell ; or
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" worthy only of doing it to Hudson ?" This latter is a con-

sideration that will lead us into far deeper and more momentous
than sculptural inquiries ; and I will request the reader's excel

lent company into these for a little.

The truth is, dear Reader, nowhere, to an impartial ob-

servant person, does the deep-sunk condition of the English

mind, in these sad epochs ; and how, in all spiritual or moral

provinces, it has long quitted company with fact, and ceased

to have veracity of heart, and clearness or sincerity of purpose,

in regard to such matters,—more signally manifest itself, than

in this affair of Public Statues. Whom doth the king delight to

honour? that is the question of questions concerning the king's

own honour. Show me the man you honour; I know by that

symptom, better than by any other, what kind ofman you your-

self are. For you show me there what your ideal of manhood
is ; what kind of man you long inexpressibly to be, and would

thank the gods, with your whole soul, for being if you could.

In this point of view, it was always matter of regret with

me that Hudson's Statue, among the other wonders of the pre-

sent age, was not completed. The 25,000/. subscribed, or

offered as oblation, by the Hero-worshippers of England to

their Ideal of a Man, awoke many questions as to what out-

ward figure it 'could most profitably take, under the eternal

canopy; questions never finally settled; nor ever now to be

settled, now when the universal Hudson ragiiarok, or ' twilight

of the gods,' has arrived, and it is too clear no statue or cast-

metal image of that Incarnation of the English Vishnu will

ever be molten now ! Why was it not set up ; that the whole

world might see it ; that our ' Religion' might be seen, mounted
on some figure of a Locomotive, garnished with Scrip-rolls

proper ; and raised aloft in some conspicuous place,—for ex-

ample, on the othe7' arch at Hyde-Park Corner ? By all oppor-

tunities, especially to all subscribers and pious sacrificers to

the Hudson Testimonial, I have earnestly urged : Complete
your Sin-Offering ; buy, with the Five-and-twenty Thousand
Pounds, what utmost amount of brazen metal and reasonable

sculptural supervision it will cover,—say ten tons of brass,

with a tolerable sculptor : model that, with what exactness Art
can, into the enduring Brass Portrait and Express Image of

King Hudson, as he receives the grandees of this country at his

levees or soirees and couchees ; mount him on the highest place
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you can discover in the most crowded thorouglifare, on what
you can consider the pinnacle of the Engiisli world : I assure

you he will have beneficial effects there. To all men who are

struggling for your approbation, and fretting their poor souls to

fiddlestrings because you will not sufficiently give it, I will say,

leading them to the foot of the Hudson mount of vision : "See,
" my worthy Mr. Rigmarole ; consider this surprising Copper
" Pyramid, in partly human form : did the celestial value of

" men's approbation ever strike you so forcibly before ? The
" new Apollo Belvidere this, or Ideal of the Scrip Ages, What
" do you think of it? Allah Ilallah; there is still one God,
" you see, in England ; and this is his Prophet. Let it be a .

" source of healing to you, my unhappy Mr. Rigmarole ; draw
" from it ' uses cfterror,' as the old divines said ; uses of amaze-
" ment, of new wisdom, of unutterable reflection upon the pre-

" sent epoch of the world !"

For, in fact, there was more of real worship in the affair of

Hudson than is usual in such. The practical Enghsh mind
has its own notions as to the Supreme Excellence ; knows the

real from the spurious Avatar of V^ishnu ; and does not worship

without its reasons. The practical English mind, contemplat-

ing its divine Hudson, says with what remainder of reverence

is in it :
" Yes, you are something like the Id^al of a Man

;

" you are he I would give my right arm and leg, and accept a
" potbelly, with gout, and an appetite for strong-waters, to be
'• like ! You out of nothing can make a world, or huge fortune

"of gold. A divine intellect is in you, which Earth and Hea-
" ven, and Capel Court itself acknowledge ; at the word of

"which are done miracles. You find a dying railway; yoi
" say to it. Live, blossom anew wilh scrip ;—and it lives, and
" blossoms into umbrageous flowery scrip, to enrich with golden

"apples, surpassing those of the llesperides, the hungry souls

•'of men. Diviner miracle what gud ever did? Hudson,
" —though I mumble about my thirty-nine articles, and the

"service of othc7- divinities,—Hudson is my od, and to him
''

I will sucrifice thi twenty-pound note : if perhaps he will be

" propitious to me ?
"

Olijcct not that there was a mixed motive in this worship

of Hudson ; that perhaps it was not worship at all. Undoubt-

edly there were two motives mixed, but both of them sincere,

—as often happens in worship. * Transcendent admiration ' is
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defined as ilie origin of sacrilice ; but also the hope of profit

joins itself. If by sacrificing a goat, or the like trifle, to Supreme

Jove, you can get Supreme Jove's favour, will not that, for one,

he a good investment .-* Jove is sacrificed to, and worshipped,

from transcendent admiration : but also, in part, men of prac-

tical nature v/orship him as pumps are primed,—give him a

little water, that you may get from him a river. O god-like

Hudson, O god-recognising England, why was not the partly

anthropomorphous Pyramid of Copper cast, then, and set upon

the pinnacle of England, that all men might have seen it, and

the sooner got to understand these things ! The twenty-five-

thousand-pound oblation lay upon the altar at the Bank ; this

monstrous Copper Vishnu of the Scrip Ages might have been

revealed to men, and was not. Unexpected obstacles occurred.

In fact, there rose from the general English soul,—lying dumb
and infinitely bewildered, but not yet altogether dead, poor

wretch,—such a growi of inarticulate amazement, at this unex-

pected Hudson Apotheosis, as alarmed the pious worshippers
;

and their Copper Pyramid remains unrealised ; not to be real-

ised to all eternity now, or at least not till Chaos come again,

and the ancient mud-gods have dominion ! The Ne-plus-iiltra

of Statue-building was within sight ; but it was not attained, it

v.'as to be forever unattainable.

If the world were not properly anarchic, this question 'Who
shall have a Statue?' would be one of the greatest and most

solemn for it. Who is to have a Statue? means. Whom shall

we consecrate and set apart as one of our sacred men ? Sacred

;

that all men may see him, be reminded of him, and, by new
example added to old perpetual precept, be taught what is real

worth in man. Whom do you wish us to resemble? Him you

set on a high column, that all men, looking on it, may be con-

tinually apprised of the duty you expect from them. What man
to set there, and what man to refuse forevermore the leave to

be set there: this, if a country were not anarchic as we say,

—

ruleless, given up to the rule of Chaos, in the primordial fibres

of its being,—would be a great question for a country

!

And to the parties themselves, lightly as they set about it,

ihe question is rather great. Whom shall I honour, whom shall

I refuse to honour? If a man ha.ve any precious thing in him
at all, certainly the most precious of all the gifts he can offer
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is his approbation, his reverence to another man. This is his

very soul, this fealty which he swears to another : his person-

ality itself, with whatever it has of eternal and divine, he bends

here in reverence before another. Not lightly will a man give

this,—if he is still a man. If he is no longer a man, but a

greedy blind two-footed animal, 'without soul, except what
' saves him the expense of salt and keeps his body with its

' appetites from putrefying ;' alas, if he is nothing now but a

human money-bag and meat-trough, it is different ! In that

case his ' reverence' is worth so many pounds sterling ; and
these, like a gentleman, he will give willingly. Hence the Brit-

ish Statues, such a populace of them as we see. British Sta-

tues, and some other more important things ! Alas, of how
many unveracities, of what a world of zWeverence, of sordid

debasement, and death in 'trespasses and sins,' is this light

unveracious bestowal of one's approbation the fatal outcome

!

Fatal in its origin; in its developments and thousandfold re-

sults so fatal. It is the poison of the universal Upas-tree, under

which all human interests, in these bad ages, lie writhing as

if in the last struggle of death. Street-barricades rise for that

reason, and counterfeit kings have to shave-off their whiskers,

and fly like coiners; and it is a world gone mad in misery, by

l)estowing its approbation wrong!

CAve every man the meed of honour he has merited, you

have the ideal world of poets ; a hierarchy of beneficences, your

noblest man at the summit of affairs, and in every place the due

gradation of the fittest for that place : a maximum of wisdom
works and administers, followed, as is inevitable, by a maximum
of success. It is a world such as the idle poets dream of,—such

as the active poets, the heroic and the true of men, are inces-

santly toiling to achieve, and more and more realise. Achieved,

realised, it never can be ; striven after and approximated to, it

must forever be,—woe to us if at any time it be not! Other

aim in this Earth we have none. Renounce such aim as vain

and hopeless, reject it altogether, what more have you to re-

ject.'' You have renounced fealty to Nature and its Almighty

Maker; you have said practically, "We can flourish very well

" without minding Nature and her ordinances; perhaps Na-
" ture and the Almighty—what are they? A Phantasm of the

" brain of Priests, and of some chimerical persons that write

" IJooks.?"— " Hold!" shriek others wildly: "You incendiary
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" inlidels;—you should be quiet infidels, and believe! Haven't
" we a Church? Don't we keep a Church, this long while ;

" best-behaved of Churches, which meddles with nobody, assi-

" duously grinding its organs, reading its liturgies, homiletics,

" and excellent old moral horn-books, so patiently as Church
" never did? Can't we doff our hat to it: even look in upon it

" occasionally, on a wet Sunday; and so, at the trifling charge
" of a few millions annually, serve both God and the Devil?
" Fools, you should be quiet infidels, and believe!"

To give our approval aright,—alas, to do every one of us

what lies in him, that the honourable man everywhere, and he

only have honour, that the able man everywhere be put into

the place which is fit for him, which is his by eternal right : is

not this the sum of all social morality for every citizen of this

world ? This one duty perfectly done, what more cou/d the world

have done for it? The world in all departments and aspects

of it were a perfect world ; everywhere administered by the best

wisdom discernible in it, everywhere enjoying the exact maximum
of success and felicity possible for it. Imperfectly, and not per-

fectly done, we know this duty must always be. Not done at

all ; no longer remembered as a thing which God and Nature

and the Eternal Voices do require to be done,—alas, we see

too well what kind of a world that ultimately makes for us ! A
world no longer habitable for quiet persons ; a world which in

these sad days is bursting into street-barricades, and pretty ra-

pidly turning-out its ' Honoured Men,' as intrusive dogs arc

turned out, with a kettle tied to their tail. To Kings, Kaisers,

Spiritual Papas and Holy Fathers, there is universal " Apage/
Depart thou

;
go thou to the—Father of thee !" in a huge world-

voice of mob-musketry and sooty execration, uglier than any

ever heard before.

Who's to have a Statue ? The English, at present, answer

this question in a very off-hand manner. So far as I can ascer-

tain the method they have, it is somewhat as follows.

Of course, among the many idle persons to whom an un-

fortunate world has given money and no work to do, there must

be, with or without wisdom (without, for most part), a most

brisk demand for work. Work to do is very desirable, for those

that have only money and not work. " Alas, one cannot buy

s/^ep in the market !" said the rich Farmer-general. Alas, one
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cannot buy v/ork there ; work, which is still more indispensable.

One of these unfortunates with money and no work, whose

haunts lie in the dilettante line, among Artists' Studios, Pic-

ture-Sales, and the like regions,—an inane kingdom much fre-

quented by the inane in these times,—him it strikes, in some
inspired moment, that if a public subscription for a Statue to

somebody could be started, good results would follow. Perhaps

some Artist, to whom he is Msecenas, might be got to do the

Statue ; at all events there would be extensive work and stir

going on,-—whereby the inspired dilettante, for his own share,

might get upon committees, see iiimself named in the news-

papers ; might assist in innumerable consultations, open utter-

ances of speech and balderdash ; and, on the whole, be com-

fortably present, for years to come, at something of the nature

of ' a house on fire :' house innocuously, nay beneficently on fire

:

a very Goshen to an idle man with money in his pocket.

This is the germ of the idea ; now make your idea an ac-

tion. Think of a proper Somebody. Almost anybody much
heard of in the newspapers, and never yet convicted of felony ;

a conspicuous cominander-in-chief, duke no matter whether of

Wellington or of York ; successful stuinp-orator, political in-

triguer ; lawyer that has made two hundred thousand pounds
;

scrip-dealer that has made two thousand thousand :—anybody

of a large class, we are not particular, he will be your proper

Som.ebody. You are then to get a brother idler or two to unite

his twenty-pound note to yours : the fire is kindled, smoke rises

through the editorial columns ; the fire, if you blow it, will

break into flame, and become a comfortable house on fire for

you ; solacing the general idle soul, for years to come ; and issu-

ing in a big hulk of Corinthian brass, and a notable instance

of hero-worship, by and by.

Such I take to be the origin of that extraordinary popula-

tion of Brazen and other Images which at present dominate the

market-places of towns, and solicit worship from the English

people. The ugliest images, and to the strangest class of per-

sons, ever set-up in this world. Do you call these demigods ?

England must be dreadfully off for demigods ! My friend, I

will not do the smallest stroke of worship to them. One in the

thousand I will snatch out of bad com()any, if I ever can ; the

other nine hundred and ninety-nine I will with pious joy, in

the like case, reduce to the state of broken metal again, and
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veil forever from all men. As warming-pans, as cheap brass-

candlesticks, men will get good of this metal ; as devotionary

Images in such form, evil only. These are not heroes, gods,

or demigods ; and it is a horrible idolatry, if you knew it, to

set them up as such !

Are these your Pattern Men? Great Men? They are your

lucky (or unlucky) Gamblers swollen big. Paltry Adventurers

for most part ; worthy of no worship ; and incapable forever

of getting any, except from the soul consecrated to flunkyism.

Will a man's soul worship that, think you ? Never ; if you

fashioned him of solid gold, big as Benlomond, no heart of a

man would ever look upon him except with sorrow and despair.

To the flunky heart alone is he, was he or can he at any time

be, a thing to look upon with upturned eyes of ' transcendent

admiration,' worship or worthship so-called. He, you unfor-

tunate fools, he is not the one we want to be kept in mind of

;

not he at all by any means ! To him and his memory,—if you

had not been unfortunate and blockheads,—you would have

sunk a coalshaft rather than raised a column. Deep coalshaft,

there to bury him and his memory, that men might never speak

or hear of him more ; not a high column to admonish all men
that they should try to resemble him 1

Of the sculptural talent manifest in these Brazen Images I

say nothing, though much were to be said. For indeed, if

there is no talent displayed in them but a perverse one, are not

we to consider it a happiness, in that strange case ? This big

swollen Gambler, and gluttonous hapless ' spiritual Daniel

Lambert,' deserved a coalshaft from his brother mortals: let at

least his column be ugly !—Nevertheless ugly columns and
images are, in themselves, a real evil. They too preach ugli-

ness after their sort ; and have a certain effect, the whole of

which is bad. They sanction and consecrate artistic botching,

pretentious futility, and the horrible doctrine that this Universe

is a Cockney Nightmare,—which no creature ought for a mo-
ment to believe, or listen to ! In brief, they encourage an al-

ready-ugly Population to become in a thousand ways uglier.

They too, for their ugliness,—did not the infinitely deeper ugli-

ness of the thing they commemorate absorb all consideration

of that, - -would deserve, and do in fact incessantly solicit,

abolition from the sight of men.
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What good in the aesthetic, the moral, social or any human
point of view, we are ever to get of these Brazen Images now
peopling our chief cities and their market-places, it is impos-

sible to specify. Evil enough we, consciously or unconsciously,

get of them ; no soul looks upon them approvingly or even in-

differently without damage, all the deadlier the less he knows
of it. Simple souls they corrupt in the sources of their spiritual

being : wise souls, obliged to look on them, look with some
feeling of anger and just abhorrence ; which is itself a mis-

chief to a peaceable man. Good will never be got of these

Brazen Images in their present form. Of what use, till once
broken-up and melted into warming-pans, they can ever be to

gods or men, I own I cannot see. Gods and men demand that

this, which is their sure ultimate destiny, should so soon as

possible be realised.

It is tragically evident to me, our first want, which includes

all wants, is that of a new real Aristocracy of fact, instead of

the extinct imaginary one of title, which the anarchic world is

everywhere rebelling against : but if it is from Popular Suf-

frage that we are to look for such a blessing, is not this extra-

ordinary populace of British Statues, which now dominates our

market-places, one of the saddest omens that ever was ? Suf-

frage announces to us, nothing doubting :
" Here are your real

" demigods and heroic men, ye famous British People ; here
" are Brazen and other Images worthy once more of some
" worship ; this is the New Aristocracy I have chosen, and
" would choose, for you !" That is Suffrage's opinion. To me
this populace of British Statues rises aloft over the Chaos of

our affairs hke the living symbol and consummate flower of

said Chaos, and silently speaks the mournfulest prophecy.

Perhaps as strange a Pantheon of brass gods as was ever got

together in this world. They stand there, poor wretches, grad-

ually rusting in the sooty rain ; black and dismal,—when one

thinks of them in some haggard mood of the imagination,- -

like a set of grisly undertakers come to bury the dead spi-

ritualisms of mankind. There stand they, in all weathers, in-

dicating to the British Population such a Heaven and such an

Earth as probably no Population ever had before. In the

social, political, religious, artistic, and other provinces of our

affairs, they [)oint towards depths of prostrate abasement which
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no man's thought has yet sounded. Let us tiuiidiy glance

thitherward a little
; gaze, for moments, into those abysses of

spiritual death,-—which, if we cannot one day sound them, and

subdue them, will engulf us all !—And first as to this recipe ot

Popular Election.

Hudson the railvvAy king, if Popular Election be the rule,

seems to me by far the most authentic king extant in this

world. Hudson has been ' elected by the people' so as almost

none other is or was. Hudson solicited no vote ; his votes

were silent voluntary ones, not liable to be false : he did a

thing which men found, in their inarticulate hearts, to be

worthy of paying money for ; and they paid it. What the de-

sire of every heart was, Hudson had or seemed to have pro-

duced: Scrip out of which profit could be made. They 'voted'

for him by purchasing his scrip with a profit to him. Every

vote was the spontaneous product of those men's deepest in-

sights and most practical convictions, about Hudson and them-

selves and this Universe : I say, it was not a spoken vote, but

a silently-acted one ; a vote for once incapable of being insin-

cere. What their appetites, intelligences, stupidities, and pruri-

ences had taught these men, they authentically told you there.

I beg you to mark that well. Not by all the ballot-boxes in

Nature could you have hoped to get, with such exactness, from

these men, what the deepest inarticulate voice of the gods and
of the demons in them was, as by this their spontaneous pur-

chase of scrip. It is the ultimate rectified quintessence of these

men's ' votes :' the distillation of their very souls ; the sincerest

sincerity that was in them. Withouc gratitude to Hudson, or

even without thought of him, they raised Hudson to his bad

eminence, not by their voice giveu ooce at some hustings un-

der the influence of balderdash ar.d beer, but by the thought

of their heart, by the inarticulate, indisputable dictate of their

whole being. Hudson inquired of England :
" What precious

" thing can I do for you, O enlightened Countrymen ; what
" may be the value to you, by popular election, of this stroke

" of work that lies in me.''" Popular election, with universal,

with household and other suffrage, free as air, deep as life and

death, free and deep a« spoken suffrage never was or could be,

has answered :
" Pounvls sterling to such and such amount

;

' that is the apparent value of thy stroke of work to us,—
Q



226 LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS.

" blockheads as we are." Real value differs from apparent to

a frightful extent in this world, try it by what suffrage you will

!

Hudson's value as a demigod being what it was, his value

as a maker of railways shall hardly concern us here. What
Hudson's real worth to mankind in the matter of railways

might be I cannot pretend to say. Fact knows it to the utter-

most fraction, and will pay it him yet f but men differ widely

in opinion, and in general do not in the least know. From
my own private observation and conjecture, I should say. Tri-

fling if any worth.

Much as we love railways, there is one thing undeniable :

Railways are shifting all Towns of Britain into new places ; no

Town will stand where it did, and nobody can tell for a long

while yet where it will stand. This is an unexpected, and in-

deed most disastrous result. I perceive, railways have set all

the Towns of Britain a-dancing. Reading is coming up to

London, Basingstoke is going down to Gosport or Southamp-

ton, Dumfries to Liverpool and Glasgow ; while at Crewe, and

other points, I see new ganglions of human population estab-

lishing themselves, and the prophecy of metallurgic cities which

were not heard of before. Reading, Basingstoke and the rest,

t^Ae unfortunate Towns, subscribed money to get railways ;

and it proves to be for cutting their own throats. Their busi-

ness has gone elsewhither ; and they—cannot stay behind their

business ! They are set a-dancing, as I said ; confusedly

waltzing, in a state of progressive dissolution, towards the

four winds ; and know not where the end of the death-dance

will be for them, in what point of space they will be allowed

to rebuild themselves. That is their sad case.

And what an affair it is in each of the shops and houses

of those Towns, thus silently bleeding to death, or what wc
call dancing away to other points of the British territory : how
Joplin of Reading, who had anchored himself in that pleasant

place, and fondly hoping to live by upholstery and paperhang-

ing, had wedded, and made friends there,— awakens some

morning, and finds that his trade has flitted away ! Here it

is not any longer ; it is gone to London, to Bristol : whither

has it gone ? Joplin knows not whither ; knows and sees only

that gone it is ; and that he by preternatural sagacity must

scent it out again, follow it over the world, and catch it again,

or else die. Sad news for Joplin :••- indeed I fear, should his
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sagacity be too inconsiderable, he is not unlikely to break his

heart, or take to drinking, in these inextricable circumstances I

And it is the history, more or less, in every town, house, shop

and industrial dwelling-place of the British Empire at this

moment ;—and the cipher of afflicted Joplins ; and the amount
of private distress, uncertainty, discontent ; and withal of ' re-

volutionary movement,' created hereby, is tragical to think of.

This is ' revolutionary movement' with a witness ; revolution

brought home to everybody's hearth and moneysafe and heart

and stomach.—Which miserable result, with so many others

from the same source, what method was there of avoiding or

indefinitely mitigating ? This surely, as the beginning of all :

that you had made your railways uoi in haste ; that, at least,

you had spread the huge process, sure to alter all men's mu-
tual position and relations, over a reasonable breadth of time !

For all manner of reasons, how much could one have

wished that the making of our British railways had gone on

with deliberation ; that these great works had made them-

selves not in five years but in fifty-and-five ! Hudson's ' worth'

to railways, I think, will mainly resolve itself into this. That
he carried them to completion within the former short hmit of

time ; that he got them made,—in extremely improper direc-

tions I am told, and surely with endless confusion to the in-

numerable passive Jophns, and likewise to the numerous active

scrip-holders, a wide-spread class, once rich, now coinless,

—

hastily in five years, not deliberately in fifty- five. His worth

to railways ? His worth, I take it, to English railways, much
more to English men, will turn out to be extremely inconsi-

derable ; to be incalculable damage rather 1 Foolish railway

people gave him two millions, and thought it not enough with-

out a Statue to boot. But Fact thought, and is now audibly

saying, far otherwise ! Rhadamanthus, had you been able to

consult him, would in nowise have given this man twenty-five

thousand pounds for a Statue. What if Rhadamanthus doomed
him rather, let us say, to ride in Express-trains, nowhither, for

^.wenty-five aeons, or to hang in Heaven as a Locomotive Con-
'ifellation, and be a sign forever 1

Fact and Suffrage : what a discrepancy ! Fact decided

for some coalshaft such as we describe. Suffrage decides for

such a column. Suffrage having money in its pocket, carries

it hollow, for the moment. And so there is Rayless Majesty
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exalted far above the chimaey-pots, with a potential Copper
Likeness, twenty-five thousand pounds worth of copper over

and above ; and a King properly belonging only to this epoch.

—That there are greedy blockheads in huge majority, in all

epochs, is certain ; but that any sane mortal should think of

counting their heads to ascertain who or what is to be King,

this is a little peculiar. All Democratic men, and members
of the Suffrage Movement, it appears to me, are called upon
to think seriously, with a seriousness approaching to despair,

of these things.

Jefferson Brick, the American Editor, twitted me with the

multifarious patented anomalies of overgrown worthless Dukes,

Bishops of Durham &c., which poor English Society at present

labours under, and is made a solecism by. To which what
answer could I make, except, that surely our patented anoma-
lies were some of them extremely ugly, and yet, alas, that they

were not the ugliest ! I said :
" Have not you also overgrown

' anomalous Dukes after a sort, appointed not by patent ?

' Overgrown Monsters of Wealth, namely ; who have made
' money by dealing in cotton, dealing in bacon, jobbing scrip,

' digging metal in California ; who are become glittering man-
' mountains filled with gold and preciosities ; revered by the

' surrounding flunkies ; invested with the real powers of sove-

' reignty ; and placidly admitted by all men, as if Nature and
' Heaven had so appointed it, to be in a sense godlike, to be
' royal, and fit to shine in the firmament, though their real

' worth is—what 'i Brick, do you know where human crea-

' tures reach the supreme of ugliness in Idols ? It were hard to

' know ! We can say only. All Idols have to tumble, and the

' hugest of them with the heaviest fall : that is our chief com-
' fort, in America as here.

" The Idol of Somnauth, a mere mass of coarse crockery
• not worth five shillings of an) body's money, sat like a great

' staring god, with two diamonds for eyes ; worshipped by the

' neighbouring black populations ; a terror and divine mystery
' to all mortals, till its day came. Till at last, victorious in

' the name of Allah, the Commander of the Faithful, riding

' up with grim battle-axe and heart full of Moslem fire, took

' the liberty to smite once, with right force and rage, said ugly

' mass of idolatrous crockery ; which thereupon shivered,
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' with unmelodious crash and jingle, into a heap of ugly pot-

" sherds, yielding from its belly half a wagon-load of gold
" coins. You can read it in Gibbon,—probably, too, in Lord
" Ellenborough. The gold coins, the diamond eyes, and other
'* valuable extrinsic parts were carefully picked-up by the
" Faithful ; confused jingle of intrinsic potsherds was lefc

" lying ;—and the Idol of Somnauth once showing what it

" was, had suddenly come to a conclusion ! Thus end all

" Idols, and intrinsically worthless man-mountains never so
" illuminated with diamonds, and filled with precious metals,
" and tremulously worshipped by the neighbouring flunky
" populations black or white ;

—-even thus, sooner or later,

" without fail ; and are shot hastily, as a heap of potsherds,
" into the highway, to be crunched under wagon-wheels, and
" do Macadam a little service, being clearly abolished as gods,
" and hidden from man's recognition, in that or other capa-
" cities, forever and a day !

" You do not sufficiently bethink you, my republican friend.

" Our ugliest anomalies are done by universal suffrage, not by
" patent. The express nonsense of old Feudalism, even now,
" in its dotage, is as nothing to the involuntary nonsense of

" modern Anarchy called ' Freedom,' ' Republicanism,' and
" other fine names, which expresses itself by supply and de-
" mand ! Consider it a little.

" The Bishop of our Diocese is to me an incredible man
;

" and has, I will grant you, very much more money than you
" or I would now give him for his work. One does not even
" read those Charges of his ; much preferring speech which is

" articulate. In fact, being intent on a quiet life, you gener-
" ally keep on the other side of the hedge from him, and strictly

" leave him to his own fate. Not a credible man ;—perhaps
" not quite a safe man to be concerned with ? But what think
" you of the ' Bobus of Houndsditch' of our parts ? He, Saus-
" age-maker on the great scale, knows the art of cutting fat

" bacon, and exposing it seasoned with gray pepper to advant-
" age. Better than any other man he knows this art ; and I

' take the liberty to say it is a poor one. Well, the Bishop has
"an income of five thousand pounds appointed him for his

" work
; and Bobus, to such a length has he now pushed the

" trade in sausages, gains from the universal suffrage of men's
" souls and stomachs /^» thousand a year by it.
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" A poor art, this of Bobus's, I say ; and worth no such re-

compense. For it is not even good sausages he makes, but

only extremely vendible ones ; the cunning dog ! Judges
pronounce his sausages bad, and at the cheap price even
dear ; and finer palates, it is whispered, have detected alarm-

ing symptoms of horseflesh, or worse, under this cunningly-

devised gray- pepper spice of his ; so that for the world I

would not eat one of his sausages, nor would you. You per-

ceive he is not an excellent honest sausage-maker, but a dis-

honest cunning and scandalous sausage-maker ; worth, if he

could get his deserts, who shall say what ? Probably certain

shillings a week, say forty
; possibly (one shudders to think)

a long round in the treadmill, and stripes instead of shillings

!

And yet what he gets, I tell you, from universal suffrage and
the unshackled ne-plus-tiltra republican justice of mankind,
is twice the income of that anomalous Bishop you were talk-

ing of I

" The Bishop \, for my part, do much prefer to Bobus. The
Bishop has human sense and breeding of various kinds ; con-

siderable knowledge of Greek, if you should ever want the

like of that ; knowledge of many things ; and speaks the Eng-
lish language in a grammatical manner. He is bred to cour-

tesy, to dignified composure, as to a second nature ; a gen-

tleman every fibre of him ; which of itself is something very

considerable. The Bishop does really diffuse round him an

influence of decorum, courteous patience, solid adherence to

what is settled ; teaches practically the necessity of ' burning

one's own smoke ;' and does practically in his own case burn

said smoke, making lambent flame and mild illumination out

of it, for the good of men in several particulars. While Bobus,

for twice the annual money,—brings sausages, possibly of

horseflesh, cheaper to market than another !—Brick, if you

will reflect, it is not ' aristocratic England,' it is the united

Posterity ofAdam who are grown, in some essential respects,

stupider than barbers' blocks. Barbers' blocks would at least

say nothing, and «^/ elevate, by their universal suffrages, an

unfortunate Bobus to that bad height !"

Alas, if such, not in their loose tongues, but in their heart

of hearts, is men's way of judging about social worth, what

kind of ' new Aristocracy' will the inconceivablest perfection
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of spoken Siitfrage ever yield us ? Suffrage, I perceive well,

has quite other things in store for us ; we need not torment

poor Suffrage for this thing ! Our Intennittent Friend says

once :

' Men do not seem to be aware that this their universal oust-

' ing of unjust, incapable and in fact imaginary Governors, is

' to issue in the attainment of Governors who have a right and
' a capacity to govern. Far different from that is the issue men
' contemplate in their present revolutionary operations. Their
' universal notion now is, that we shall henceforth do without
* Governors ; that we have got to a new epoch in human pro-

' gress, in which Governing is entirely a superfluity, and the

' attempt at doing it is an offence, think several. By that ad-

' mirable invention of the Constitutional Parliament, first struck-

' out in England, and now at length hotly striven-for and zeal-

' ously imitated in all European countries, the task of Govern-
' ment, any task there may still be, is done to our hand. Perfect

' your Parliament, cry all men : apply the Ballot-box and Uni-
' versal Suffrage ! the admirablest method ever imagined of

' counting heads and gathering indubitable votes : you will thus
' gather the vote, vox or voice, of all the two-legged animals
' without feathers in your dominion ; what they think is what
' the gods think,—is it not .''—and this you shall go and do.

' Whereby, beyond dispute, your Governor's task is im-
' mensely simplified ; and indeed the chief thing you can now
' require of your Governor is that he carefully preserve his good
' humour, and do in a handsome manner nothing, or some plea-

' sant fugle-motions only. Is not this a "machine;" marking
' new epochs in the progress of discovery ? Machine for doing
' Government too, as we now do all things by " machinery."
* Only keep your free-presses, ballot-boxes, upright-shafts and
' cogwork in an oiled unobstructed condition ; motive-power of

' popular wind will do the rest. Here verily is a mill that beats

' Birmingham hollow; and marks "new epochs" with a wit-

' ness. What a hopper this ! Reap from all fields whatsoever
' you find standing, thistledowns, dockseed, hemlockseed, wheat,

' rye ; tumble all into the hopper,—see, in soft blissful, con-

' tinuous stream, meal shall daily issue for you, and the bread
' of life to mankind be sure 1'

—

The aim of all reformers, parliamentary and other, is still

defined by them as 'just legislation,' just laws : with which dp-
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finition who can quarrel ? They will not have ' class legisla-

tion,' which is a dreadfully bad thing ; but ' all-classes legisla-

tion,' I suppose, which is the right thing. Sure enough, just

laws are an excellent attainment, the first condition of all pro-

sperity for human creatures ; but few reflect how extremely dif-

ficult such attainment is ! Alas, could we once get laws which

vferejust, that is to say, which were the clear transcript of the

Divine Laws of the Universe itself ; so that each man were in-

cessantly admonished, under strict penalties, by all men, to

walk as the Eternal Maker had prescribed ; and he alone re-

ceived honour whom the Maker had made honourable, and
whom the Maker had made disgraceful, disgrace : alas, were

not here the very 'Aristocracy' we seek? A new veritable Hier-

archy of Heaven,—approximately such in very truth,—bring-

ing Earth nearer and nearer to the blessed Law of Heaven.

Heroic men, the Sent of Heaven, once more bore rule : and on

the throne of kings there sat splendent, not King Hudson, or

King Popinjay, but the Bravest of existing Men ; and on the

gibbet there swung as a tragic pendulum, admonitory to Earth

in the name of Heaven,—not some insignificant, abject, neces-

sitous outcast, who had violently, in his extreme misery and dark-

ness, stolen a leg of mutton,—but veritably the Supreme Scoun-

drel of the Commonwealth, who in his insatiable greed and
bottomless atrocity had long, hoodwinking the poor world, gone
himself, and led multitudes to go, in the ways of gilded human
baseness ; seeking temporary profit (scrip, first-class claret, so-

cial honour, and the like small ware), where only eternal loss

was possible ; and who now, stripped of all his gildings and
cunningly-devised speciosities, swung there an ignominious de-

tected scoundrel ; testifying aloud to all the earth :
" Be not

" scoundrels, not even gilt scoundrels, anyone of you ; for God,
" and not the Devil, is verily king, and this is where it ends,
" if even this be the end of it

!"

O Heaven, O Earth, what an ' attainment' were here, could

we but hope to see it ! Reformed Parliament, People's League,

Hume-Cobden agitation, tremendous cheers, new Battles of

Nascby, French Revolution, and Horrors of French Revolution,

—all things were cheap and light to the attainment of this.

For this were in fact the millennium; and indeed nothing less

than this can be it.

lint 1 sav it is dreadfully difficult to attain ! And though
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' class legislation' is not it, yet, alas, neither is ' all-classes legis-

lation' in the least certain to be it. All classes, if they happen

not to be wise, heroic classes,— how, by the cunningest jum-

bling of them together, will you ever get a wisdom or heroism

out of them ? Once more let me remind you, it is impossible for-

ever. Unwisdom, contradiction to the gods : how, from the

mere vamping-together of hostile voracities and opacities, never

so dextrously or copiously combined, can or could you expect

anything else? Can any man bring a clean thing out of an un-

clean? No man. Voracities and opacities, blended together

in never such cunningly-devised proportions, will not yield noble-

nesses and illuminations ; they cannot do it. Parliamentary

reform, extension of the suffrage? Good Heavens, how by the

mere enlargement of your circle of ingredients, by the mere
flinging-in of new opacities and voracities, will you have a bet-

ter chance to distil a wisdom from that foul cauldron, which is

merely bigger, not by hypothesis better? You will have a better

chance to distil zero from it ; evil elements from all sides, now
more completely extinguishing one another, so that mutual de-

struction, like that of the Kilkenny cats, a Parliament which

produces parliamentary eloquence only, and no social guidance

either\iAdi or good will be the issue,—as we now in these years

sorrowfully see.

Universal suffrage: what a scheme to substitute for the re-

velation of God's eternal Law, the official declaration of the

account of heads! It is as if men had abdicated their right to

attempt following the abovesaid Law, and with melancholy re-

signation had agreed to give it up, and take temporary peace

and good agreement as a substitute. In all departments of our

affairs it is so,—literary, moral, political, social; and in all of

them it is and remains eternally wrong. In every department,

literary, moral, political, social, the man that pretends to have

what is angrily called a choice of his own, which will mean at

least some remnant of a feeling in him that Nature and Fact

do still claim a choice of their own, and are like to make it good
yet,—^such man is felt as a kind of interloper and dissocial

person, who obstructs the harmony of affairs, and is out of keep-

ing with the universal-suffrage arrangement that has been en-

tered upon. Why not decide it by dice? Universal suffrage for

your oracle is equivalent to flat despair of answer. Set up such
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oracle, you proclaim to all men: " Friends, there is in Nature
" no answer to your question ; and you don't believe in dice.

" Try to esteem this oracle a divine one, and be thankful that

" you can thereby keep the peace, and go with an answer from
" the shrine of chaotic Chance."

Peace is good; but woe to the cowardly caitiff of a man, or

collection of cowardly caitiffs styling themselves Nation, thai

will have 'peace' on these terms! They will save their ignoble

skin at the expense of their eternal loyalty to the highest God.

Peace ? Better war to the knife, war till we all die, than such

a 'peace.' Reject it, my friend, I advise thee; silently swear

by God above, that, on earth below, thou for thy part never

wilt accept it. Be it forever far from us, my poor scattered

friends. Let us fly to the rocks rather; and silently appealing

to the Eternal Heaven, await an hour which is full surely com-

ing, when we too shall have grown to a respectable ' company
of poor men,' authorised to rally, and with celestial lightning,

and with terrestrial steel and such good weapons as there may
be, spend all our blood upon it!

After all, why was not the Hudson Testimonial completed ?

As Moses lifted up the Brazen Serpent in the wilderness, why
was not Hudson's Statue lifted up? Once more 1 say, it might

have done us good. Thither too, in a sense, poor poison-stricken

mortals might have looked, and found some healing! For many
reasons, this alarming populace of British Statues wanted to

have its chief. The liveliest type of Choice by Suffrage ever

given. The consummate flower of universal Anarchy in the

Commonwealth, and in the hearts of men : was not this Statue

such a flower; or do we look for one more perfect and con-

summate?

Of social Hierarchies, and Religions the parent of these,

why speak, in presence of social Anarchy such as is here sym-

bolised? The Apotheosis of Hudson beckons to still deeper

^^'ulfs on the religious side of our affairs; into which one shud-

flers to look down. For the eye rests only on the blackness

of darkness ; and, shrunk to hissing whispers, inaudible e.vcept

to the finer ear, come moanings of the everlasting tempest, and

tones oi alti (^uai. Nor is a certain vertigo quite absent from

the strongest heads; a mad impulse to take the leap, then,

and dwi.il with F.lernal Denth, since it seems to be the rule
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at present ! One hurried glance or two,—holding well by what

parapets there still are ;—and then let us hasten to begone.

Worship, what we call human religion, has undergone vari-

ous phases in the history of mankind. To the primitive man
all Forces of Nature were divine : either for propitiation or for

admiration, many things, and in a sense all things, demanded
worship from him. But especially the Noble Human Soul was

divine to him ; and announced, as it ever does, with direct im-

pressiveness, the Inspiration of the Highest ; demanding wor-

ship from the primitive man. Whereby, as has been explained

elsewhere, this latter form of worship, Hero-worsJiip as we call

it, did, among the ancient peoples, attract and subdue to itself

all other forms ofhuman worship; irradiating them all with its

own perennial worth, which indeed is all the worth they had, or

that any worship can have. Human worship everywhere, so

far as there lay any worth in it, was of the nature of a Hero-

worship ; this Universe wholly, this temporary Flame-image of

the Eternal, was one beautiful and terrible Energy of Heroisms,

presided over by a Divine Nobleness or Infinite Hero. Divine

Nobleness forever friendly to the noble, forever hostile to the

ignoble : all manner of ' moral rules,' and well ' sanctioned' too,

flowed naturally out of this primeval Intuition into Nature;

—

which, I believe, is still the true fountain of moral rules, though

a much-forgotten one at present ; and indeed it seems to be the

one unchangeable, eternally /wdubitable ' Intuition into Nature'

we have yet heard of in these parts.

To the primitive man, whether he looked at moral rule, or

even at physical fact, there was nothing not divine. Flame
was the God Loki, &c. ; this visible Universe was wholly the

vesture of an Invisible Infinite ; every event that occurred in

it a symbol of the immediate presence of God. Which it in-

trinsically is, and forever will be, let poor stupid mortals re-

member or forget it ! The difference is, not that God has with-

drawn ; but that men's minds have fallen hebetated, stupid,

that their hearts are dead, awakening only to some life about

meal-time and cookery-time ; and their eyes are grown dim,

blinkard, a kind of horn-eyes like those of owls, available

chiefly for catching mice.

Most excellent Fitzsmithytrough, it is a long time since I

have stopped short in admiring your stupendous railway mir-
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acles. I was obliged to strike work, and cease admiring in that

direction. Very stupendous indeed ; considerable improvement

in old roadways andwheel-and-axle carriages ; velocity unexpect-

edly great, distances attainable ditto ditto : all this is undeniable.

But, alas, all this is still small deer for me, my excellent Fitz-

smithytrough ; truly nothing more than an unexpected take of

mice for the owlisli part of you and me. Distances, you un-

fortunate Fitz ? The distances of London to Aberdeen, to

Ostend, to Vienna, are still infinitely inadequate to me ! Will

you teach me the winged flight through Immensity, up to the

Throne dark with excess of bright ? You unfortunate, you grin

as an ape would at such a question ; you do not know that un-

less you can reach thither in some effectual, most veritable

sense, you are a lost Fitzsmithytrough, doomed to Hela's death-

realm and the Abyss where mere brutes are buried. I do not

want cheaper cotton, swifter railways ; I want what Novalis

calls ' God, Freedom, Immortality :' will swift railways, and

sacrifices to Hudson, help me towards that ?

—

As propitiation or as admiration, ' worship' still continues

among men, will always continue ; and the phase it has in any

given epoch may be taken as the ruling phenomenon which

determines all others in that epoch. If Odin, who ' invented

runes,' or literatures, and rhythmic logical speech, and taught

men to despise death, is worshipped in one epoch ; and if

Hudson, who conquered railway directors, and taught men to

become suddenly rich by scrip, is worshipped in another,—the

characters of these two epochs must differ a good deal ! Nay,

the worst of some epochs is, they have along with their real

worship an imaginary, and are conscious only of the latter as

worship. They keep a set of gods or fetishes, reckoned re-

spectable, to which they mumble prayers, asking themselves

anrl others triumphantly, "Are not these respectable gods?"

and all the while their real worship, or heart's love and admir-

ation, which alone is worship, concentrates itself on quite other

gods and fetishes,—on Hudsons and scrips, for instance. Thus

is the miserable epoch rendered twice and tenfold miserable,

and in a manner lost beyond redemption ; having superadded

to its stupid Idolatries, and brutish forgettings of the true God,

which are leading it down daily towards ruin, an immense

Hypocrisy, which is the quintessence of all idolatries and mis-

beliefs and unbeliefs, and taken refuge under that, as under a
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lliiug safe ! Kurope generally has lain there .1 long time ; ling-

land I think for about two hundred years, spinning certain

cottons notably the while, and thinking it all right,—-which it

was very far from being. But the time of accounts, slowly ad-

vancing, has arrived at last for Europe, and is knocking at the

door of England too ; and it will be seen whether universal

make-believe can be the rule in English or human things
;

whether respectable Hebrew and other fetishes, combined with

real worship of Yorkshire and other scrip, will answer the pur-

pose here below or not !

It is certain, whatever gods or fetishes a man may have

about him, and pay tithes to, and mumble prayers to, the real

' religion' that is in him is his practical Hero-worship. Whom
or what do you in your very soul admire, and strive to imitate

and emulate ; is it God's servant or the Devil's ? Clearly this

is the whole question. There is no other religion in the man
which can be of the slightest consequence in comparison.

Theologies, doxologies, orthodoxies, heterodoxies, are not of

moment except as subsidiary towards a good issue in this ; if

they help well in it, they are good ; if not well or at all, they

are nothing or bad.

This also is certain, Nations that do their Hero-worship

well are blessed and victorious ; Nations that do it ill are ac-

cursed, and in all fibres of their business grow daily more so,

till their miserable afflictive and offensive situation becomes at

last unendurable to Heaven and to Earth, and the so-called

Nation, now an unhappy Populace of Misbelievers (^miscreants

was the old name), bursts into revolutionary tumult, and either

reforms or else annihilates itself. How otherwise ? Know
whom to honour and emulate and follow ; know whom to dis-

honour and avoid, and coerce under hatches, as a foul rebellious

thing : this is all the Law and all the Prophets. All conceivable

evangels, bibles, homiletics, liturgies and litanies, and temporal

and spiritual lawbooks for a man or a people, issue practically

there. Be right in that, essentially you are not wrong in any-

thing
;
you read this Universe tolerably aright, and are in the

way to interpret well what the will of its Maker is. Be wrong
in that, had you liturgies the recommendablest in Nature, and
bodies-of-divinity as big as an Indiaman, it helps you not a

whit
;
you are wrong in all things.
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How in anything can you be right? You read this Uni-

verse in the inmost meaning of it wrong: gross idolatrous

MisbeUcf is what I have to recognise in you ; and, super-

added, such a faith in the saving virtue of that deadhest of

vices. Hypocrisy, as no People ever had before ! Beautiful

recommendable liturgies ? Your liturgies, the recommend-
ablest in Nature, are to me alarming and distressing ; a turn-

ing of the Calmuck Prayer-mill,— not my way of praying.

This immense asthmatic spiritual Hurdygurdy, issuing prac-

tically in a set of demigods like Hudson, what is the good of

it ; why will you keep grinding it under poor men's windows ?

Since Hudson is Vishnu, let the Shasters and Vedas be con-

formable to him. Why chant divine psalms which belonged

to a different Dispensation, and are now become idle and far

worse ? Not melodious to me, such a chant, in such a time !

The sound of it, if you are not yet quite dead to spiritual

sounds, is frightful and bodeful. I say, this litany of yours,

were the wretched populace and population never so unani-

mous and loud in it, is a thing no God can hear
;
your miser-

able ' religion,' as you call it, is an idolatry of the nature of

Mumbojumbo, and I would advise you to discontinue it rather.

You are Infidels, persons without faith ; not believing what is

true but what is untrue ; Miscreants, as the old fathers well

called you,—-appointed too inevitably, unless you can repent

and alter soon (of which I see no symptoms), to a fearful

doom !

" It was always so," you indolently say ? No, Friend

Heavy side, it was not always so, and even till lately was never

so ; and I would much recommend you to sweep that foolish

notion, which you often fling at me, and always keep about

you as one of your main consolations, quite out of your head.

Once the notion was my own loo ; I know the notion very

well ! And I will invite you to ask yourself in all ways. Whe-
ther it is not possibly a rather torpid and poisonous, and like-

wise an altogether incorrect and delusive notion .'' Capable,

I assure you, of being quite swept out of a man's head ; and

greatly needing to be so, if the man would do any ' reform,'

or other useful work, in this his day !

Till such notion go about its business, there cannot even

be the attempt towards reform. Not so much as the pulling

down, and melting into warming-pans, oi those poor Brazen
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Representatives of Anarchy can be accomplished ; but they

will stand there prophesying as now, " Here is the ' New
" Aristocracy' you want ; down on your knees, ye Christian

" souls !"—O my friend, and after Hudson and the other Idols

have quite gone to warming-pans, have you computed what

agonistic centuries await us, before any ' New Aristocracy'

worth calling by the name of 'real,' can by likelihood prove

attainable ? From the stormful trampling-down of Sham Hu-
man Worth, and casting it with wrath and scorn into the

meltingpot, onward to the silent sad repentant recognition of

Real Human Worth, and the capability of again doing that

some pious reverence, some reverence which were 7iot practi-

cally worse than none : have you measured what an interval

is there ? Centuries of desperate wrestle against Earth and
Hell, on the part of all the brave men that are born. Too
true this, though figuratively spoken ! Perilous tempestuous

struggle and pilgrimage, continual marching battle with the

mud-serpents of this Earth and the demons of the Pit—centu-

ries of such a marching fight (continually along the edge of

Red Republic too, and the Abyss) as brave men were not

often called to in History before !—And the brave men will

not yet so much as gird-on their harness ? They sit indolently

saying, " It is already all as it can be, as it was wont to be ;

" and universal suffrage and tremendous cheers will manage
" it !"

—

Collins's old Peerage-Book, a dreadfully dull production,

fills one with unspeakable reflections. Beyond doubt a most
dull production, one of the darkest in the book kind ever real-

ised by Chaos and man's brain ; and it is properly all we Eng-
lish have for a Biographical Dictionary ;—nay, if you think

farther of it, for a National Bible. Friend Heavyside is much
astonished ; but I see what I mean here, and have long seen.

Clear away the dust from your eyes, and you will ask this

question. What «the Bible of a Nation, the practically-credited

God's-Message to a Nation ? Is it not, beyond all else, the

authentic Biography of its Heroic Souls ? This is the real

record of the Appearances of God in the History of a Nation
;

this, which all men to the very marrow of their bones can

believe, and which teaches all men what the nature of the

Universe, when you go to work in it, really is. What the
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Universe was ihoughl to be in Judea and other places, (.his

too may be very interesting to know : but what it is in Eng-
land here where we live and have our work to do, that is

the interesting point.—"The Universe?" M'Croudy answers.
" It is a huge dull Cattle-stall and St. Catherine's Wharf;
" with a few pleasant apartments upstairs for those that can
" make money. Make money ; and don't bother about the

" Universe !" That is M'Croudy's notion ; reckoned a quiet,

innocent and rather wholesome notion just now
;
yet clearly

fitter for a reflective pig than for a man ;—working continual

damnation therefore, however quiet it be ; and indeed I per-

ceive it is one of the damnablest notions that ever came into

the head of any haoAegged animal without feathers in this

world. That is M'Croudy's Bible ; his Apology, poor fellow,

for the Want of a Bible.

But how, among so many Shakspeares, and thinkers, and
heroic singers, our National Bible should be in such a state ;

and how a poor dull Bookseller should have been left,—^notto

write in rhythmic coherency, worthy of a Poet and of all our

Poets,—but to shovel together, or indicate, in huge rubbish

mountains incondite as Chaos, the materials for writing such

a Book of Books for England : this is abundantly amazing

to me, and I wish much it could duly amaze us all. Litera-

ture has no nobler task ;—in fact it has that one task, and

except it be idle rope-dancing, no other. ' The highest pro-

' blem of Literature,' says Novalis, very justly, ' is the Writing
• of a Bible.'

Nevertheless, among those dust-mountains, with their an-

tiquarian excerpts and sepulchral brasses, it is astonishing what

strange fragments you do turn up, miraculous talismans to a

reader that will think,—windows through which an old sunk

world, as yet all built upon veracity, and full of rugged noble-

ness, becomes visible ; to the mute wonder of the modern

mind. It struck me much, that of these ancient peerages a

very great majority had visibly /lad authentic ' heroes' for their

founders ; noble men, of whose worth no clearsighted King

could be in doubt ; and that, in their descendants too, there

did not cease a strain of heroism for some time,—the pccrship

generally dying out, and disappearing, not long after that

ceased. What a world, that old sunk one ; Real Governors

governing in it ; Shams not yet anywhere recognised as toler-
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able ill it ! A world whose practical president was not Chaos

with ballot-boxes, whose outcome was not Anarchy plus a

street-constable. In how high and true a sense, the Almighty

with continual enforcement of his Laws still presided there
;

and in all things as yet there was some degree of blessedness

and nobleness there !

One's heart is sore to think how far, how very far all this

has vanished from us ; how the very tradition of it has dis-

appeared ; and it has ceased to be credible, to seem desirable.

Till the like of it return,—yes, my constitutional friend, such

is the sad fact, till the like of it, in new form, adapted to the

new times, be again achieved by us ; we are not properly a

society at all ; we are a lost gregarious horde, with Kings of

vScrip on this hand, and Famishing Connaughts and Distressed

Needlewomen on that— presided over by the Anarch Old. A
lost horde,—who, in bitter feeling of the intolerable injustice

that presses upon all men, will not long be able to continue

even gregarious ; but will have to split into street-barricades,

and internecine battle with one another ; and to fight, if wis-

dom for some new real Peerage be not granted us, till we all

die, mutually butchered, and so rest,—so if not otherwise !

Till the time ofJames the First, I find that real heroic merit

more or less was actually the origin of peerages ; never, till

towards the end of that bad reign, were peerages bargained for,

or bestowed on men palpably of no worth except their money
or connexion. But the evil practice, once begun, spread ra-

pidly ; and now the Peerage-Book is what we see ;—a thing

miraculous in the other extreme. A kind of Proteus' flock,

very curious to meet upon the lofty mountains, so many of them

being natives of the deep !—Our menagerie of live Peers in Par-

liament is like that of our Brazen Statues in the market-place

;

the selection seemingly is made much in the same way, and
with the same degree of felicity, and successful accuracy in

choice. Our one steady regulated supply is the class definable

as Supreme Stump-Orators in the Lawyer department ; the class

called Chancellors flows by something like fixed conduits to-

wards the Peerage ; the rest, like our Brazen Statues, come
by popular rule-of-thumb.

Sturhp-Orators, supreme or other, are not beautiful to me
in these days : but the immense power of Lawyers among us

is sufficiently intelligible. I perceive, it proceeds from two

R
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causes. First, they preside over the management and security

of ' Property,' which is our God at present ; they are thus pro-

perly our Pontiffs, the highest Prit":sts we have. Then further-

more they possess the talent most valued, that of the Tongue ;

and seem to us the most gifted of our intelligences, thereby pro-

voking a spontaneous loyalty and worship.

What think you of a country whose kings go by genealogy,

and are the descendants of successful Lawyers ? A poor wea-

ther-worn, tanned, curried, wind-dried human creature, called

a Chancellor, all or almost all gone to horsehair and officiality

;

the whole existence of him tanned, by long maceration, public

exposure, tugging and manipulation, to the toughness of York-

shire leather,—meseems I have seen a beautifuler man ! Not

a leather man would I by preference appoint to beget my kings.

Not lovely to me is the leather species of men; to whose tanned

soul God's Universe has become a jangling logic-cockpit and

little other. If indeed it have not become far less and worse

;

for the wretched tanned Chancellor, I am told, is usually ac-

quainted with the art of lying too,—considerable part of his

trade, as I have been informed, is the talent of lying in a way
that cannot be laid hold of ; a dreadful trick to learn ! Out of

such a man there cannot be expected much ' revelation of the

Beautiful,' I should say.—O Bull, were I in your place, I would

try either to get other Peers, or else to abolish the concern,

—

which latter indeed, by your acquiescence in such nominations,

and by many other symptoms, 1 judge to be unconsciously your

fixed intention.

You have seen many Chancellors made Peers in these late

generations, Mr. Bull. And now tell me, which was the Chan-

cellor you did really love or honour, to any remarkable degree ?

Alas, you never within authentic memory loved any of them
;

you couldn't, no man could ! You lazily stared with some sem-

blance of admiration at the big wig, huge purse, reputation for

divine talent, and sublime proficiency in the art of tongue-fence:

but to love him,—that, Mr. Bull, was, once for all, a thing you

could not manage. Who of the seed of Adam could ? From
the time of Chancellor Bacon downwards (and beyond that your

Chancellors are dark to you as the Muftis of Constantinople),

I challenge you to show me one Chancellor for whom, had the

wigs, purses, reputations &f,. been peeled off him, who would

have given his weight in limithficld beef sinking offal. You
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unhappy Bull, governed by Kings you have not the smallest

regard for ; wandering in an extinct world of wearisome, op-

pressive and expensive shadows,—nothing real in it but the

Smithfield beef, nothing preternatural in it but the Chartisms

and threatened street-barricades, and this not celestial but in-

fernal I

Sure enough, I find, O Heavyside, England once was a

Hierarchy ; as every Human Society, not either dead or else

hastening towards death, always is : but it has long ceased to

be so to any tolerable degree of perfection ; and is now, by its

Hudson and other Testimonials, testifying in a silent way to

the thoughtful, what otherwise, by its thousandfold anarchic de-

pravities, miseries, god-forgettings and open devil-worships, it

has long loudly taught them to expect, that we are now wend-

ing towards the culmination in this particular. That to the

modern English populations. Supreme Hero and Supreme Scoun-

drel are, perhaps as nearly as is possible to human creatures,

indistinguishable. That it is totally uncertain, perhaps even

the odds against you, whether the figure whom said population

mount to the place of honour, is not in Nature and Fact dis-

honourable ; whether the man to whom they raise a column
does not deserve a coalshaft. And in fine, poor devils, that

their universal suffrage, as spoken, as acted, meditated, and
imagined ; universal suffrage,— I do not say ballot-boxed and

cunningly constitutionalised, but boiled, distilled, digested, quin-

tessenced, till you get into the very heart's heart of it,— is, to

the rational soul, except for stock-exchange, and the like very

humble practical purposes, worth express zero, or nearly so. I

think probably as near zero as the unassisted human faculties

and destinies ever came, or are like to come.

Hierarchy? O Heaven! If Chaos himself sat umpire, what

better could he do ? Here are a set of human demigods, as if

chosen to his hand. Hierarchy with a vengeance !—if instead

of God, a vulpine beggarly Beelzebub or swollen Mammon were

our Supreme Hieros or Holy, this would be a Hierarchy I I

say, if you want Chaos for your master, adopt this ;—if you

don't, I beg you make haste to adopt some other ; for this is

the broad way to him ! The Eternal Anarch, with his old wag-

gling addlehead full of mere windy rumour, and his old insati-

able paunch full of mere hunger and indigestion tragically
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blended, and the hissing discord of all the Four Elements per-

suasively pleading to him,—he, set to choose, would be very

apt to vote for such a set of demigods to you.

As to the Statues, I know they are but symptoms of An-
archy ; it is not they, it is the Anarchy, that one is anxious to

see abated. Remedy for the Statues will be possible ; and, as

a small help, undoubtedly it too, in the mean time, is desirable.

Every symptom you drive-in being a curtailment of the malady,

by all means cure this Statue-building if you can ! It will be

one folly and misery less.

Government is loath to interfere with the pursuits of any

class of citizens ; and oftenest looks on in silence while follies

are committed. But Government does interfere to prevent af-

flictive accumulations on the streets, malodorous or other un-

sanitary public procedures of an extensive sort ; regulates gully-

drains, cesspools
;
prohibits the piling-up of dungheaps ; and

is especially strict on the matter of indecent exposures. Wher-
ever the health of the citizens is concerned, much more where
their souls' health, and as it were their very salvation, is con-

cerned, all Governments that are not chimerical make haste to

interfere.

Now if dungheaps laid on the streets, afflictive to the mere
nostrils, are a subject for interference, what, we ask, are high

columns, raised by prurient stupidity and public delusion, to

blockheads whose memory does in eternal fact deserve the sink-

ing of a coalshaft rather? Give to every one what he deserves,

what really is his: in all scenes and situations thou shalt do

that,—or in very truth woe will betide thee, as sure as thou art

living, and as thy Maker lives. Blockhead, this big Gambler
swollen to the edge of bursting, he is not 'great* and honour-

able; he is huge and abominable! Thou shalt honour the right

man, and not honour the wrong, under penalties of an alarming

nature. Honour Barabbas the Robber, thou shalt sell old-clothes

through the cities of the world ; shalt accumulate sordid moneys,
with a curse on every coin of them, and be spit upon for eigh-

teen hundred years. Raise statues to the swollen Gambler as

if !)(.• were great, sacrifice oblations to the King of Scrip,—un-

fortunate mortals, you will dearly pay for it yet. Quiet as Na-
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tine's countinghouse and scrip-ledgers are, no faintest item is

ever blotted out from them, for or against ; and to the last doit

that account too will have to be settled. Rigorous as Destiny

;

—she is Destiny. Chancery or Fetter-Lane is soft to her, when
the day of settlement comes. With her, in the way of abate-

ment, of oblivion, neither gods nor man prevail. "Abatement?
" That is not our way of doing business; the time has run out,

" the debt it appears is due." Will the law of gravitation

' abate' for you ? Gravitation acts at the rate of sixteen feet

per second, in spite of all prayers. Were it the crash of a

Solar System, or the fall of a Yarmouth Herring, all one to

gravitation.

Is the fall of a stone certain; and the fruit of an unwisdom
doubtful ? You unfortunate beings ! Have you forgotten it

,

in this immense improvement of machinery, cheapening of cot-

ton, and general astonishing progress of the species lately ?

With such extension of journals, human cultures, universities,

periodic and other literatures, mechanics' institutes, reform of

prison-discipline, abolition of capital punishment, enfranchise-

ment by ballot, report of parliamentary speeches, and singing

for the million ? You did not know that the Universe had laws

of right and wrong
;
you fancied the Universe was an oblivious

greedy blockhead, like one of yourselves ; attentive to scrip

mainly ; and willing, where there was no practical scrip, to for-

get and forgive.'' And so, amid such universal blossoming-forth

of useful knowledges, miraculous to the thinking editor every-

where,—the soul of all 'knowledge,' not knowing which a man
is dark and reduced to the condition of a beaver, has been

omitted by you? You have omitted it, and you should have

included it ! The thinking editor never missed it, so busy

wondering and worshipping elsewhere; but it is not here.

And alas, apart from editors, are there not men appointed

specially to keep you in mind of it; solemnly set apart for that

object, thousands of years ago ? Crabbe, descanting ' on the

so-called Christian Clerus,^ has this wild passage: ' Legions of

' them, in their black or other gowns, I still meet in every coun-
' try ; masquerading, in strange costume of body, and still

'stranger of soul ; mumming, primming, grimacing,— poor
' devils, shamming, and endeavouring not to sham : that is the

' sad fact. Brave men many of them, after their sort; and in

' a position which we may admit to be wonderful and dreadful 1
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' On the outside of their heads some singular headgear, tulip-

' mitre, felt coalscuttle, purple hat; and in the inside,— I must
' say, such a Theory of God Almighty's Universe as I, for my
' share, am right thankful to have no concern with at all! I

' think, on the whole, as broken-winged, self-strangled, mon-
' strous a mass of incoherent incredibilities, as ever dwelt in

' the human brain before. O God, giver of Light, hater of

' Darkness, of Hypocrisy and Cowardice, how long, how long !

' For two centuries now it lasts. The men whom God has
' made, whole nations and generations of them, are steeped in

' Hypocrisy from their birth upwards ; taught that external

' varnish is the chief duty of man,— that the vice which is the

' deepest in Gehenna is the virtue highest in Heaven. Out of

' which, do you ask what follows .'' Look round on a world all

' bristling with insurrectionary pikes ; Kings and Papas flying

' like detected coiners; and in their stead Icaria, Red Republic,

' new religion of the Anti-Virgin, Literature of Desperation
' curiously conjoined with Phallus-Worship, too clearly herald-

' ing centuries of bottomless Anarchy : hitherto one in the

' million looking with mournful recognition on it, silently with

' bad thoughts too unutterable ; and to help in healing it not

' one anywhere hitherto.'

But as to Statues, I really think the Woods-and-Forests

ought to interfere. When a company of persons have determined

to set-up a Brazen Image, there decidedly arises, besides the

question of their own five-pound subscriptions, which men of

spirit and money-capital without employment, and with the

prospect of seeing their names in the Newspapers at the cheap

price of five pounds, are very prompt with,—another question,

not nearly so easy of solution. Namely, this quite preliminary

question : Will it permanently profit mankind to have such a

Hero as this of yours set-up for their admiration, for their im-

itation and emulation ; or will it, so far as they do not reject

and with success disregard it altogether, unspeakably tend to

damage and disprofit them? In a word, does this Hero's me-

mory deserve a high column ; are you sure it does not deserve

a deep coalshaft rather.? This is an entirely .fundamental ques-

tion ! Till this question be answered well in the affirmative,

there ought to be a total stop of progress ; the misguided citi-

7tns out'ht to be admonished, and even gently rnnstrained, lo
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take bark their five-pound notes; to desist from their rash de-

leterious enterprise, and retire to their alTairs, a repentant body

of misguided citizens.

But farther still, and supposing the first question perfectly-

disposed of, there comes a second, grave too, though much less

peremptory : Is this Statue of yours a worthy commemoration

of a sacred man ? Is it so excellent in point of Art that we can,

with credit, set it up in our market-places as a respectable ap-

proach to the Ideal ? Or, alas, is it not such an amorphous

brazen sooterkin, bred of prurient heat and darkness, as falls,

if well seen into, far below the Real ? The Real, if you will

stand by it, is respectable. The coarsest hob-nailed pair of

shoes, if honestly made according to the laws of fact and

leather, are not ugly ; they are honest, and fit for their object

;

the highest eye may look on them without displeasure, nay with

a kind of satisfaction. This rude packing-case, it is faithfully

made ; square to the rule, and formed with rough-and-ready

strength against injury ;—fit for its use ; not a pretentious hypo-

crisy, but a modest serviceable y^^/y whoever pleases to look

upon it, will find the image of a humble manfulness in it, and

will pass on with some infinitesimal impulse to thank the gods.

But this your ' Ideal,' my misguided fellow-citizens? Good
Heavens, are you in the least aware what daniage, in the very

sources of their existence, men get from Cockney Sooterkins

saluting them publicly as models of Beauty? I charitably feel

you have not the smallest notion of it, or you would shriek at

the proposal ! Can you, my misguided friends, think it humane
to set-up, in its present uncomfortable form, this blotch of mis-

molten copper and zinc, out of which good warming-pans might

be made ? That all men should see this ; innocent young crea-

tures, still in arms, be taught to think this beautiful ;—and

perhaps women in an interesting situation look up to it as they

pass ? I put it to your religious feeling, to your principles as

men and fathers of families !

These questions the Woods-and-Forests, or some other

Public Tribunal constituted for the purpose, really ought to

ask, in a deliberate speaking manner, on the part of the speech-

less suffering Populations: it is the preliminary of all useful

Statue-building. Till both these questions are well answered,

the Woods-and-Forests should refu.-e pennission ; advise the

misguided citizens to go home ar.d repent. Really, if this
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Statue-humour go on, and grow as it has lately done, there

will be such a Public-Statue Board requisite ; or the Woods-
and-Forests will have to interfere, with such imperfect law as

now is.

The Woods-and-Forests, or if not they, then the Commis-
sioners of Sewers, Sanitary Board, Scavenger Board, Cleansing

Committee, or whoever holds or can usurp a little of the aedile

authority,—cannot some of them, in the name of sense and com-

mon decency, interfere at least thus far? Namely, to admonish
the misguided citizens, subscribers to the next Brazen Monster,

or sad sculptural solecism, the emblem of far sadder moral

ones ; and exhort them, three successive times, to make warm-
ing-pans of it and repent ;—or failing that, finding them obsti-

nate, to say with authority: "Well then, persist ; set-up your
" Brazen Calf, ye misguided citizens, and worship it, you, since

" you will and can. But observe, let it be done in secret: not

" in public; we say, in secret, at your peril! You have pleased

" to create a new Monster into this world; but to make him
" patent to public view, we, for our part, beg not to please.

" Observe, therefore. Build a high-enough brick case or joss-

" house for your Brazen Calf; with undiaphanous walls, and
" lighted by sky-windows only: put your Monster into that, and
" keep him there. Thither go at your pleasure, there assemble
" yourselves, and worship your bellyful, you absurd idolaters:

" ruin your own souls only, and leave the poor Population
" alone ; the poor speechless unconscious Population, whom we
" are bound to protect, and will !" To this exli-nt, 1 think the

Woods-and-Forests might reasonably interfere.
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[ist August iSso.J

As in the history of human things, which needs above all to

abridge itself, it happens usually that the chief actors in great

events and great epochs give their name to the series, and are

loosely reputed the causers and authors of them ; as a German
Reformation is called of Luther, and a French Reign of Terror

passes for the work of Robespierre, and from the ALueid and

earlier this has been the wont : so it may be said these current,

and now happily moribund, times of ours are worthy to be called,

in loose language, the Age of Jesuitism,—an epoch whose Pali-

nurus is the wretched mortal known among men as Ignatius

Loyola. For some two centuries the genius of mankind has

been dominated by the gospel of Ignatius, perhaps the strangest

and certainly among the fatalest ever preached hitherto under

the sun. Some acquaintance, out oi Bnrtoli and others, I have

made with that individual, and from old years have studied the

workings of him ; and to me he seems historically definable, he

more than another, as the poison-fountain from which these

rivers of bitterness that now submerge the world have flowed.

Counting from the 'ever-blessed Restoration,' or the advent

of that singular new Defender of the Faith called Charles Se-

cond, it is about two hundred years since we ourselves com-

menced that bad course ; and deeply detesting the Jiafne of St.

Ignatius, did nevertheless gradually adopt his gospel as the real

revelation of God's will, and the solid rule of living in this

world ; rule long since grown perfectly accredited, complete in

all its parts, and reigning supreme among us in all spiritual and
social matters whatsoever. The singular gospel, or revelation

of God's will ! That to please the supreme Fountain of Truth

your readiest method, now and then, was to persist in believing

what your whole soul found to be doubtful or incredible. That
poor human symbols were higher than the God Almighty's facts
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they symbolised ; that formulas, with or without the facts sym-

bolised Ijy them, were sacred and salutary ; that formulas, well

persisted in, could still save us when the facts were all fled ! A
new revelation to mankind ; not heard of in human experience,

till Ignatius revealed it to us. That, in substance, was the con-

tribution of Ignatius to the wellbeing of mankind. Under that

thrice-Stygian gospel we have all of us, Papist and at length

Protestant too, this long while sat; a 'doctrine of devils,' I

do think, if there ever was one ;—and are now, ever since 1789,

with endless misery and astonishment, confusedly awakening

out of the same, uncertain whether towards swift agony of social

death, or towards slow martyrdom of recovery into spiritual and
social life.

Not that poor Loyola did all the feat himself,—any more
than Luther, Robespierre, and other such did in the parallel

cases. By no means. Not in his poor person shall the wretched

Loyola bear the guilt of poisoning the world : the world was,

as it were, in quest of poison ; in the sure course of being

poisoned ; and would have got it done by some one : Loyola

is the historical symbol to us of its being done. The most con-

spicuous and ostentatious of the world's poisoners ; who, so-

lemnly consecrating all the rest in the name of holiness or

spiritual Health, has got the work of poisoning to go on with

never-imagined completeness and acceleration in all quarters
;

and is worthy to have it called after him a Jcsiiitism, and be

blamed by men (how judged by God, we know not) for doing

it. That it is done, there is the sad fact for us ; which infinitely

concerns every living soul of us ; what Ignatius got or is to get

for doing it,—this shall not concern us at all.

And so, before dismissing busy English readers to their

autumnal grouse-shooting,—the ramad/uifi, sacred fast, or month
of meditative solitude and devout prayer, now in use among the

English,— I have one sad thing to do : lead them a little to the

survey of Ignatius and our universal Jesuitism ; and ask them, in

Heaven's name, if they will answer such a question. What they

think of it, and of their share in it ? For this is the central and

parent phenomenon ; the great Tartarean Deep, this, whence

all our miseries, fatuities, futilities spring ; the accursed Hela's

realm, tenanted by foul creatures, ministers of Death Eternal,

out of which poor mortals, each foi himself, are called to escape
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jf they can ! Who is there that can escape ; that can become
alive to the terrible necessity of escaping ? By way of finish

to this offensive and alarming set of Pamphlets, I have still one

crowning offence and alarm to try if I can give. The message,

namely, That under all those Cannibal Connaughts, Distressed

Needlewomen, and other woes nigh grown intolerable, there lies

a still deeper Infinite of woe and guilt, chargeable on every one

of us ; and that till this abate, essentially those never will or can.

That our English solitaries, any noticeable number ofthem,

in their grouse ramadhan, or elsewhere, will accept the mess-

age, and see this thing for my poor showing, is more than I

expect. Not willingly or joyfully do men become conscious

that they are afloat, they and their affairs, upon the Pool of

Erebus, now nameless in polite speech ; and that all their mise-

ries, social and private, are fountains springing out of that, and
like to spring perennially with ever more copiousness, till once

you get away from that ! And yet who knows .-' Here and
there a thinking English soul, the i-cflection, the devotion, not

yet quite deafened out of him by perpetual noise and babble
;

such a soul,—left silent in the solitude of some Highland corry,

waiting perhaps till the gillies drive his deer up to him,—may
catch a glimpse of it, take a thought of it ; may prosecute his

thought ; fling down, with terror, his Joe-Manton and percus-

sion-caps, and fly to a better kind of ramadhan, towards an-

other kind of life ! Sure enough, if one in the thousand see at

all, in this sad matter, what I see and have long seen in it, his

life eitlier suddenly or gradually will alter in several particulars

;

and his sorrow, apprehension and amazement will probably

grow upon him, the longer he considers this affair ; and his

life, I think, will alter ever farther ;—and he, this one in a thou-

sand, will forgive me, and be thankful to the Heavens and me,

while he continues in this world or in any world i—

The Spiritual, it is still often said, but is not now snfficiently

considered, is the parent and first-cause of the Practical. The
Spiritual everywhere originates the Practical, models it, makes
it : so that the saddest external condition ot affairs, among men,

is but evidence of a still sadder internal one. For as thought

is the life-fountain and motive-soul of action, so, in all regions

of this human world, whatever outwar I thing offers itself to the

eye, is merely the garment or body of a thing which already
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existed invisibly within ; which, striving to give itself expres-

sion, has found, in the given circumstances, that it could and
would express itself—so. This is everywhere true ; and in these

times when men's attention is directed outward rather, this de-

serves far more attention than it will receive.

Do you ask why misery abounds among us ? I bid you

look into the notion we have formed for ourselves of this Uni-

verse, and of our duties and destinies there. If it is a true no-

tion, we shall strenuously reduce it to practice,—for who dare

or can contradict \v\s faith, whatever it may be, in the Eternal

Fact that is around him ?—and thereby blessings and success

will attend us in said Universe, or Eternal Fact we live amidst

:

of that surely there is no doubt. All revelations and intima-

tions, heavenly and earthly, assure us of that ; only a Philo-

sophy of Bedlam could throw a doubt on that ! Blessings and

success, most surely, if our notion of this Universe, and our

battle in it be a true one ; not curses and futilities, except it

be not true. For battle, in any case, I think we shall not

want ; harsh wounds, and the heat of the day, we shall have to

stand : but it will be a noble godlike and human battle, not an

ignoble devil-like and brutal one ; and our wounds, and sore

toils (what we in our impatience call ' miseries'), will themselves

be blessed to us.

But if, on the other hand, it were a false notion which we
believed ; alas, if it were even a false notion which we only

pretended to believe ? What battle can there be, in that latter

fatal case I Our faith, or notion of this Universe, is not false

only, but it is the father of falsity ; a thing that destroys itself,

and is equivalent to the death of all notion, all belief or motive

to action, except what the appetites and the astucities may
yield. We have then the thrice-baleful Universe of Cant, pro-

phesied for these Latter Days ; and no 'battle,' but a kind of

laigger Donnybrook one, is possible for hapless mortals till

that alter. Faith, Fact, Performance, in all high and gradu-

ally in all low departments, go about their business ; Inanity

well tailored and upholstered, mild-spoken Ambiguity, decorous

Hypocrisy which is astonished you should think it hypocritical,

taking their room and drawing their wages : from zenith to

nadir, you have Cant, Cant,—a Universe of Incredibilities

which are not even credited, which each man at best only tries

to persuade himself that he credits. Do you expect a divine
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battle, with noble victories, out of this ? I expect a Hudson's

Statue from it, brisk trade in scrip, with Distressed Needle-

women, Cannibal Connaughts, and other the like phenomena,

such as we now everywhere see t

Indisputably enough, what notion each forms of the Uni-

verse is the all-regulating fact with regard to him. The Uni-

verse makes no immediate objection to be conceived in any

way
;
pictures itself as plainly in the seeing faculty of Newton's

Dog Diamond, as of Newton ; and yields to each a result ac-

curately corresponding. To the Dog Diamond dogs'-meat,

with its adjuncts, better or worse ; to Newton discovery of the

System of the Stars.—Not the Universe's affair at all; but the

seeing party's affair very much, for the results to each corre-

spond, with exact proportion, to his notion of it.

The saddest condition of human affairs, what ancient

Prophets denounced as 'the Throne of Iniquity,' where men
' decree injustice by a law :' all this, with its thousandfold outer

miseries, is still but a symptom ; all this points to a far sadder

disease which lies invisible within ! In new dialect, whatever

modified interpretation we may put upon it, the same must be

said as in old :
' God's judgments are abroad in the world ;'

and it would much behove many of us to know well that the

essential fact lies there and not elsewhere. If we ' sin against

God,' it is most certain ' God's judgments' will overtake us
;

and whether we recognise them as God's message like men, or

merely rage and writhe under them like dogs, and in our blind

agony, each imputing it to his neighbour, tear one another in

pieces under them, it is certain they will continue upon us, till we
either cease 'sinning,' or are all torn in pieces and annihilated.

Wide-spread suffering, mutiny and delirium ; tiie hot rage

of sansculottic Insurrections, the cold rage of resuscitated Ty-

rannies ; the brutal degradation of the millions, the pampered
frivoHty of the units ; that awful unheeded spectacle, ' the

Throne of Iniquity decreeing injustice by a law,' as the just

eye can see it everywhere doing :—certainly something must

be wrong in the inner man of the world, since its outer man
is so terribly out of square ! The deliverer of the world, there-

fore, were not he who headed sansculottic insurrections never

so successful, but he who pointed out to the world what night-

mares were resting over its soul. Ignatius Loyola, and the

innumerable company. Papist, Protestant, Sham-christian, Anti-
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christian, that have believed his revelation ; universal preval-

ence, from pole to pole, of such a 'doctrine of devils ;' reverent

or quasi-reverent faith in the dead human formulas, and som-

nolent contempt of the divine ever-living facts, such as reigns

now, consecrated and supreme, in all commonwealths and
countries, and hearts of men ; the Human Species, as it were,

unconsciously or consciously, gone all to one Sodality of Jesu-

itism : who will deliver us from the body of this death ! It is

in ti'uth like death-in-life ; a living-criminal (as in the old Ro-

man days) with a corpse lashed fast to him. What wretch

could have deserved such a doom ?

As to this Ignatius, I am aware he is admired, and even

transcendently admired, or what we call worshipped, by multi-

tudes of human creatures, who to this day expect, or endea-

vour to expect, some kind of salvation from him ;—whom it is

so painful to enrage against me, if I could avoid it ! Undoubt-
edly Ignatius, centuries ago, gave satisfaction to the Devil's

Advocate, the Pope and other parties interested ; was canonised,

named Saint, and raised duly into Heaven officially so-called
;

whereupon, with many, he passes, ever since, for a kind of

God, or person who has much influence with the gods.—Alas,

the admiration, and transcendent admiration, of mankind,

goes a strange road in these times ! Hudson too had his can-

onisation : and by Vox Populi, if not by Pope and Devil's Ad-

vocate, was raised to a kind of brass Olympus by mankind
;

and rode there for a year or two ;—though he is already

gone to warming-pans again. A poor man, in our day, has

many gods foisted on him ; and big voices bid him, "Worship,

or be •
!" in a menacing and confusing manner. What

shall he do ? By far the greater part of said gods, current in

the public, whether canonised by Pope or Populus, are mere

dumb Apises and beatified Prize-oxen;—nay some of them, who
have articulate faculty, are devils instead of gods. A poor

man that would save his soul alive is reduced to the sad ne-

cessity of sharply trying his gods whether they are divine or

not ; which is a terrible pass for mankind, and lays an awful

problem upon each man. The man must do it, however. At

his own peril he will have to do this problem too, which is one

of the awfuiest ; and his neighbours, all but a most select por-

tion of ihfni, portion generally not clad in official tiaras, can
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be of next to no help to him in it, nay rather will infinitely

hinder him in it, as matters go. If Ignatius, worshipped by

millions as a kind of god, is, in eternal fact, a kind of devil, or

enemy of whatsoever is godlike in man's existence, -surely it is

pressingly expedient that men were made aware of it ; that

men, with whatever earnestness is yet in them, laid it awfully

to heart

!

Prim friend with the black serge gown, with the rosary,

scapulary, and I know not what other spiritual block -and-

tackle,— scowl not on me. If in thy poor heart, under its

rosaries, there dwell any human piety, awestruck reverence to-

wards the Supreme Maker, devout compassion towards this poor

Earth and her sons,—scowl not anathema on me, listen to me;

for I swear thou art my brother, in spite of rosaries and scapu-

laries ; and I recognise thee, though thou canst not me ; and

with love and pity know thee for a brother, though enchanted

into the condition of a spiritual mummy. Hapless creature,

curse me not ; listen to me, and consider ;—perhaps even thou

wilt escape from mummyhood, and become once more a living

soul !

Of Ignatius, then, I must take leave to say, there can this

be recorded, that probably he has done more mischief in the

Earth than any man born since. A scandalous mortal, O
brethren of mankind who live by truth and not by falsity, I

must call this man. Altogether,— here where I stand, looking

on millions of poor pious brothers reduced to spiritual mummy-
hood, who curse me because I try to speak the truth to them,

and on a whole world canting and grimacing from birth to

death, and finding in their life two serious indubitabilities.

Cookery and Scrip,—how, if he is the representative and chief

fountain of all this, can I call him other than the superlative

of scandals ? A bad man, I think ; not good by nature ; and

by destiny swollen into a very Ahriman of badness. Not good

by nature, 1 perceive. A man born greedy ; whose greatness

in the beginning, and even in the end if we will look well, is

indicated chiefly by the depth of his appetite : not the recom-

mendable kind of man ! A man full of prurient elements from

the first ; which at the last, through his long course, have de-

veloped themselves over the family of mankind into an expres-

sion altogether tremendous.
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A young Spanish soldier and hidalgo with hot Biscayan

blood, distinguished, as I understand, by his fierce appetites

chiefly, by his audacities and sensualities, and loud unreason-

able decision. That this Universe, in spite of rumours to the

contrary, was a Cookery-shop and Bordel, wherein garlic, ja-

maica-pepper, unfortunate-females and other spicery and gar-

nishing awaited the bold human appetite, and the rest of it

was mere rumour and moonshine : with this life-theory and
practice had Ignatius lived some thirty years, a hot human
Papin's-digester and little other ; when, on the walls of Pam-
peluna, the destined cannon-shot shattered both his legs,

—

leaving his head, hitting only his legs, so the Destinies would

have it,—and he fell at once totally prostrate, a wrecked Papin's-

digester ; lay many weeks horizontal, and had in that tedious

posture to commence a new series of reflections. He began to

perceive now that ' the rest of it' was not mere rumour and
moonshine ; that the rest was, in fact, the whole secret of the

matter. That the Cookery-shop and Bordel was a magical de-

lusion, a sleight-of-hand of Satan, to lead Ignatius down, by
garlic and finer temporal spiceries, to eternal Hell ;—and that

in short he, Ignatius, had lived hitherto as a degraded ferocious

Human Pig, one of the most perfect scoundrels; and was, at

that date, no other than a blot on Creation, and a scandal to

mankind.

With which set of reflections who could quarrel ? The re-

flections were true, were salutary ; nay there was something of

sacred in them,—as in the repentance of man, in the discovery

by erring man that wrong is not right, that wrong differs from

right as deep Hell from high Heaven, there ever is. Ignatius's

soul was in convulsions, in agonies of new birth ; for which I

honour Ignatius. Human sincerity could not but have told

him :
" Yes, in several respects, thou art a detestable Human

" Pig, and disgrace to the family of man; for which it behoves
" thee to be in nameless remorse, till thy life either mend or

" end. Consider, there as thou liest with thy two legs smashed,
" the peccant element that is in thee ; discover it, rigorously

" tear it out ; reflect what farther thou wilt do. A life yet re-

" mains; to be led, clearly, in some new manner: how wilt

" thou lead it ? Sit silent for the rest of thy days ? In some
" most modest seclusion, hide thyself from a humankind which
'• has been dishonoured by thee ? Thy sin being pruriency of
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'' appetite, give that at least no farther scope under any old

" or new form ?"

[ admit, the question was not easy. Think, in this his

wrecked horizontal position, what could or should the poor in-

dividual called Inigo, Ignatius, or whatever the first name of

him was, have done ? Truly for Ignatius the question was very

complicated. But, had he asked from Nature and the Eternal

Oracles a remedy for wrecked sensualism, here surely was one

tiling that would have suggested itself : To annihilate his pru-

riency. To cower, silent and ashamed, into some dim corner

;

and resolve to make henceforth as little noise as possible.

That would have been modest, salutary ; that might have led

to many other virtues, and gradually to all. That, 1 think, is

what the small still voices would have told Ignatius, could he

have heard them amid the loud bullyings and liturgyings ; but

he couldn't, perhaps he never tried ;—and that, accordingly,

was not what Ignatius resolved upon.

In fact, Christian doctrine, backed by all the human wis-

dom I could ever hear of, inclines me to think that Ignatius,

had he been a good and brave man, should have consented, at

this point, to be damned,— as was clear to him that he de-

served to be. Here would have been a healing solace to his

conscience ; one transcendent act of virtue which it still lay

with him, the worst of sinners, to do. " To die forever, as I

" have deserved ; let Eternal Justice triumph so, by means
" of me and my foul scandals, since otherwise it may not !"

Selbstt'ddtung, Annihilation of Self, justly reckoned the begin-

ning of all virtue : here is the highest form of it, still possible

to the lowest man. The voice of Nature this, to a repentant

outcast sinner turning again towards the realms of manhood
;—and I understand it is the precept of all right Christianity

too. But no, Ignatius could not, in his lowest abasement, con-

sent to have justice done on him, not on him, ah no ;—and
there lay his crime and his misfortune, which has brought such
penalty on him and us.

The truth is, it was not of Eternal Nature and her Oracles

that Ignatius inquired, poor man ; it was of Temporary Art
and hers, and these sang not of self-annihilation, or Ignatius

would not hear that part of their song. Not so did Ignatius

read the oniens. " My pruriency being terribly forbidden on
" one side, let it," thought Ignatius, deeply unconscious of such

S
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a thought, " have terrible course on another. Garlic-cookery
" and suchlike excitations are accursed to me forever; but can-
" not I achieve something that shall still assert my Ego I in

" a highly gratifying manner ?" Alas, human sincerity, hard

as his scourging had been, was not quite attainable by him.

In his frantic just agonies, he flung himself before the shrine

of Virgin Marys, Saints of the Romish Calendar, three-hatted

Holy Fathers, and uncertain Thaumaturgic Entities
;
praying

that he might be healed by miracle, not by course of nature ;

and that, for one most fatal item, his pruriency of appetite

might, under new inverse forms,—continue with him. Which
7>rayer, we may say, was granted.

In the depths of his despair, all Nature glooming veritable

reprobation on him, and Eternal Justice whispering, "Accept
what thou hast nierited," there rose this altogether turbid semi-

artificial glare of hope upon Ignatius, " The Virgin will save

me, the Virgin has saved me :"—Well and good, I say ; then

be quiet, and let us see some temperance and modesty in you.

Far otherwise did Ignatius resolve : temperance and true

modesty were not among the gifts of this precious individual

the Virgin had been at the pains to save. Many plans Ignatius

tried to make his Ego I still available on Earth, and still keep

Heaven open for him. His pilgrimings and battlings, his silent

sufferings and wrestlings for that object, are enormous, and

reach the highest pitch of the prurient-heroic. At length, after

various failures and unsatisfactory half-successes, it struck him:
" Has not there lately been a sort of revolt against the Virgin,

" and the Holy Father who takes care of her ? Certain infernal

" Heresiarchs in Germany and elsewhere, I am told, have
" risen up against the Holy Father, arguing with terrible

" plausibility that he is an LTnholy Phantasm: he ;—and if so,

" what am I and my outlooks ! A new light, presumably of

" Hell, has risen to that effect ; which new light—why cannot
" I vow here, and consecrate myself, to battle against, and
" with my whole strength endeavour to extinguish ?" That was

the task Ignatius fixed upon as his ; and at that he has been

busy, he and an immense and ever-increasing sodality of mortals,

these three hundred years ; and, through various fortune, they

have brought it thus far. Truly to one of the most singular

predicaments the affairs of mankind ever stood in before.

If the new light is of Hell, O Ignatius, right: but if of
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Heaven, there is not, that I know of, any equally damnable sin

as thine ! No ; thy late Pighood itself is trivial in comparison.

Frantic mortal, wilt thou, at the bidding of any Papa, war

against Almighty God ? Is there no 'inspiration,' then, but an

ancient Jewish, Greekish, Romish one, with big revenues, loud

Hturgies and red stockings ? The Pope is old ; but Eternity,

thou shalt observe, is older. High-treason against all the

Universe is dangerous to do. Quench not among us, I advise

thee, the monitions of that thrice-sacred gospel, holier than all

gospels, which dwells in each man direct from the Maker of

him ! Frightfully will it be avenged on thee, and on all that

follow thee ; to the sixth generation and farther, all men shall

lie under this gigantic Upas-tree thou hast been planting ; ter-

ribly will the gods avenge it on thee, and on all thy Father

Adam's house !

Ignatius's black mihtia, armed with this precious message

of salvation, have now been campaigning over all the world

for about three hundred years ; and openly or secretly have

done a mighty work over all the world. Who can count what

a work ! Where you meet a man believing in the salutary na-

ture of falsehoods, or the divine authority of things doubtful,

and fancying that to serve the Good Cause he must call the

Devil to his aid, there is a follower of Unsaint Ignatius ; not

till the last of these men has vanished from the Earth will our

account with Ignatius be quite settled, and his black militia have

got their mittimus to Chaos again. They have given a new
substantive to modern languages. The word 'Jesuitism' now,

in all countries, expresses an idea for which there was in Na-

ture no prototype before. Not till these late centuries had the

human soul generated that abomination, or needed to name it.

Truly they have achieved great things in the world ; and a

general result which we may call stupendous. Not victory

for Ignatius and the black militia,—no, till the Universe itself

become a cunningly devised Fable, and God the Maker abdi-

cate in favour of Beelzebub, I do not see how ' victory' can fall

on that side ! But they have done such deadly execution on

the general soul of man ; and have wrought such havoc on the

terrestrial and supernal interests of this world, as insure to

Jesuitism a long memory in human annals.

How many three-hatted Papas, and scandalous Conseciated
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Phantasms, cleric and laic, convicted or not yet suspected to

be Phantasms and servants of the Devil and not of God, does

it still retain in existence in all corners of this afflicted world

!

Germany had its War of Thirty Years, among other wars, on

this subject ; and had there not been elsewhere a nobler loyalty

to God's Cause than was to be found in Germany at that date,

Ignatius with his rosaries and gibbet-ropes, with his honey-

mouthed Fathers Lammerlein in black serge, and heavyfisted

Fathers Wallenstein in chain armour, must have carried it

;

and that alarming Lutheran new-light would have been got ex-

tinguished again. The Continent once well quenched out, it

was calculated England might soon be made to follow, and
then the whole world were blessed with orthodoxy. So it had

been computed. But Gusta\ais, a man prepared to die if need-

ful, Gustavus with his Swedes appeared upon the scene ; nay

shortly Oliver Cromwell with his Puritans appeared upon it ;

and the computation quite broke down. Beyond seas and
within seas, the Wallensteins and Lammerleins, the Hyacinths

and Andreas Habernfelds, the Lauds and Charleses,—in tine,

Ignatius and all that held of him,—had to cower into their holes

again, and try it by new methods. Many were their methods,

their fortune various ; and ever and anon, to the hope or the

terror of this and the other man of weak judgment, it has

seemed that victory was just about to crown Ignatius. True,

too true, the execution done upon the soul of mankind has

been enormous and tremendous ; but victory to If;natius there

has been none,—and will and can be none.

Nay at last, ever since 1789 and '93, the figure of the

quarrel has much altered ; and the hope for Ignatius (except

to here and there a man of weak judgment) has become a flat

impossibility. For Luther and Protestantism Proper having,

so to speak, withdrawn from the battle-field, as entities whose

work w.is done, there then appeared on it Jean Jacques and

French Sansculottism ; to which all creatures have gradually

joined themselves. Whereby now we have Protestantism Iin-

propcr,-—a Protestantism universal and illimitable on the part

of all men ; the whole world risen into anarchic mutiny, with

pike and paving-stone ; swearing by Heaven above and also by

Ikll beneath, by the Eternal Yea and the Eternal No, that

Ignatius and Imposture shall not rule them any more, neither

in soul nor in bodv nor in breechos-pocket any more ; but that
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they will go unruled rather,—as they hope it will be possible

for them to do. This is Igiiatius's ' destruction' of Protest-

antism : he has destroyed it into Sansculottism, such a form of

all-embracing Protestantism as was never dreamt of by the

human soul before. So that now, at last, there is hope of final

death and rest to Ignatius and his labours. Ignatius, I per-

ceive, is now sure to die, and be abolished before long ; nay is

already dead, and will not even galvatiise much farther ; but,

in fine, is hourly sinking towards the Abyss,—dragging much
along with him thither. Whole worlds along with him : such

continents of things, once living and beautiful, now dead and

horrible ; things once sacred, now not even commonly profane

:

—fearful and wonderful, to every thinking heart and seeing

eye, in these days ! That is the answer, slowly enunciated, but

irrevocable and indubitable, which Ignatius gets in Heaven's

High Court, when he appeals there, asking, "Am I a Sanctus
" or not, as the Papa and his Devil's-Advocate told me I was ?"

The ' vivaciousness' of Jesuitism is much spoken of, as a

thing creditable. And truly it is remarkable, though I think

in the way of wonder even more than of admiration, what a

quantity of killing it does require. To say nothing of the Crom-

wells and Gustavuses, and what they did, they and theirs,— it

is near a century now since Pombal and Aranda, secular and

not divine men, yet useful antiseptic products of their genera-

tion, felt called, if not consciously by Heaven, then by Earth

which is unconsciously a bit of Heaven, to cut-down this scan-

dal from the world, and make the earth rid of Jesuitism for one

thing. What a wide-sweeping shear they gave it, as with the

sudden scythe of universal death, is well known ; and how,

mown down from side to side of the world in one day, it had

to lie sorrowfully slain and withering under the sun. After all

which, nay after 1793 itself, does not Jesuitism still pretend to

be alive, and in this year 1850, still (by dint of steady galvan-

ism) shows some quivering in its fingers and toes ? Vivacious,

sure enough ; and I suppose there must be reasons for it, which

it is well to note withal. But what if such vivaciousness were,

in good part, hke that of evil weeds ; if the ' strength' of Jesuit-

ism were like that of typhus-fever, not a recommendable kind

of strength !

I hear much also ot 'obedience.' how that and the kindred
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virtues are prescribed and exemplified by Jesuitism ; the truth

of which, and the merit of which, far be it from me to deny.

Obedience, a virtue universally forgotten in these days, will

have to become universally known again. Obedience is good,

and indispensable : but if it be obedience to what is wrong
and false,—good Heavens, there is no name for such a depth

of human cowardice and calamity ; spurned everlastingly by

the gods. Loyalty ? Will you be loyal to Beelzebub ? Will

you 'make a covenant with Death and Hell"? I will not be

loyal to Beelzebub ; I will become a nomadic Chactaw rather,

a barricading Sansculotte, a Conciliation-Hall repealer ; any-

thing and everything is venial to that.

The virtues of Jesuitism, seasoned with that fatal condiment,

are other than quite virtuous ! To cherish pious thoughts, and

assiduously keep your eye directed to a Heaven that is not real

:

will that yield divine life to you, or hideous galvanic life-in-

death .'' To cherish many quasi-human virtues, really many
possibilities of virtue ; and wed them all to the principle that

God can be served by believing what is not true : to put-out

the sacred lamp of Intellect within you ; to decide on maiming
yourself of that higher godlike gift, which God himself has given

you with a silent but awful charge in regard to it ; to be bullied

and bowowed out of your loyalty to the God of Light by big

Phantasms and three-hatted Chimeras : can I call that by the

name of nobleness or human courage ?— " Could not help it,"

say you .'' If 'a man cannot help it,' a man must allow me to

say he has unfortunately given the most conspicuous proof of

caitiffhood that lay within his human possibility, and he must

cease to brag to me about his ' virtues,' in that sad case !

But, in fact, the character of the poor creature named Ig-

natius, whether it be good or bad and worst, concerns us little
;

not even that of the specific Jesuit Body concerns us much.

The Jesuits proper have long since got their final mittimus from

P'ngland. Nor, in the seventeenth century,—with an ubiquit-

ous alarming Toby Mathews, Andreas Habernfeld and Com-
])any ; with there a Father Hyacinth, and here a William Laud
and Charles First,— was this by any means so light a business

as we now fancy, liut it has been got accomplished. Long
now have the English People understood that Jesuits proper,

in so far as they are not Nothin;', (whicli is the commonest case),
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are servants of the Prince of Darkness : by Puritan Cromwel-

liads on the great scale, and on the small by diligent hunting,

confinement in the Clink Prison, and judicial tribulation,—let

us say, by earnest pious thought and fight, and the labours of

the valiant born to us,—this country has been tolerably cleared

of Jesuits proper ; nor is there danger of their ever coming to

a head here again. But, alas, the expulsion of the Jesuit Body
avails us little, when the Jesuit kS'^^z^/ has so nestled itself in the

life of mankind everywhere. What we have to complain of is,

that all men are become Jesuits ! That no man speaks the

truth to you or to himself, but that every man lies,—with blas-

phemous audacity, and does not know that he is lying,—before

God and man, in regard to almost all manner of things. This

is the fell heritage bequeathed us by Ignatius ; to this sad stage

has our battle with him come.

Consider it, good reader ;—and yet alas, if thou be not one

of a thousand, what is the use of bidding thee consider it ! The
deadliest essence of the curse we now labour under is that the

light of our inner eyesight is gone out ; that such things are

not discernible by considering. ' Cant and even sincere Cant :'

O Heaven, when a man doing his sincerest is still but canting !

For this is the sad condition of the insincere man : he is doomed
all his days to deal with insincerities ; to live, move, and have

his being in traditions and conventionalities. If the traditions

have grown old, the conventionalities will be mostly false ; true

in no sense can they be for him : never shall he behold the

truth of any matter ; formulas, theologic, economic and other,

certain superficial readings of truth, required in the market-

place, these he will take with him, these he will apply dex-

trously, and with these he will have to satisfy himself. Sin-

cerity shall not exist for him ; he shall i/iink that he has found

it, while it is yet far away. The deep, awful and indeed divine

quality of truth that lies in every object, and in virtue of which

the object exists,—from his poor eyes this is forever hidden.

Not with austere divine realities which belong to the Universe

and to Eternity, but with paltry ambiguous phantasms, com-
fortable and uncomfortable, which belong to his own parish,

and to the current week or generation, shall he pass his days.

There had been liars in the world ; alas, never since the

Old Serpent tempted Eve, had the world been free of liars, nei-

ther will it be : but there was in this of Jesuit Ignatius an apo-



264 LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS.

theosis of falsity, a kind of subtle quintessence and deadly virus

of lying, the like of which had never been seen before. Measure
it, if you can

;
prussic-acid and chloroform are poor to it ! Men

had served the Devil, and men had very imperfectly served

God ; but to think that God could be served more perfectly by

taking the Devil into partnership,—this was a novelty of St.

Ignatius. And this is now no novelty ; to such extent has the

Jesuit chloroform stupefied us all. This is the universal faith

and practice, for several generations past, of the class called

good men in this world. They are in general mutineers, sans-

culottes, angry disorderly persons, and a class rather worthy

to be called bad, who hitherto assert the contrary of this. " Be
" careful how you believe truth," cries the good man every-

where :
" Composure and a whole skin are very valuable. Truth,

" —who knows ?—many things are not true ; most things are

" uncertainties, very prosperous things are even open falsities

" that have been agreed upon. There is little certain truth

" going. If it isn't orthodox truth, it will play the very devil

" with you !"

Did the Human Species ever lie in such a soak of horrors,

- -sunk like steeping flax under the wide-spread fetid Hell-

waters,—in all spiritual respects dead, dead ; voiceless towards

Heaven for centuries back ; merely sending up, in the form

of mute prayer, such an odour as the angels never smelt be-

fore ! It has to lie there, till the worthless part has been rotted

out ; till much has been rotted out, I do perceive ;—and per-

haps the time has come when the precious Ihit Jibi'e itself is in

danger ; and men, if they are not delivered, will cease to be

men, or to be at all ! O Heavens, with divine Hudson on this

hand, and divine Ignatius on that, and the Gorham Contro-

versy going on, and the Irish Tenant Agitation (which will

soon become a Scotch and an English ditto) just about begin-

ning, is not tht.' hour now nearly come? Words fail us when

we would speak of what Ignatius has done for men. Probably

the most virulent form of sin which the Old Serpent has yet

rejoiced in on our poor Karlii. For me it is the deadliest

high treason against God our Maker which the soul of man
could commit.

And this, then, is the liorriblc conclusion we have arrived

at, in England as in all countries ; and with less protest against

it hitherto, and not with moic, in I'ngland th.iii in otliei coun-
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tries ? That the great body of orderly considerate men ; men
affecting the name of good and pious, and who, in fact, ex-

cluding certain silent exceptionary individuals one to the mil-

lion, such as the Almighty Beneficence never quite withholds,

are accounted our best men,—have unconsciously abnegated

the sacred privilege and duty of acting or speaking the truth
;

and fancy that it is not truth that is to be acted, but that an

amalgam of truth and falsity is the safe thing. In parliament

and pulpit, in book and speech, in whatever spiritual thing

men have to commune of, or to do together, this is the rule

they have lapsed into, this is the pass they have arrived at.

We have to report that Human Speech is not true ! That it

is false to a degree never witnessed in this world till lately.

Such a subtle virus of falsity in the very essence of it, as far

excels all open lying, or prior kinds of falsity ; false with con-

sciousness of being sincere ! The heart of the world is cor-

rupted to the core ; a detestable devil's-poison circulates in the

life-blood of mankind ; taints with abominable deadly malady

all that mankind do. Such a curse never fell on men before.

For the falsity of speech rests on a far deeper falsity.

False speech, as is inevitable when men long practise it, falsi-

fies all things ; the very thoughts, or fountains of speech and

action become false. Ere long, by the appointed curse of

Heaven, a man's intellect ceases to be capable of distinguish-

ing truth, when he permits himself to deal in speaking or acting

what is false. Watch well the tongue, for out of it are the

issues of life ! O, the foul leprosy that heaps itself in mon-
strous accumulation over Human Life, and obliterates all the

divine features of it into one hideous mountain of purulent

disease, when Human Life parts company with truth ; and

fancies, taught by Ignatius or another, that Hes will be the

salvation of it ! We of these late centuries have suffered as

the sons of Adam never did before ; hebetated, sunk under

mountains of torpid leprosy ; and studying to persuade our-

selves that this is health.

And if we have awakened from the sleep of death into the

Sorcerer's Sabbath of Anarchy, is it not the chief of blessings

that we are awake at all ? Thanks to Transcendent Sanscu-

lottism and the long-memorable French Revolution, the one

veritable and tremendous Gospel of these bad ages, divine Gos-

pel such as we deserved, and merciful too, though preached
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in thunder and terror 1 Napoleon Campaignings, September
Massacres, Reigns of Terror, Anacharsis Clootz and Pontifif

Robespierre, and still more beggarly tragicalities that we have
since seen, and are still to see : what frightful thing were not

a little less frightful than the th"ng we had ? Peremptory was
our necessity of putting Jesuitism away, of awakening to the

consciousness of Jesuitism. ' Horrible,' yes : how could it be

other than horrible } Like the valley of Jehosaphat, it lies

round us, one nightmare wilderness, and wreck of dead-men's

bones, this false modern world ; and no rapt Ezechiel in pro-

phetic vision imaged to himself things sadder, more horrible

and terrible, than the eyes of men, if they are awake, may now
deliberately see. Many yet sleep ; but the sleep of all, as we
judge by their maundermg and jargoning, their Gorham Con-

troversies, street-barricadings, and uneasy tossings and som-
nambulisms, is not far from ending. Novalis says, ' We are

near awakening when we dream that we are dreaming'

A man's ' religion* consists not of the many things he is in

doubt of and tries to believe, but of the few he is assured of,

and has no need of effort for believing. His religion, what-

ever it may be, is a discerned fact, and coherent system of

discerned facts to him ; he stands fronting the worlds and the

eternities upon it : to doubt of it is not permissible at all ! He
must verify or expel his doubts, convert them into certainty

of Yes or No ; or they will be the death of his religion.—But,

on the other hand, convert them into certainty of Yes and No
;

or even of Yes though No, as the Ignatian method is, what

will become of your religion ? Let us glance a little at this

strange aspect of our affairs.

What a man's or nation's available religion at any time is,

may sometimes, especially if he abound in Bishops, Gorham
Controversies, and richly endowed Churches and Church-prac-

tices, be difficult to say. For a Nation which, under very

peculiar circumstances, closed its Bible about two hundred

years ago, hanged the dead body of its Cromwell, and accepted

one Charles Second for Defender of its Faith so-called ; for

such a Nation, which has closed its Bible, and decided that

the suffi( lent untl much handier practice would be to kiss the
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outside of said Bible, and in all senses swear zealously by the

same without opening it again,—the question what its ' reli-

gion' is, may naturally be involved in obscurities ! Such dra-

maturgic fugle-worship going on everywhere, and kissing of

the closed Bible, what real worship, religioti, or recognition of

a Divine Necessity in Nature and Life, there may be—Or, in

fact, is there any left at all ? Very little, I should say.

The religion of a man in these strange circumstances, what
living conviction he has about his Destiny in this Universe,

falls into a most strange condition;— and, in truth, I have

observed, is apt to take refuge in the stomach mainly. The
man goes through his prescribed fugle-motions at church and
elsewhere, keeping his conscience and sense of decency at

ease thereby ; and in some empty part of his brain, if he have
fancy left, or brain other than a beaver's, there goes on occa-

sionally some dance of dreamy hypotheses, sentimental echoes,

shadows, and other inane make-believes,—which I think are

quite the contrary of a possession to him ; leading to no clear

Faith, or divine life-and-death Certainty of any kind ; but to

a torpid species of delii-iuin somnians and deHriic7)i stertens

rather. In his head or in his heart this man has of available

religion none. But descend into his stomach, purse and the

adjacent regions, you then do awaken, even in the very last

extremity, a set of divine beliefs, were it only belief in the mul-

tiplication-table, and certain coarser outward forms of memn
and tuum. Hebeheves in the inalienable nature of purchased

beef, in the duty of the British citizen to fight for himself when
injured, and other similar faiths :-—an actual ' religion' of its

sort, or revelation of what the Almighty Maker means with

him in this Earth, and has irrefragably, as by direct inspira-

tion, charged him to do. This is the man's religion ; this pooi

scantling of ' divine convictions' which you find lying, mostly

inarticulate, in deep sleep at the bottom of his stomach, and
have such difficulty in raising into any kind of elocution or

conscious wakefulness.

Alas, so much of him, his soul almost wholly, is not only

asleep there, but gone drowned and dead. The ' religion* you

awaken in him is often of a very singular quality ; enough to

make the observer pause in silence. Such a religion, issuing

practically in Hudson Statues, and, alas, also in Distressed

Needlewomen, Cannibal Connaughts, and ' remedial measures
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suited to the occasion,' was never seen among Adam's Pos-

terity before. But it is this modern man's rehgion ; all the

religion you will get of him. And if you can winnow-out the

fugle-motions, fantasies, sentimentalisms, make-beheves, and

other multitudinous chaff, so that his religion stands before

you in its net condition, you may contemplate it with scientific

astonishment, with innumerable reflections, and may perhaps

draw wise inferences from it.

A singular piece of scribble, in Sauerteig's hand, bearing

marks of haste and almost of rage (for the words, abbreviated

to the bone, tumble about as if in battle on the paper), occurs

to me at this moment, entitled Schiveiti sche Weltansicht ; and

I will try to decipher and translate it.

• Pig Philosophy.

' If the inestimable talent of Literature should, in these

' swift days of progress, be extended to the brute creation,

' having fairly taken-in all the human, so that swine and oxen
' could communicate to us on paper what they thought of the

' Universe, there might curious results, not uninstructive to

' some of us, ensue. Supposing swine (I mean fourfooted swine),

' of sensibility and superior logical parts, had attained such
' culture ; and could, after survey and reflection, jot-down for

' us their notion of the Universe, and of their interests and
' duties there,—might it not well interest a discerning public,

' perhaps in unexpected ways, and give a stimulus to the lan-

' guishing book-trade ? The votes of all creatures, it is under-

' stood at present, ought to be had; that you may "legislate"

' for them with better insight. " How can you govern a thing,"

• say many, "without first asking its vote?" Unless, indeed,

' you alread) chance to know its vote,—and even something
' more, namel), what you are to think of its vote; what // wants
' by its vote; and still more important, what Nature wants,

' which latter, at the end of the account, is the only thing that

' will be got! Pig Propositions, in a rough form, are some-

' what as follows

:

' I. The Universe, so far as sane conjecture can go, is an

' immeasurnblc Swine's-trough, consisting of solid and liquid,

and of other contrasts nn<l kinds;— -especially consisting of
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attainable and unattainable, the latter in immensely greater

quantities lor most pigs.

' 2. Moral evil is unattainability of Pig's-wash ; moral good,

attainability of ditto.

' 3. " What is Paradise, or the State of Innocence ?" Para-

dise, called also State of Innocence, Age of Gold, and other

names, was (according to Pigs of weak judgment) unlimited

attainability of Pig's-wash ; perfect fulfilment of one's wishes,

so that the Pig's imagination could not outrun reality : a fable

and an impossibility, as Pigs of sense now see.

' 4. " Define the Whole Duty of Pigs." It is the mission

of universal Pighood, and the duty of all Pigs, at all times, to

diminish the quantity of unattainable and increase that of

attainable. All knowledge and device and effort ought to be

directed thither and thither only ; Pig Science, Pig Enthusiasm

and Devotion have this one aim. It is the Whole Duty of

Pigs.

' 5. Pig Poetry ought to consist of universal recognition of

the excellence of Pig's-wash and ground barley, and the felicity

of Pigs whose trough is in order, and who have had enough

:

Hrumph !

' 6. The Pig knows the weather; he ought to look out what

kind of weather it will be.

' 7. " Who made the Pig.-"" Unknown ;—perhaps the Pork-

butcher ?

' 8. " Have you Law and Justice in Pigdom T' Pigs of ob-

servation have discerned that there is, or was once supposed

to be, a thing called justice. Undeniably at least there is a

sentiment in Pig-nature called indignation, revenge, &c., which,

if one Pig provoke another, comes out in a more or less de-

structive manner: hence laws are necessary, amazing quan-

tities of laws. For quarrelling is attended with loss of blood,

of life, at any rate with frightful effusion of the general stock

of Hog's-wash, and ruin (temporary ruin) to large sections of

the universal S wine's-trough : wherefore let justice be observed,

that so quarrelling be avoided.

' 9. " What is justice ?" Your own share of the general

Swine's-trough, not any portion of my share.

'10. "But what is 'my' share?" Ah! there in fact lies

the grand difficulty ; upon which Pig science, ineditating this

long while, can settle absolutely nothing. My share—hrumph .'
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' —my share is, on the whole, whatever I can contrive to get

' without being hanged or sent to the hulks. For there arc gib-

' bets, treadmills, I need not tell you, and rules which Lawyers
' have prescribed.

*ii. "Who are Lawyers?" Servants of God, appointed
' revealers of the oracles of God, who read-off to us from day
' to day what is the eternal Commandment of God in reference

' to the mutual claims of his creatures in this world.

'12. " Where do they find that written ?" In Coke upon
' Lyttelton.

'13. " Who made Coke ?" Unknown : the maker of Coke's

'wig is discoverable.— "What became of Coke?" Died.

—

' " And then ?" Went to the undertaker; went to the' But

we must pull up : Sauerteig's fierce humour, confounding ever

farther in his haste the fourfooted with the twofooted animal,

rushes into wilder and wilder forms of satirical torch-dancing,

and threatens to end in a universal Rape of the Wigs, which in

a person of his character looks ominous and dangerous. Here,

for example, is his fifty-first ' Proposition,' as he calls it:

'51. " What are Bishops ?" Overseers of souls.—" What
' is a soul ?" The thing that keeps the body alive.— " How do
' they oversee that ?" They tie on a kind of aprons, publish

' charges ; I believe they pray dreadfully ; macerate themselves
' nearly dead with continual grief that they cannot in the least

' oversee it.—"And arc much honoured?" By the wise very

' much.

'52. " L>efine the Church." I had rather not.—"Do you
' believe in a Future state ?" Yes, surely.— " What is it ?"

' Heaven, so-called.— " To everybody ?" I understand so ; hope
' so!—"What is it thought to be?" Hrumph!—"No HelL
' then, dt all ?"—Hrumph 1'

The Fine Arts are by some thought to be a kind of religion
;

the chief religion this poor Europe is to have in time coming:

and undoubtedly it is in Literature, Poetry and the other kin-

dred Arts, where at least a certain manliness of temper, and

liberty to follow truth, prevails or might prevail, that the world's

chosen souls do now chiefly take refuge, and attempt what
' Worship of the Beautiful' may still be possible for them. The
Poet in the Fine Arts, especially the Poet in Speech, what
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Fichte calls the ' Scholar' or the ' Literary Man,' is defined by
Fichte as the ' Priest' of these Modern Epochs,-- all the Priest

they have. And indeed Nature herself will teach us that the

man born with what we call 'genius,' which will mean, born

with better and larger understanding than others; the man in

whom 'the inspiration of the Almighty,' given to all men, has

a higher potentiality ;—that he, and properly he only, is the

perpetual Priest of Men ; ordained to the office by God himself,

whether men can be so lucky as to get him ordained to it or

not : nay, he does the office, too, after a sort, in this and in all

epochs. Ever must the Fine Arts be if not religion, yet indis-

solubly united to it, dependent on it, vitally blended with it as

body is with soul.

Why should I say, Ignatius Loyola ruined our Fine Arts ?

Ignatius thought not of the Fine Arts ; nor is the guilt all his.

Ignatius, intent on the heart of the matter, did but consecrate

in the name of Heaven, and religiously welcome as life in God,

the universal death in the Devil which of itself was preparing

to come,—on the Fine Arts as on all things. The Fine Arts

are not what I most regret in the catastrophe so frightfully ac-

celerated and consummated by him ! If men's practical faith

have become a Pig Philosophy, and their divine worship have

become a Mumbojumboism, soliciting in dumb agony either

change to the very heart or else extinction and abolition, it

matters little what their fine or other arts may be. All arts,

industries and pursuits they have, are tainted to the heart with

foul poison ; carry not in them the inspiration of God, but

(frightful to think of!) that of the Devil calling and thinking

himself God ; and are smitten with a curse forevermore. What
judgment the Academy of Cognoscenti may pronounce on them,

is unimportant to me; what splendour of upholstery and French

cookery, and temporary bullion at the Bank, may be realised

from them, is important to M'Croudy, not to me.

Such bullion, I perceive well, can but be temporary ;—and
if it were to be eternal, would bullion reconcile me to them ?

No, M'Croudy, never. Bullion, temporary bullion itself, awakens
the hallelujah of flunkies ; but even eternal bullion ought to

make small impression upon men. To men I count it a hu-

man blessedness, and stern benignity of Heaven, that when
their cotn^se is false and ignoble, their bullion begins to leave

them ; that ultimate bankruptcy, and flat universal ruin, pub-
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lished in the gazette, and palpable even to flunkies, follows

step by step, at a longer or shorter interval, all solecisms under

this sun. Certain as shadow follows substance; it is the oldest

law of Fate :—and one good day, open ruin, bankruptcy and

foul destruction, does overtake them all. Let us bless God for

it. Were it otherwise, what end could there be of solecisms ?

The temporary paradise of quacks and flunkies were now an

eternal paradise ; how could the noble soul find harbour or

patience in this world at all ? This world were the inherit-

ance of the ignoble ;—a very Bedlam, as some sceptics have

fancied it ; made by malignant gods in their sport.

But as to Jesuitism in the Fine Arts, and how its unsus-

pected thrice-uablessed presence here too smites the genius of

mankind with paralysis, there were much to be said. Sorrow-

ful reflections lie in that, far beyond what a discerning public

fancies in these days ; reflections which cannot be entered

upon, which can hardly be indicated afar off, at present. Here

too, as elsewhere, the consummate flower of Consecrated Un-

veracity reigns supreme ; and here as elsewhere peaceably pre-

sides over an enormous Life-in-Death !

" May the Devil fly away with the Fine Arts !" exclaimed

confidentially once, in my hearing, one of our most distin-

guished public men ; a sentiment that often recurs to me. I

perceive too well how true it is, in our case. A public man,

intent on any real business, does, I suppose, find the Fine Arts

rather imaginary. The Fine Arts, wherever they turn-up as

business, whatever Committee sit upon them, are sure to be

the parent of much empty talk, laborious hypocrisy, dilettant-

ism, futility ; involving huge trouble and expense and babble,

which end in no result, if not in worse than none. The prac-

tical man, in his moments of sincerity, feels them to be a pre-

tentious nothingness; a confused superfluity and nuisance, pur-

chased with cost,—what he in brief language denominates a

dore. It in truly so, in these degraded days :—and the Fine

Arts, among other fine interests of ours, are really called to

recognise it, and sec what they will do in it. For they are

become the Throne of Hypocrisy, I think the highest of her

many thrones, these said Arts ; which is very sad to consider !

Nowhere, not even on a gala-day in the Pope's Church of .St.

Peter, is there such an explosion oi intolerable hypocrisy, on
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the part of poor mankind, as when you admit them into their

Royal Picture-gallery, Glyptothek, Museum, or other divine

Temple of the Fine Arts. Hypocrisy doubly intolerable ; be-

cause it is not here, as in St. Peter's and some other Churches,

an obliged hypocrisy but a voluntary one. Nothing but your

own vanity prompts you here to pretend worshipping; you are

not bound to worship, and twaddle pretended raptures, cri-

ticisms and poetic recognitions, unless you like it ;—and you

do not the least know what a damnable practice it is, or you

wouldn't ! I make a rule, these many years back, to speak

almost nothing, and encourage no speech in Picture-galleries
;

to avoid company, even that of familiar friends, in such situa-

tions ; and perambulate the place in silence. You can thus

worship or not worship, precisely as the gods bid you ; and are

at least under no obligation to do hypocrisies, if you cannot

conveniently worship.

The fact is, though men are not in the least aware of it,

the Fine Arts, divorced entirely from Truth this long while,

and wedded almost professedly to Falsehood, Fiction and such-

like, are got into what we must call an insane condition : they

walk abroad without keepers, nobody suspecting their sad state,

and do fantastic tricks equal to any in Bedlam,—especially

when admitted to work 'regardless of expense,' as we some-

times see them ! What earnest soul passes that new St. Ste-

phen's, and its wilderness of stone pepperboxes with their tin

flags atop, worth two millions I am told, without mentally ex-

claiming Apage, and cutting some pious cross in the air ! If

that be 'ideal beauty,' except for sugarwork, and the more
elaborate kinds of gingerbread, what is real ugliness ? To say

merely (with an architectonic trumpet-blast that cost two-mil-

lions), " Good Christians, you observe well I am regardless of

expense, and also of veracity, in every form .''" Too truly these

poor Fine Arts have fallen mad !

The Fine Arts once divorcing themselves from truth, arc

quite certain to fall mad, if they do not die, and get flown

away with by the Devil, which latter is only the second-worst

result for us. Truth, fact, is the life of all things ; falsity,

' fiction' or whatever it may call itself, is certain to be death,

and is already insanity, to whatever thing takes up with it.

Fiction, even to the Fine Arts, is not a quite permissible thing.

Sparingly permis3ible, within iron limits ; or if you will reckon

T
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strictly, not peiinissible at all ! The Fine Arts too, like the

coarse and every art of Man's god-given Faculty, are to under-

stand that they are sent hither not to fib and dance, but to

speak and vi^ork ; and, on the whole, that God Almighty's

Facts, such as given us, are the one pabulum which will yield

them any nourishment in this world. O Heavens, had they

always well remembered that, what a world were it now I

This seems strange doctrine : but it is to me, this long

while, too sorrowfully certain ; and I invite all my artist friends,

of the painting, sculpturing, speaking, writing, especially of the

singing and rhyming department, to meditate upon it, till, with

amazement, remorse, and determination to amend, they get to

see what lies in it ! Homer's Iliad, if you examine, is no Fic-

tion but a Ballad History; the heart of it burning with enthu-

siastic ill-informed belief. It ' sings' itself, because its rude

heart, rapt into transcendency of zeal and admiration, is too

full for speaking. The ' valour of Tydides,' ' wrath of the divine

Achilles :* in old Greece, in Phthiotis and ^tolia, to earnest

souls that could believe them, these things were likely to be

interesting! Human speech was once wholly true ; as tran-

scendent human speech still is. The Hebrew Bible, is it not,,

before all things, trite, as no other Book ever was or will be ?

All great Poems, all great Books, if you search the first founda-

tion of their greatness, have been veridical, the truest they could

get to be. Never will there be a great Poem more that is not

veridical, that does not ground itself on the Interpreting of

Fact ; to the rigorous exclusion of all falsity, fiction, idle dross

of every kind : never can a Poem truly interest human souls,.

except by, in the first place, taking with it the belief oi said

souls. Their belief; that is the whole basis, essence, and prac-

tical outcome, of human souls : leave that behind you, as ' Poets'

everywhere have for a long time done, what is there left the

Poets and you !

The early Nations of the world, all Nations so long as they

continued simple and in earnest, knew without teaching that

their History was an Epic and Bible, the clouded struggling

Image of a (lod's Presence, the action of heroes and god-in-

spired men. The noble intclltc.t that could disenthral such

divine image, and present it to them clear, unclouded, in visible

coherency comprehensible to human thought, was felt to be a
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Vates and the chief of intellects. No need to bid him sing it,

make a Poem of it. Nature herself compelled him ; except in

Song or in Psalm, such an insight by human eyes into the di-

vine was not utterable. These are the Bibles of Nations ; to

each its Believed History is its Bible. Not in Judea alone,

or Hellas and Latium alone ; but in all lands and all times.

Nor, deeply as the fact is now forgotten, has it essentially in

the smallest degree ceased to be the fact, nor will it cease.

With every Nation it is so, and with every man ;—for every

Nation, I suppose, was made by God, and every man too ?

Only there are some Nations, like some men, who know it

;

and some who do not. The great Nations are they that have

known it well ; the small and contemptible, both of men and

Nations, are they that have either never known it, or soon for-

gotten it and never laid it to heart. Of these comes nothing.

The measure of a Nation's greatness, of its worth under this

sky to God and to men, is not the quantity of cotton it can

spin, the quantity of bullion it has realised ; but the quantity

of heroisms it has achieved, of noble pieties and valiant wis-

doms that were in it,—that still are in it.

Beyond doubt the Almighty Maker made this England too
;

and has been and forever is miraculously present here. The
more is the pity for us if our eyes are grown owlish, and can-

not see this fact of facts when it is before us ! Once it was

known that the Highest did of a surety dwell in this Nation,

divinely avenging, and divinely saving and rewarding ; lead-

ing, by steep and flaming paths, by heroisms, pieties and noble

acts and thoughts, this Nation heavenward, if it would and

dared. Known or not, this (or else the terrible inverse of this)

is forevermore the fact 1 The History of England too, had the

Fine or other Arts taught us to read it right, is the record of

the Divine Appearances among us ; of the brightnesses out of

Heaven that have irradiated our terrestrial struggle ; and

spanned our wild deluges, and weltering seas of trouble, as

with celestial rainbows, and symbols of eternal covenants. It is

the Bible of the Nation : what part of it they have laid to heart,

and do practically know for truth, is the available Bible they have.

Ask yourselves, What are the eternal covenants which you

can believe, and dare not for your life's sake but go and ob-

serve ? These are your VA\Aq, yo»r God's Word such as it may
be t these you will continually struggle to obev ; other than



276 LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS.

these, not continually, or authentically at all. Did the Maker
of this Universe reveal himself, to your believing Intellect, in

scrip mainly, in Cotton Trades, and profitable industries and
gambhngs ? Here too you will see 'miracles:' tubular bridges,

gutta-percha telegraphs ; not to speak of sudden Hudson cor-

nucopias, scrip manna-showers, and pillar-of-cloud for all the

flunkies,—miracles after a sort. Your Bible will be a Political

Economy; your psalmist and evangelist will be M'Croudy
;
your

practical worship the insatiable desire, and continual sacred

effort, to make money. Bible, of one or the other sort, bible,

evangelist, and worship you infallibly will have :—and some
are God-worships, fruitful in human heroisms, in blessed arts,

and deeds long-memorable, shining with a sacred splendour of

the empyrean across all earthly darknesses and contradictions

:

and some again are, to a terrible extent, Devil-worships, fruit-

ful in temporary bullion, in upholstery, gluttony and universal

varnish and gold-leaf; and issuing, alas, at length in street-

barricades, and a confused 7-eturn of them to the Devil whose
they are !—My friend, I have to speak in crude language, the

wretched times being dumb and deaf: and if thou find no truth

under this but the phantom of an extinct Hebrew one, I at

present cannot help it.

Hengst Invasions, Norman Conquests, Battles of Brunan-

burg. Battles of Evesham, Towton ; Plantagenets, Wars of

Roses, Wars of Roundheads: does the fool in his heart believe

that all this was a Donnybrook Bedlam, originating nowhere,

proceeding nowhither ? His beautifully cultivated intellect has

given him such interpretation, and no better, of the Universe

we live in ? He discerns it to be an enormous sooty Weaving-

shop, and turbid Manufactory of eatables and drinkables and

wearables ; sparingly supplied with provender by the indus-

trious individuals, and much infested by the mad and idle.

And he can consent to live here; he does not continually think

of suicide as a remedy ? The unhappy mortal : if a soul ever

awaken in him again, his first thought will be of prussic-acid,

I should say !

—

All History, whether M'Croudy and his Fine Arts know the

fact or not, is an inarticulate Bible ; and in a dim intricate

manner reveals the Divine Apjiearances in this lower world.

For Cod did make this world, and docs forever govern it; the

loud-roaring Loom of 'lime, with all its French revolutions,
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Jewish revelations, ' weaves the vesture thou seest Him by.

There is no Biography of a man, much less any History, or

Biography of a Nation, but wraps in it a message out of Heaven,

addressed to the hearing ear or to the not hearing. What this

Universe is, what the Laws of God are, the Life of every man
will a little teach it you ; the Life of All Men and of All Things,

only this could wholly teach it you,—and you are to be open

to learn.

Who are they, gifted from above, that will convert volu-

minous Dryasdust into an Epic and even a Bible ? Who will

smelt, in the all-victorious fire of his soul, these scandalous be-

wildering rubbish-mountains of sleepy Dryasdust, till they give-

up the golden ingot that lies imprisoned in them ? The veritable

'revelation,' this, of the ways of God to England; how the

Almighty Power, and his mysterious Providences, dealt here-

tofore with England , more and more what the Almighty's

judgments with us, his chastisements and his beneficences, were

;

what the Supreme Will, since ushering this English People on

the stage of things, has guided them to do and to become.

Fine Arts, Literatures, Poetries ? If they are Human Arts at

all, where have they been wool-gathering, these centuries long

;

—wandering literally like creatures fallen mad !

It awakens graver thoughts than were in Marlborough, that

saying of his. That he knew no Enghsh History but what he

had learned from Shakspeare. In Shakspeare's grand intelli-

gence the History of England, cursory as was his study of it,

does model itself, for the first time, into something of rhythmic

and poetic ; there are scattered traits and tones of a National

Epos in those Historical Plays of his. In Shakspeare, more

than in another, lay that high vates talent of interpreting con-

fused human Actualities, and unfolding what divine melodious

Ideals, or Thoughts of the Supreme, were embodied in them :

he, more than any other, might have done somewhat towards

making History a Bible. But, alas, it was not in the Temple

of the Nations, with all intelligences ministering to him and

cooperating with him, that his workshop was laid ; it was in

the Bankside Playhouse that Shakspeare was set to work, and

the sovereign populace had ware for their sixpence from him

there !

—

After all, I do not blame the poor Fine Arts for taking into
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fiction, and into all the deeper kinds of falsity which grov» from

that. Ignatius, and a world too ready to follow him, had dis-

covered the divine virtues g{ fiction in far higher provinces:

the road to fiction lay wide-open for all things ! But Nature's

eternal voice, inaudible at present or faintly audible, proclaims

the contrary nevertheless ; and will make it known again ont

day. Fiction, I think, or idle falsity of any kind, was never

tolerable, except in a world which did itself abound in practical

lies and solemn shams ; and which had gradually impressed on

its inhabitants the inane form of character tolerant of that kind

of ware. A serious soul, can it wish, even in hours of relaxa-

tion, that you should fiddle empty nonsense to it ? A serious

soul would desire to be entertained, either with absolute silence,

or with what was truth, and had fruit in it, and was made by

the Maker of us all. With the idle soul I can fancy it far

otherwise ; but only with the idle.

Given an idle potentate, monster of opulence, gluttonous

bloated Nawaub, of black colour or of white,—naturally he will

have prating story-tellers to amuse his half-sleepy hours of ru-

mination ; if from his deep gross stomach, sinking overloaded

as if towards its last torpor, they can elicit any transient glow

of interest, tragic or comic, especially any wrinkle of moment-

ary laughter, however idle, great shall be their reward. Wits,

story-tellers, ballad-singers, especially dancing-girls who un-

derstand their trade, are in much request with such gluttonous

half-sleeping, black or white Monster of Opulence. A bevy of

supple dancing-girls who with the due mixture (mixture settled

by custom), and with not more than the due mixture, of lasci-

vious fire, will represent to him, brandishing their daggers, and

rhythmically chanting and posturing, the Loves of Vishnu,

Loves of Adonis, Death of Psyche, Barber of Seville, or what-

ever nonsense there may be, according to time or country :

these are the kind of artists fit for such unfortunate stuffed

stupefied Nawaub, in-his hours of rumination ; upon these his

hot heavy-laden eye may rest without abhorrence; if with per-

ceptible momentary satisfaction emerging from his bottomless

ennui,— then victory and gold -purses to the artist; be such

artist crowned with laurel or with parsley, and declared divine

in presence of all men.

Luxurious Europe, in its reading rmblics, dilettanti, cog-

noscenti and other publics, ib wholly one big ugly Nawaub of
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that kind ; who has converted all the Fine Arts into after-din-

ner amusements; slave adjuncts to his cookeries, upholsteries,

tailories, and other palpably Coarse Arts. The brutish mon-

ster has turned all the Nine Muses, who by birth are sacred

Priestesses of Heaven, into scandalous Bayaderes ; and they

dance with supple motions, to enlighten the vile darkness oi

his ennui for him. Too truly mad, these poor Fine Arts ! The
Coarse Arts too, if he had not an authentic stomach and skin,

which always bring him a little right again in those depart-

ments, would go mad.

How all things hang together ! Universal Jesuitism hav-

ing once lodged itself in the heart, you will see it in the very

tinger-nails by and by. Calculate how far it is from Sophocles

and ^schylus to Knowles and Scribe; how Homer has gra-

dually changed into Sir Harris Nicolas ; or what roads the

human species must have travelled before a Psahn of David
could become an Opera at the Haytnaj'ket, and men, with

their divine gift of Music, instead of solemnly celebrating the

highest fact, or 'singing to the praise of God,' consented to

celebrate the lowest nonsense, and sing to the praise of Jenny
Lind and the Gazza Ladra,— perhaps the step from Oliver

Cromwell to Lord John Russell will not seem so unconscion-

able ! I find it within, and not without, the order of Nature
;

and that all things, like all men, are blood-relations to one

another.

This accursed nightmare, which we name Jesuitism, will

have to vanish ; our comfort is, that life itself is not much
longer possible otherwise. But I say, have you computed what

a distance forwards it may be towards some new Psalm of

David done with our new appliances, and much improved

wind-instruments, grammatical and other ? That is the dist-

ance of the new Golden Age, my friend ; not less than that, I

lament to say 1 And the centuries that intervene are a foul

agonistic welter through the Stygian seas of mud : a long Sca-

venger Age, inevitable where the Mother of Abominations has

long dwelt.

It is to be hoped one is not blind withal to the celebrated

virtues that are in Jesuitism ; to its missionary zeal, its con-

tempt of danger, its scientilic, heroic and other prowesses, of
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which there is such celebrating. I do not doubt that there

are virtues in it ; that we and it, along with this immeasurable

sea of miseries which it has brought upon us, shall ultimately

get the benefit of its virtues too. Peruvian bark, of use in

human agues; tidings from the fabulous East by D'Herbelot,

Du Halde, and others ; examples of what human energy and

faculty are equal to, even under the inspiration of Ignatius :

nothing of this small residue of pearls from such a continent

of putrid shellfish, shall be lost to the world. Nay, I see,

across this black deluge of Consecrated Falsity, the world

ripening towards glorious new developments, unimagined

hitherto,—of which this abominable mud-deluge itself, threat-

ening to submerge us all, was the inevitable precursor, and

the means decreed by the Eternal. If it please Heaven, we
shall all yet make our Exodus from Houndsditch, and bid the

sordid continents, of once rich apparel now grown poisonous

Oti-cld , a mild farewell ! PLxodus into wider horizons, into

God's daylight once more ; where eternal skies, measuring

more than three ells, shall again overarch us ; and men, im-

measurably richer for having dwelt among the Hebrews, shall

pursue their hianan pilgrimage, St. Ignatius and much other

saintship, and superstitious terror and lumber, lying safe be-

hind us, like the nightmares of a sleep that is past !—

-

I said the virtue of obedience was not to be found except

among the Jesuits : how, in fact, among the .4;^//-Jesuits, still

in a revolutionary posture in this world, can you expect it .^

Sansculottism is a rebel ; has its birth, and being, in open

nuitiny ; and cannot give you examples of obedience. It is so

with several other virtues and cardinal virtues ; they seem to

have vanished from tlie world ;—and I often say to myself,

lesuitism and other Superstitious Scandals cannot go, till we
have read and aj^propriated froin them the tradition of these

lost noblenesses, and once more under the new conditions

made them ours. Jesuitism, the ]\'ipa with his three hats, and

whole continents of chimerical lumber will then go ; their er-

rand being wholly done. We cannot make our Exodus from

Houndsditch till we have got our own along with us! The
Jew old-clothes having now grown fairly pestilential, a poison-

ous incumbrance in the p.itli of men, burn them up with revo-

lutionary fire, as you like and can : even so,—but you shall

not quit ihi- |i1,i<l- till you liavi- jf.ilhercd from their ashes what
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of gold or other enduring metal was sewed upon them, or

woven in the tissue of them. That is the appointed course of

human things.

Here are two excerpts from the celebrated Gathercoal, a

Yankee friend of mine; which flash strangely a kind of torch-

gleam into the hidden depths ; and indicate to us the grave

and womb of Jesuitisin, and of several other things :

' Moses and the Jews did not make God's Laws,' exclaims

he ;
' no, by no means ; they did not even read them in a way

' that has been final, or is satisfactory to me ! In several im-

' portant respects I find said reading decidedly bad ; and will

' not, in any wise, think of adopting it. How dare I, think

' you ?-—And yet, alas, if we forget to read these Laws at all
;

' if we go along as if they were not there !

' My enlightened friends of this present supreme age, what
' shall I say to you ? That Time does rest on Eternity ; that

' he who has no vision of Eternity will never get a true hold of

' Time, or its affairs. Time is so constructed ; that is X}n.&fact

' of the construction of this world. And no class of mortals
' who have not,—through Nazareth or otherwise,—come to get

' heartily acquainted with such fact, perpetually familiar with
' it in all the outs and ins of their existence, have ever found
' this Universe habitable long. Alas, no ; their fraternities,

* equalities, free-trade philosophies, greatest-happiness prin-

' ciples, soon came to a conclusion ; and the poor creatures had
' to go,—to the Devil, I fear ! Generations such as ours play

' a curious part in World-History.
' They sit as Apes do round a fire in the woods, but know

' not how to feed it with fresh sticks. They have to quit it

' soon, and march—-into Chaos, as I conjecture ; into that land
' of which Bedlam is the Mount Zion. The world turns out

' no^ to be made of mere eatables and drinkables, of news-
• paper puffs, gilt carriages, conspicuous flunkies ; no, but of

' something other than these ! Old Suetonius Romans, cor-

' rupt babbling Greeks of the Lower Empire, examples more
' than one : consider them ; be taught by them, add not to

' the number of them. Heroism, not the apery and traditions

' of Heroism ; the feeling, spoken or silent, that in man's life

' there did lie n Godlike, and that his Time-history was verily

' but an emblem of some Eternal: without this there had been
' no Rome either ; it was this that had made old Rome, old
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• Greece, and old Judea. Apes, with their wretched blinking

' eyes, squatted round a fire which they cannot feed with new
' wood; which they say will last forever without new wood,— or,

' alas, which they say is going out forever : it is a sad sight !'

Elsewhere my eccentric friend, as some call him,—whose

centre, however, I think I have got into,—has this passage:-

' Church, do you say ? Look eighteen hundred years ago,

' in the stable at Bethlehem : an infant laid in a manger !

' Look, thou ass, and behold it ; it is a fact,—the most indu-

' bitable of facts : thou wilt thereby learn innumerable things.

' Jesus of Nazareth and the life he led, and the death he died,

' does it teach thee nothing ? Through this, as through a
' miraculous window, the heaven of Martyr Heroism, the " di-

' vine depths of Sorrow," of noble Labour, and the unspeak-
' able silent expanses of Eternity, first in man's history dis-

• close themselves. The admiration of all nobleness, divine

' worship of godlike nobleness, how universal it is in the his-

' tory of man !

' But mankind, that singular entity mankind, is like the

' fertilest, fluidest, most wondrous element, an element in which

the strangest things crystallise themselves, and spread out in

' the most astounding growths. The event at Bethlehem was
' of the Year One ; but all years since that, eighteen himdred
' of them now, have been contributing new growth to it,—and
' see, there it stands : the Church ! Touching the earth with

' one small point ; springing out of one small seedgrain, rising

• out therefrom, ever higher, ever broader, high as the Heaven
' itself, broad till it overshadow the whole visible Heaven and
' Earth, and no star can be seen but through it. From such

' a seedgrain so has it grown
;
planted in the reverences and

' sacred opulences of the soul of mankind ; fed continually by
' all the noblenesses of some forty generations of men. The
' world tree of the Nations for so long !

' Alas, if its roots are now dead, and it have lost hold of

• the firm earth, or clear belief of mankind,—what, great as

' it is, can by possibility become of it ? Shaken to and fro,

' in Jesuitisms, Gorham Controversies, and the storms of in-

• evitable Fate, it must sway hither and thither ; nod ever

• farther from the perpendicular ; nod at last too far ; and,

—

' sweeping the Eternal Heavens clear of its old brown foliage

'and miiltiludinous rouks'-nests, -come to the ground with
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' much confused crashing, and disclose the diurnal and noc-

' turnal Upper Lights again ! The dead world-tree will have
' declared itself dead. It will lie there an imbroglio of torn

'boughs and ruined fragments, of bewildered splittings and
' wide-spread shivers : out of which the poor inhabitants must
' make what they can K—Enough now of Gathercoal and his

torch-gleams.

Simple souls still clamour occasionally for what they call

' a new religion.' My friends, you will not get this new reli-

gion of yours ;— I perceive, you already have it, have always

had it ! All that is true is your ' religion,'—is it not ? Com-
manded by the Eternal God to be performed, I should think,

if it is true ! Do you not already, in your dim heads, know
truths by the thousand ; and yet, in your dead hearts, will

you perform them by the ten, by the unit 1 New religion !

One last word with you on this rather contemptible subject.

You say, 7.'he old ages had a noble belief about the world,

and therefore were capable of a noble activity in the world.

My friends, it is partly true : your Scepticism and Jesuitism,

your ignoble no-belief, except what belief a beaver or judicious

pig were capable of, is too undeniable : observe, however, that

in this your fatal misery, there is action and reaction ; and do

not confound the one with the other. Put the thing in its

right posture ; cart not before horse, if you would make an

effort to stir from this fatal spot ! It is your own falsity' that

makes the Universe incredible. I affirm to you, this Universe,

in all times, and in your ov/n poor time as well, is the express

image and direct counterpart of the human souls, and their

thoughts and activities, who dwell there. It is a true adage,
' As the fool thinks, the bell clinks.' ' This mad Universe,'

says Novalis, ' is the waste picture of your own dream.' Be
noble of mind, all Nature gives response to your heroic struggle

for recognition by her ; with her awful eternal voices answers

to every mind, " Yea, I am divine ; be thou." From the cloud-

whirlwind speaks a God yet, my friend, to every man who has

a human soul. To the inhuman brute-soul, indeed, she ans-

wers, " Yea, I ain brutal ; a big cattle-stall, rag-fair and St.

" Catherine's wharf: enter thou, and fat victual, if thou be
" faithful, shall not fail."

Not because Heaven existed, did men know Good from
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Evil; the 'because,' I invite you to consider, lay quite the

other way. It was because men, having hearts as well as

stomachs, felt there, and knew through all their being, the

difference between Good and Evil, that Heaven and Hell first

came to exist. That is the sequence ; that and not the con-

trary. If you have now no Heaven to look to ; if you now
sprawl, lamed and lost, sunk to the chin in the pathless sloughs

of this lower world without guidance from above, know that

the fault is not Heaven's at all ; but your own ! Our poor

friends ' the Apes by the Dead Sea' have now no Heaven
either ; they look into this Universe now, and find it tragically

grovv^n to be the Humbug they insisted on its being. Moses
went his ways, and this enchantment fell upon them ! Such
' enchantments' rhadamanthine Nature does yet daily execute

on the rebellious ; he that has eyes may still daily see them,

—fearful and wonderful ever as of old.

How can you believe in a Heaven,—the like of you .-' What
struggle in your mean existence ever pointed thitherward ?

None. The first heroic soul sent down into this world, he,

looking up into the sea of stars, around into the moaning
forests and big oceans, into life and death, love and hate, and
joy and sorrov/, and the illimitable loud-thundering Loom of

Time,—was struck dumb by it (as the thought of every earnest

soul still is) ; and fell on his face, and with his heart cried for

salvation in the world-whirlpool : to him the ' open secret of

this Universe' was no longer quite a secret, but he had caught

a glimpse of it,^much hidden from the like of us in these

times :
" Do nobly, thou shalt resemble the Maker of all this

;

do ignobly, the Enemy of the Maker." This is the 'divine

sense of Right and Wrong in man ;' true reading of his posi-

tion in this Universe forevermore ; the indisputable God's-

message still legible in every created heart,—though speedily

erased and painted over, under 'articles,' and cants and empty

ceremonials, in so many hearts ; making the ' open secret' a very

shut one indeed !

—

My friends, across these fogs of murky twaddle and phil-

anthropism, in spite of sad decadent 'world-trees,' with their

rookeries of foul creatures,—the silent stars, and all the eternal

luminaries of the world, shine even now to him that has an eye.

In this day as in all days, around and in every man, are voices

from tlic gods, imperative to al!, if ol)cyed by even none, which
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say audibly, "Arise, thou sou of y^dam, son of Time; make
" this thing more divine, and that thing,—and thyself, of all

" things ; and work, and sleep not ; for the Night cometh,
" wherein no man can work !" He that has an ear may still

hear.

Surely, surely this ignoble sluggishness, sceptical torpor,

indifference to all that does not bear on Mammon and his in-

terests is not the natural state of human creatures ; and is not

doomed to be their final one ! Other states once were, or there

had never been a Society, or any noble thing, among us at all.

Under this brutal stagnancy there lies painfully imprisoned

some tendency which could become heroic.

The restless gnawing ennui which, like a dark dim ocean-

flood, communicating with the Phlegethons and Stygian deeps,

begirdles every human life so guided,—is it not the painful

cry even of that imprisoned heroism ? Imprisoned it will

never rest ; set forth at present, on these sad terms, it can-

not be. You unfortunates, what is the use of your money-

bags, of your territories, funded properties, your mountains

of possessions, equipments and mechanic inventions, which

the flunky pauses over, awestruck, and almost rises into epos

and prophecy at sight of? No use, or less than none. Your

skin is covered, and your digestive and other bodily appara-

tus is supplied ; and you have but to wish in these respects,

and more is ready ; and—the Devils, I think, are quizzing you.

You ask for 'happiness,' " O give me happiness !"—and they

hand you ever new varieties of covering for the skin, ever new
kinds of supply for the digestive apparatus, new and ever new,

worse or not a whit better than the old ; and—and—this is

your 'happiness' .-' As if you were sick children ; as if you were

not men, but a kind of apes !

I rather say, be thankful for your ennui ; it is your last

mark of manhood ; this at least is a perpetual admonition, and
true sermon preached to you. From the chair of verity this,

whatever chairs be chairs of ca/it\ty. Happiness is not come,

nor like to come ; ennui, with its great waste ocean-voice,

moans answer, Never, never. That ocean-voice, I tell you, is

a great fact, it comes from Phlegethon and the gates of the

Abyss ; its bodeful never-resting inexorable moan is the voice

of primeval Fate, and of the eternal necessity of things. Will
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you shake away your nightmare and arise ; or must you lie

writhing under it, till death relieve you ? Unfortunate crea-

tures ! You are fed, clothed, lodged as men never were before
;

every day in new variety of magnificence are you equipped and
attended to ; such wealth of material means as is now yours

was never dreamed of by man before :—and to do any noble

thing, with all this mountain of implements, is forever denied

you. Only ignoble, expensive and unfruitful things can you

now do; nobleness has vanished from the sphere where you

live. The way of it is lost, lost ; the possibility of it has be-

come incredible. We must try to do without it, I am told.—

-

Well ; rejoice in your upholsteries and cookeries, then, if so be

they will make you ' happy.' Let the varieties of them be con-

tinual and innumerable. In all things let perpetual change, if

that is a perpetual blessing to you, be your portion instead of

mine ; incur that Prophet's curse, and in all things in this sub-

lunary world 'make yourselves like unto a wheeL' Mount into

your railways ; whirl from place to place, at the rate of fifty,

or if you like of five hundred miles an hour : you cannot escape

from that inexorable all-encircling ocean-moan of ennui. No

:

if you would mount to the stars, and do yacht-voyages under

the belts of Jupiter, or stalk deer on the ring of Saturn, it would

still begirdle you. You cannot escape from it, you can but

change your place in it, without solacement except one mo-

ment's. That prophetic Sermon from the Deeps will continue

with you, till you wisely interpret it and do it, or else till the

Crack of Doom swallow it and you. Adieu: Au revcir.
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No. I. THE PRESENT TIME.

The Present ever a ' New Era' to tlie thinking man : To know it, and what
it bids us do, the sum of knowledge for us all. Judicial blindness. Our own
days: If not days of endless hope too, then are they days of utter despair,

(p. I.)—A Reforming Pope, and the huge «/?retormable Popedom. The
Sicilians first to follow the poor Pope's example. French exasperation and
emulation. European explosion, boundless, uncontrollable : All Kings con-

scious they are but Playactors. A weltering mob, presided over by M. de
r^amartine. A changed time since the word Senior was first devised to signify

Superior. (2.)— Universal Democracy, an inevitable fact of the days we live

in : Whence comes it ? whither goes it ? What is the meaning of it ? -High
shouts of exultation from the universal foolish human throat ; drowning for

the moment all reflection whatsoever. Bankruptcy of Imposture : At all costs,

it is to be prayed by all men that Shams may cease. Heavyside, and his quiet

blasphemy. Democracy not a Government ; nor Parliament a practical sub-

stitute for a King. Unanimity of ' voting' will do nothing for us, if the voting
happen to be wrong. 'A divine message, or eternal regulation of the Uni-
verse, there verily is, in regard to every conceivable procedure of man. Uni-
versal Suffrage, and the Ballot-box. (7.)—The ancient Republics, now pretty

well admitted to be nothing to our purpose. One modern instance of De-
mocracy, ' nearly perfect :' The Repubhc of the United States. America too
will have to strain her energies, in quite other fashion than this : America's
Battle is yet to fight. Mere Democracy forever impossible : The Universe
itself a Monarchy and Hierarchy. God Almighty's Noble in the supreme
place,—under penalties. Everlasting privilege of the Foolish, to be governed
and guided by the Wise : Intrinsically, the harshest duty a wise man, if he
be indeed wise, has laid to his hand. (16.)—The new Sacrament of ZJifort*,

called 'enfranchisement,' 'emancipation.' West-Indian Blacks and Irish

Whites: Horses and /^t?^-brothers: The fate of all emancipated Helpless-
ness, sooner or later, tragically inevitable. British industrial existence fast

becoming one huge poison-swamp of reeking pestilence : Thirty-thousand
outcast, ungoverned, unguided Needlewomen. Constituted Anarchy : 'Brit-

ish Liberty,' and what it is doing for us. (21.) —England and her Constitu-
tion, the model of the world: At once Unattainable by the world, and not
worth attaining. Called a ' second time' to show the Nations how to live.

England's one hope: Many Kings, not needing 'election' to command:
Poor England never so needed them as now. The true ' commander' and
King: Not quite discoverable by riddling of the popular clamour. The
fateful Hebrew Prophecy, sounding daily through our streets. In regard to
choice of men, next to no capability on the part of universal suffrage. The
few Wise w^ill have, by one method or another, to take, and to keep, com-
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mand of the innumerable Foolish. (26.)—Captains ul Indusliy: Organisa-
tion of Labour, the new strange task which no Government can much longer
escape. Speech of the British frime Minister to his Pauper Populations
and the Respectable Professors of the Dismal Science. Alas, there are things
that should be done, not spoken ; that till the doing of them is begun, can-
net be spoken. (30.)

No. II. MODEL PRISONS.

The deranged condition of our affairs : Two ways of proceeding in re-

gard to them : Selfish indifference, and self-lauding philanthropy. Indis-

criminate mashing-up of Right and Wrong, ending in a Fraternity like

Cain's, (p. 41.)—A London Prison of the exemplary or model kind. Certain
Chartist Notabilities undergoing their term. The Captain of the place, a
true aristos and commander of men. His problem, to drill twelve-hundred
scoundrels to do nothing, by 'the method of kindness.' Happy Devil's

regiments of the line, what soldier to any earthly or celestial Power has such
lodging and attendance as you here ! Certainly it should not be the Devil's

regiments of the line, that a servant of God would first of all concentrate his

attention on. Precisely the ^fwjr investment for Benevolence that human
ingenuity could select. The highest and t>esf investment : Solemn Shams
and Supreme Quacks, riding prosperously in every thoroughfare. (44.)

—

Howard the Philanthropist, a sort of beatified individual : A dull practical

solid man, full of English accuracy and veracity, ^ot the only benefactor
that has worked without money for us: The Destinies opulent. Milton,

Kepler, Dante. Cholera Doctors ; Soldiers : Human virtue, if we went down
to the roots of it, not so rare. Woe to us, it is so seldom elaborated, and
built into a result ! The Benevolent-Platform Fever, and general morbid
sympathy, instead of hearty hatred, for scoundrels. Brotherhood ? Be the

thought far from me. Beautiful Black Peasantry, fallen idle: Interesting

White Felonry, 7/ot idle. What a reflection, that we cannot bestow on an
unworthy man any particle of our 'benevolence,' without withdrawing it

from one to whom it of right belongs ! One thing needful for the world ; but
that one indispensable : Give us justice, and we live

;
give us only counter-

feits or succedanea, and we die. "Modern ghastly Phantasm of Christianity,

which they sing htanies to at E.xeter Hall and elsewhere. Poor old Genius
of Reform, and his Program of a new Era. (53.)—Christian Religion, and
its healthy hatred of Scoundrels : From the Christianity of Oliver Cromwell
to that of Mr. Hesperus Fiddlestring, what a road have we travelled ! Gospel
according to the Platform ; Exeat Fiddlestring. Poor creatures, making ind
unmaking 'Laws,' in whose souls is no image or thought of Heaven's Law:
Human Statute-books, growing horrible to think of. (59.)—What to do with

our criminals?—An official Law-dignitary's bland perplexity, and placid

discomfiture. Wonderful to hear what account we give of the punishment
of our criminals : No 'revenge;' O Heavens, no!—Cant moral. Cant religi-

ous. Cant political. Hunger-stricken asphy.xied hearts, calling themselves
' Christian.' Woe to the People that no longer venerate, as the emblem of

God himself, the aspect of Human* Worth! The tnie ground on which to

delilierately slay a disarmed fellow-man : 'Revenge,' and the ineradicable

tendency to revancher oneself on the wrong-doer, \.o pay\\\\w what he has

merited. Ilow it shall hv. done? a vast question, involving innnense con-

siderations. Terrible ]>cMiaIties of neglecting to treat hero as hero, and
scoundrel :is scoundrel : Dim (jblivjon of Right and Wrong : World-wide
maddrning MLsery; New astonishing Phallus- Worship, and universal Sa-

crament of Divorce. (6r.) The Ancient Germans, ami their grim public

executions. Scoundrel is scoundrf:! ; and no soft blubbering and litanying
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over him can make him a friend of this Universe. A ' didactic sermon,' a',

no spoken sermon could be. Except upon a basis of just rigour, sorrowful,

silent, inexorable, no true Pity possible. (70.)—A worst man in P2ngland,

—

curious to think of,—whom it would be inexpressibly advantageous to lay

hold of, and hang, first of all : Alas, our supreme scoundrel, alike with our
supreme hero, very far from being known. Parliament, in its lawmakings,
must really try to obtain some vision again. Let us to the wellheads, to the

Chief Fountains of these waters of bitterness ; and there strike home and
dig I (71.)

No. III. DOWNING STREET.

Ineffectuality of our Redtape Establishments. The Colonial Office, a
world-wide jungle, inhabited by doleful creatures, deaf or nearly so to hu-

man reason and entreaty. Foreign Office and Home Office perhaps even

more impracticable: Hercules- Harlequin, the Attorney Triumphant, the

World's Busybody,—these not the parts this Nation has a turn for. Proposed
curtailments, rectifications and reformations, (p. 74.)— England's forlorn

hope in Sir Robert Peel : The one likely or possible man. A Reformed
Executive in Downing Street : Not a better Talking-Apparatus, but an in-

finitely better Acting-Apparatus the thing wanted. The Irish Giant advanc-
ing unheeded upon London itself. (78.)—Two kinds of fundamental error

in our Government Offices : The work ill-done; and, what is still fataler,

the wrong khid of work. For such elaborated Idleness a stupid subaltern

better than a gifted one. O for an eye that csuld see in those hideous mazes,

and a heart that could dare and do! (80.)—What the British Nation at this

time really wants. If our Government is to be a No-Government, what
matter who administers it ? The real Nimrod of this era the rat-catcher.

The mighty question. Who is to be our Premier, and take in hand the
' spigot of taxation'? Right Honourable Zero, on his Sleswick thunder-horse.

WTio made those Downing-Street Offices ? No edifice of State that stands

long, but has had the wise and brave contributing their lives to it. William
Conqueror's Home Office. An English Seventy-four, and the old Seakings
and Saxon Pirates. (84.)

—
' Human Stupidity' the accursed parent of all our

sorrows. Practical reverence for Human Worth the outcome and essence
of all true 'religions' whatsoever. Human Intellect, the exact summary of

Human Worth. Abler Men in Downing Street ; that, sure enough, would
gradually remedy whatsoever has gone wrong amongst us. The divinest,

most Herculean Ten Men to be found among the English Twenty-seven
Millions. Courage ; let us strive all thitherward as towards a door of hope I

One Intellect still really human, not to be dispensed with anywhere in the

affairs of men : Only Wisdom, that can recognise wisdom, and attract it,

as with divine magnetism, from the modest corners where it lies hid. (89.)

—To increase the supply of human Intellect in Downing Street, what
' method' alas ! One small Project of Improvement : Government Servants
to be selected without reference to their power of getting into Papliament

:

The Crown to have power to elect a few members. Beneficent germs, which
one truly wise man as Chief Minister might ripen into living practices, in-

valuable to us all. A population counting by Millions from which to choose,

were a seat in Parliament not primary : Robert Bums. All true ' Democracy'
in this, that the able man be chosen, in whatever rank he be found : A
truer and truer 'Aristocracy,' or Government of the Best. (96.)—One true

Reforming Statesman ; he the preliminary of all good. A strange feeling,

to be at the apex of English affairs. This world, solid as it looks, made all

of aerial and even of spiritual stuff. This and the other Premier seems to

take it with perfect coolness : Reflections, sufficient to annihilate any man,

U
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almost before starting ! Ask well, who is your Chief Governor, for around
him men like to him will infallibly gather. Time was when an incompetent
Governor could not be permitted among men. (103.)

No, IV. THE NEW DOWNING STREET.
How the European Governments came to wreck for want of Intellect.

No evil, or solecism against Nature, ever yet wrought its own cure. In-
tellect has to govern, and will do it; if not in alliance, then in hostility:
Every Government absolves or convicts itself, before God and man, accord-
ing as it determines which, (p. 108..)—The old Catholic Church, in its terres-
trial relations to the State : Everywhere a road upwards for human nobleness
lay wide open to all men. Over Europe generally the State has died ; in-
capable in these years of any but galvanic life. The kind of heroes that
come rnounted on the shoulders of universal suffrage. England called as
no Nation ever was, to summon out its Kings, and set them to their work

:

A New Downing Street, inhabited by the gifted ; directing all its energies
upon real and living interests, (iii.)—The notion that Government can do
nothing but ' keep the peace. ' To be governed by small men, profess sub-
jection to phantasms, not only a misfortune, but a curse and sin. Indigent
Millionaires, and their owl-dreams of Political Economy. Only the man
of worth can recognise worth in men. How a New Downing Street might
graduaUy come. (116.)—The Foreign Office, in its reformed state: Insigni-
ficance of recent European Wars. Our War-soldiers Industrial; doing
nobler than Roman works, when fighting is not wanted of them. Ministers
of Works, of Justice, of Education : Tomorrow morning they might all be-
gin to be! ( 1 22.) —Constitutions for the Colonies, now on the anvil: 'So
many as are for rebelling, hold up your hands !' Our brave fathers, by valiant
blood and sweat, gained for us rich possessions in all zones ; and we, wretched
imbeciles, cannot do the function of administering them. Miserabler theory
than that of money on the ledger for the primary rule of Empires, cannot
well be propounded : England wiii not refidily admit that her own children
are worth nothing but to be flung out of doors. Canadian Parliaments, and
Lumber-log Governors. Choose well your Governor ; and having found him,
keep him. (126.)—The Home Office, undoubtedly our grand primary con-
cern. Were all men doing their duty, or even seriously trying to do it, there
would be no Pauper : Pauperism, our Social Sin grown manifest. Our Public
Life and our Private, our State and our Religion, a tissue of half-truths and
whole-lies : Cicero's Roman Augurs and their divine chicken-bowek : Des-
picable amalgam of true and false. A complete course of scavengerism, the
thing needed. The State, as it gets into the track of its real work, will find

it exijand into whole continents of new activity: The want of wants, more
indispensable than any jewel in the crown, that of men able to command
men in the ways of welldoing. (133.)—Waste-land Industrials succeeding,
other kinds of Industry will be found capable of regimenting. He is a good
man that can command and obey ; he that cannot is a bad. Etons and
O.xfords, with their broken crumbs of mere speech: Our next set of Souls'

Overseers, perhaps silent very mainly. Who of living statesmen will begin
the long steep journey of Reform? Sir Robert Peel at his 'eleventh hour.'

Still fataler omens. (141.)

No. V. STUMP-ORATOR.

Our dccp-rootcd habit of considering; hmnan talent as best of all evincing

It.s'lf in cloiiiicnt sjiei;ch : Such a test liable to liecome tiic very wonit ever

devised. Hard sayings fur many a Brilish reader: The t;ilker established ia
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the place of honour ; and the Doer lost and lamed in the obscure crowd.
Eloquence, and the part it now plays in our affairs, one of the gravest phe-

nomena, (p. 146.)—Universities and Schools in the old healthy Ages: The
Working Man ; Priest

;
young Noble : The one sure method of learning

anything, practical apprenticeship to it. Not that he may speak, but that

he may have something to speak of, the first need of a man. Every word,
either a note or a forged-note. Do you want a man tioi to practise what he
believes, then encourage him to speak it often in words : The serviceable

thing, — to clip-off 3. bit of his eloquent tongue. What the art of speech
should he, and should not he. (150.)—Vital 7««,fj of Society: Methods by
which men rise ; and the kind of men. The country that can offer no career,

a doomed country; nay already dead. Our English careers to born genius
twofold : Silent or unlearned career of Industrialisms : Articulate or learned

career of the three Professions. To the gifted soul, not of taciturn, beaver

nature, the field in England narrow and surprising to an extreme : The soli-

tary proof-feat of talk, getting rather monotonous. Medicine, and its fright-

ful medusa-heads of quackery : The profession of Human Healer radically

a sacred one. Law and Church : Ingenuous souls just now shudder at the

threshold of both these careers. Parliament, and its unquestioned eligibility,

if attainable. Crowded portal of Literature : Haven of expatriated spiritual-

isms, vanities and prurient imbecilities. Talk with tongue or pen ; there is

in our England of the Nineteenth Century, that one method of emergence
and no other. (155.)—Not even in Parliament should the essential function

by any means be talk. Wisdom intrinsically of silent nature. Politeness,

and breeding to business: How politeness was invented: Johnson, Burns.

Parliament, as a school of manners : Seeking salvation in ' appearances.' A
parliamentary bagpipe, and your Uving man fled away without return. (164.)

—Nature admits no lie: Most men profess to be aware of this, but few in

any manner lay it to heart. Diagnosis of a Lie, and Liar. Fail, by any sin

or misfortune, to discover what the truth of a fact is, you are lost so far as
that fact goes : Unfortunate British Parliament. Nature's silent exact Sa-
vings'-bank, and official register, correct to the most evanescent item : Cre-
ditor, by the quantity of veracities we have done ; Debtor, by the quantity of

falsities and errors. The practice of modern Parliaments, with Reporters
sitting among them. (170.)—A benevolent plan of reform for our benighted
world : At least one generation to pass its life in silence. Good Heavens, if

such a plan were practicable, how the chaff might be winnowed-oirt of every
man and thing 1—Eye-service, our saddest woe of all. ' Public-speaking,'
' parliamentary eloquence,' a Moloch before whom young souls are made to

pass through the fire,— to come out spiritually dead. Be not a Public Oratof,
thou brave young British man ; not a Stump-Orator, if thou canst help it

:

To speak, or to write, Nature did not peremptorily order thee ; but to work
she did. (178.)

No. VI. PARLIAMENTS.

The present Editor not one of those who expect to see the Country saved
by farther ' reforming' the reformed Parliament we have got. If the captains
of the ship are of that scandalous class who refuse to be warned, what are
the miserable crew to do? (p. 182.)—The English Parliament, windy and
empty as it has grown to be, at one time a quite solid serious actuality:

King Rufus and his Barons : The time of the Edwards, when Parliament
gradually split itself into Two Houses. The Long Parliament the first that

declared itself Sovereign in the Nation. .'\ sad gradual falling-oft in modem
Parhaments : A solemn Convocation of all the Stump-Orators in the Nation,
to come and govern us, not seen m the earth until recently. (184.)—Two
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grand modern facts, which have altered from top to bottom the function and
position of all Parliaments. An Unfettered Press : Not the discussion of

questions, only the ultimate voting of them, requires to go on, or can verit-

ably go on, in St. Stephen's now. Still more important the question. King
present there, or no King? Not as a Sovereign Ruler of the Twenty-seven
million British souls has the reformed Parliament distinguished itself as yet.

Another most unfortunate condition, that your Parliamentary Assembly is

not much in earnest to do even the best it can. Parliaments, admirable only

as Advising Bodies. United States. Only Two Pariiaments of any actual

Sovereignty : The English Long Parliament, and the French Convention.

The horoscope of Parliaments by no means cheering at present : The thing

we vitally need, not a more and more perfectly elected Parliament, but some
reality of a Ruling Sovereign to preside over Parliament. (187.)— Poor human
beings, whose practical belief is, that if we ' vote' this or that, so this or that

will thenceforth be. Blundering, impious, pretended ' laws :' Is arithmetic a
thing more fixed by the Eternal than the laws of justice are? Eternal Law,
silently present everywhere and everywhen. ' Voting' a thing of little value

at any time: If often men, nine are recognisable as fools, how will you ever

get a ballot-box to grind-out a wisdom from their 'votes'? {199.)—Under
whatever Reformed Downing Street England be governed, its Parliament

too will continue indispensable : We must set it to its real function ; and, at

our peril and its, restrict it to that. Necessary to the King or Governor to

know what the mass of men think upon public questions: He may thus

choose his path with prudence ; and reach his aim surely, if more slowly.

The Leming-rat, and its rigidly straight course nowhither. The mass of men
consulted at the hustings upon any high matter, as ugly an exhibition of

human stupidity as this world sees. The vulgarest vulgar, not those in ragged

coats at this day; the more the pity. Of what use towards the finding-out

what it is wise to do can the ' fool's vote' be? You have to apprise the un-

wise man of his road, even as you do the unwiser horse. Memorable minori-

ties, and even small ones: Cromwell and his Puritans: Tancred of Haute-
ville's sons. Unit of that class, against as many zeros as you Hke. (203.)

—

What is to become of Parliament, less a question than what is to become of

Downing Street. Who is slave, and eternally appointed to be governed ; who
free, and eternally appointed to govern. Could we entirely exclude the slave's

vote, and admit only the heroic free man's vote, the ultimate New Era, and
best possible condition ofhuman affairs, had actually come. New definitions

of slavery, and of freedom. To the Free Man belongs eternally the govern-

ment of the world. (210.)

No. VII. HUDSON'S STATUE.

The question ' Shall Cromwell have a Statue ?' A People worthy to build

Statues to Cromwell ; or worthy only of doing it to Hudson. Show the man
you honour; and youshow what your Ideal of Manhood is, what kind of man
you long inexpressibly to be. Pity Hudson's Statue was not completed and

set up, so that all the world might see it : The practical English mind has

its own notions of the Supreme Excellence; and in this of Hudson there was
more of real worship than is usual, (p.216.)— If the world were not properly

anarchic, this question of a .Statue would be one of the greatest and most

solemn for it : Not lightly will a man give his ' reverence, ' if he be still a man.
A Hierarchy of I^eneficences ; the noblest man at the summit of affairs, and
in every place the due gradation of the fittest for the place : All hangs upon
giving our approval ttri/;/i/. How Statues arc now got up. (219.)—Dismal,

symbolic population of Hrifish Statues: The kind of Aristocr.icy Popular

Suffrnge would ciioosc for us. Hudson a King, ' elected by the people,' as
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none other is or was : His value as a demigod ; as a maker of railways. Ans-
wer to Jefferson Brick, the American Editor, touching overgrown worthless
Dukes, and undergrown incredible Bishops : Our ugliest anomalies, done by
universal suffrage, not by patent : Bobus of Houndsditch. This universal oust-
ing of imaginary Governors, to issue in the attainment of Governors who
have a right and a capacity to govern. Ballot-box and suffrage ' machine.'
Alas, could we once get Laws which were just: The Bravest of existing Men
on the throne ; and on the gibbet the veritable Supreme Scoundrel of the

Commonwealth. Universal suffrage, equivalent to abject helplessness and
fiat despair. Peace ? Better war to the knife, war till we all die, than such
a 'peace'! (224.)—Hero-worship: This Universe wholly, this temporary
Fiame-image of the Eternal, one beautiful and terrible Energy of Heroisms

;

presided over by a Divine Nobleness, or Infinite Hero. Hypocritical Idola-
tries : Sets of gods or fetishes, to which prayers are mumbled ; while the real

Worship, or heart's love and admiration, is elsewhere. Whom do you in

your very soul admire, and strive to imitate and emulate ; is it God's servant,
or the Devil's ? There is no other ' religion' in the man, of the slightest

moment compared with this: Immense asthmatic spiritual Hurdygurdy. It

was not ' always so,' and even till lately was never so. (235.)—Collins's dull

old Peerage-Book, properly all we English have for a National Bible: Oi
these ancient peerages, a very great majority visibly Aad authentic ' heroes'
for their founders. One's heart is sore to think how far, how very far all this

has vanished from us. Our one steady regulated supply, the class definable
as Supreme Stump-Orators in the Lawyer department. England once a
Hierarchy : To the English modern populations. Supreme Hero and Supreme
Scoundrel, perhaps as nearly as is possible to human creatures, indistinguish-

able. (239.)—High columns, raised by prurient stupidity and public delusion
to gamblers and blockheads. The so-called Christian Clerus: Brave men
many of them, after their sort; and in a position which we may admit to be
wonderful and dreadful. But as to Statues, and the mischief they are doing,
che Woods-and- Forests really ought to interfere. {244.)

No. VIII. JESUITISM.

For some two centuries past, the genius of mankind dominated by thf

gospel of Ignatius. What the English reader may think of it, and of his share
in it. The Spiritual, the parent and first-cause of the Practical. Thrice-
baleful Universe of Cant, prophesied for these Latter Days: The Universe
makes no immediate objection to be conceived in any way, The saddest
condition of human affairs, where men 'decree injustice by a law.' (p. 249.)
—A poor man, in our days, has many gods foisted on him : If Ignatius,

worshipped by millions as a kind of god, is in eternal fact a kind of devil,

surely it is pressingly expedient that men laid it awfully to heart. Ignatius

Loyola, a man born greedy ; full of prurient elements from the first. On the

walls of Pampeiuna : A wrecked Papins-digester. Reflections, true, salu-

tary, and even somewhat of sacred : Agonies of newbirth. The true remedy
for wrecked sensualism,—to annihilate one's pruriency. Let Eternal Justice

triumph on me, since it cannot triumph by me : The voice of Nature to a re-

pentant outcast sinner turning again towards the realms of manhood ; and
the precept of all right Christianity too. Not so did Ignatius read the omens

:

The Task he fixed upon as his. Wilt thou then, at the bidding of any Pope,

war against Almighty God ? Frantic mortal, thy late Pighood itself is trivial

in comparison! (254 )—Precious message of salvation: Salutary nature of

falsehoods, and divine authority of things doubtful. Not ' victory' for Igna-

tius and his black militia, laither and Protestantism Proper: Jean Jacques
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and Protestantism /^proper. ' Vivacionsness' ofJesuitism, Obedience good
and indispensable: Loyalty to Beelzebub; most conspicuous proof of caitiff-

hood within a man's possibility. This country tolerably cleared of Jesuits:

Expulsion of the Jesuit Body of little avail, with the Jesuit Soul so nestled iii

the life of mankind everywhere. ' Cant, and even sincere Cant :' O Heaven,
when a man doing his sincerest is still but canting ! The coward solacement

of composure and a whole skin. Deadly virjs of lying ; and such an odour
as the angels never smelt before. Awakening from the sleep of death into

the Sorcerer's Sabbath of Anarchy. (259.)—A man's ' religion," not the many
things he tries to believe, but the few things he cannot doubt. The modern
man's ' religion ;' what poor scantHng of ' divine convictions' he has. A sin-

gular piece of scribble, in Sauerteig's hand, on Pig Philosophy: Pigs of sen-

sibility and superior logical parts : Their ' religion,'—notion of the Universe,

and of their interests and duties there. (266.)—The Fine Arts, by some
thought to be a kind of religion : Here too the consummate flower of Con-
secrated Unveracity reigns supreme. The new St. Stephen's, with its wilder-

ness of stone pepperboxes. The Fine Arts, like the coarse and every art of

Man's god-given Faculty, sent hither not to fib and dance, but to speak and
work. Homer's Iliad, no Fiction but a Ballad History: The Hebrew Bible,

before all things, trtie, as no other Book ever was or will be. The History

of every Nation an Epic and Bible, the clouded struggling image of a God's
Presence. Beyond doubt the Almighty Maker made this England too ; and
has been and forever is miraculously present here. What are the eternal co-

venants we can believe, and dare not for our life's sake but go and observe?

These are our Bible, our God's Word, such as it may be. ' Miracles,' ' wor-

ships," after their kind. No rhythmic History of England, but what we find

in Shakspeare. Luxurious Europe ; with its wits, story-tellers, ballad-singers,

dancing-girls : All the Fine Arts converted into after-dinner Amusements.
How all things hang together ! Universal Jesuitism once lodged in the heart,

you will see it in the very finger-nails by and by. (272.)—Our Exodus from
Houndsditch : Yankee Gathercoal, and his strange-flashing torch-gleams.

How simple souls clamour occasionally for what they call 'a new religion.'

This Universe, in all times, the express image of the human souls, and their

thoughts and activities, who dwell there. The 'open secret," in these dark

days a very shut one indeed. Surely this ignoble sluggishness, sceptical

torpor, is not doomed to be our final oondition : Under this lirntal stagnancy

there does lie painfully imprisoned some tendency which could become
heroic. (279.)
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Able Man, the born soldier of Truth and
Order, 91 ; appointed by ' divine right'

to govern, 1 10 ; methods of summoning
aloft, 156. See Wisest Man.

Administrative Reform, 78, 103. See
Downing Street

American Cousins, our, no Model Com-
monwealth, 17; their noblest Battle yet
to fight, 18, 193.

Anarchy or open ' Kinglessness,' 5 ; Con-
stituted Anarchy, 25, 182, 211 ; Sorcer-
er's Sabbath of, 265.

Approval, rightly or wrongly given, 221,

Aristocracy, a true, or Government by
the Best, 102 ;

' Aristocracy' of I'opular

Suffrage, 224, 239 ; veritable Hierarchy
of Heaven, 232. See Peerage, Hier-
archy.

Arts, the Fine, a ' Worship of the Beau-
tiful,' 2^0 ; intolerable hypocrisy of, 272 ;

taking nito fiction, 277.
Astonishment, different quantities of, 104.

Ballot-box delusion, 202.

Bankruptcy of Imposture, lo, iig, 271.

Benevolence, 51; Benevolent - Platform
Fever, 56, 61.

Bible, Hebrew, 147, 274; the Bible of a

Nation, the authentic Biography of its

Heroic Souls, 239, 274 ; our closed
Bible,' 267.

Biography, no, but wraps in it a message
out of Heaven, 277.

Bishops, our, and what comes of them,
25, i37> 270; not our ugliest anomalies,
228; our «^a/ Souls'-Ovcrseers, 142.

Bobus of Houndsditch, 229.

British Nation, the, a new set of lessons

to learn, 76, 134, 140, 148 ; no real con-
cern with the Continental Anarchies,
122. See England.

Brotherhood with the base and foolish,

56-

Bureaucracy, 121.

Burns, Robert, like Apollo taken for a
Neatherd, loi ; his chivalrous ways,
167,

Canada rebellion, 127, 131.
(?ant, thrice-baleful universe of, 63, 352

;

sincere Cant, 263.

Capital punishment, 62, 65, 67.

Catholic Church, the old, in its terrestrial

relations, xii. See Pope.
Chancellors, and their beaten road to the
Peerage, 241.

Charles I., 185.

Charles II., 137, 249.
Chartist Notabilities undergoing thcii

term, 45 ; Chartist Parliament, 197.

Chatham and his son Pitt, 124.

Christianity, ghastly Phantasm of, 58,

63 ; Christian hatred of Scoundrels,

59 ; so-called Christian Clertis, 245,

255 : Christian Repentance, 257 ; Ga-
thercoal's account of the Chiistian

Church, 281.

Churches, our best-behaved of, 221. See
Law.

Collins's Peerage-Book, 239.

Colonial Office, sad experiences in the,

74 ; Constitutions for the Colonies on
the anvil, 126, 129; our Colouies worth
something to the Country, 127 ; new
kind of Governors needed, 132.

Command and obedience, 142. See Obe-
dience.

Constitutions, the true model of, 19.

Cowardice, 234, 262, 264.

Crabbe, on British Liberty, 25 ; our fatal

Oblivion of Right and Wrong, 68 ; Ad-
ministrative Reform, 79 ; Constituted
Anarchy, 118; Ducal Costermongers,

144 ; Ballot-box, 202 ; Machine for do-

ing Government, 232 ; so-called Chris-

tian Cierus, 245.

Criminals, what to do with our, 62, 231.

Cromwell, Christianity of, 60, 63, 137 ;

his Protestant war, 123; his notion of
' voting,' 206, 209 ; Cromwell's Statue,

216.
' Crucify him," a considerable feat in the

suppression of minorities, 29, 306. See
" Ou' clo'."

Dante, 55.
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Democracy, an inevitable fact of the days
we live in, 7 ; tiot a ' Kind of Govern-
ment,' 12 ; no Nation that could ever
subsist upon, 16 ; the essence of what-
ever truth is in it, that the able man be
promoted in whatever rank he is found,
102, no.

Devil's Elect in England, 49.
Dinners, English public, 184.
Dismal Science, the Professors of, 37, 128.
Divorce, new Sacrament of, 22.

Dogs, dead, floating in the Westminster
region, 170.

Downing Street, 74-107 ; reform in, 77,
89 ; two kinds of^fundamental error, 81

;

abler Men in, 91, no, 121 ; one such in-

dispensable, 94, 102, 198 ; a small Pro-
ject of Improvement, 96.

Downing Street, the New, 108-145 ; what
it might grow to, hard to say, 115 ; work
enough before it, 125, 140.

Duke, no one in England so well lodged
and tended as our prisoner-scoundrels,
48 . Ducal Costermongers, 144.

Dupes, a kind of inverse cheats, 10.

Education, Minister of, 126, 142 ; modern
education all gone to tongue, 146 ; how
it was in the old healthy times, 150.

Electing and electioneering, the meaning
of, 92, 199.

Eloquence, unperformed, a cure for, 154.
Enfranchisement, and what it has led to,

21, 36. See Free Men.
England, and her unattainable ' Model

Constitution,' 26 ; called a second time
' to show the Nations how to live,' 27 ;

still contains many Kings, 27, 114 ; how
the Devil provides for his own in Eng-
land, 49 ; English veracity, fidelity, 53 ;

what England wants, 79, 92, 125 ; and
does not want, 84, 138; a strange feel-

ing, to beat the apex ofEnglish affairs,

104 ; England with the largest mass of
real living interests ever intrusted to a
Nation, 114; means to keep her Colo-
nies a while yet, 127, 129 ; Englishmen
dare not believe the truth, 136; English
careers to born genius, 157 ; England's
hope in her younger sons, 181 ; no longer
an earnest Nation, 192, 194 ; time of ac-
counts fast arriving, 237 ; English Peer-
ages once authentically real, 240; the
English rainadlian, 250 ; poor scantling
of divine convictions,' 267 ; the History
of England, thi- record of the JJivine
Appearances among us, 275 ; our rest-

less gnawing ennui, the painful cry of
an imprisoned heroism, not always to
lie imprisoned, 285. See liritish Na-
tion.

Ennui, 285.

Etons and Oxfords, with their broken
crumbs of mere speech, 142, 179.

European explwions of ' «848,' 5; wars

since Cromwell, 123 ; modem luxurious
Europe, 278.

Evil, no, ever wrought its own cure, no.
Exeter-Hall twaddle, 58, 60.

Eye-service, 179.

Fetishes, reckoned respectable, 237, 234.
Fiction, idle, intolerable to a serious soul,

278.

Fiddlestring, Mr. Hesperus, 60.

Foolish, privilege of the, to be governed
by the Wise, 20, 30.

Foreign Office, our, astonishing condition
of, 75 ; reformed, 122.

Fraternity and Equality, 21, 44, 69.

Free Men, the Nobles of the World, 35,
213-

Fr<.e Press, 188.

French People, the, a kind of Messiah
People,very gloriousindeed, 4; bitterag-
gravations, 4 ; French Convention, 196.

Fritz of Prussia, 124.

Gathercoal's, Yankee, torch-gleams, 281.

Government Offices, who made our, 87

;

beautiful notion of No -Government,
118 ; Phantasm Governors, 183.

Happy. See Unhappy.
Hatred of scoundrels, the backbone of all

religion, 59 ; Divine Hatred, 65.
Heavyside, the solid Englishman, 12,

238.

Hercules-Harlequin in the Foreign Of-
fice, not pleasant to think of, 75.

Hero-worship, 235 ; a man's ' religion,'

the practical Hero-worship that is in
him, 237, 284. See Religion.

HierarchAT of Beneficences, 220, 232 ; Re-
ligion the parent of social Hierarchies,

234 ; England once a Hierarchy, 243,
275. See Aristocracy.

History of England in a strange condition,

239. 275-
Home Office, William Conqueror's, 88 ;

the Home Office our grand primary con-
cern, 133, 139.

Homer's Iliad a Ballad History, 274.
Horses, Farmer Hodge's, all emancipated,

22 ; the horse's ' vote,' 207.

Howard, the beatified Philanthropist, 53.
Hudson's Statue, 216-248 ; what the Hud-
son worshippers ought to have done,
while they were about it, 217; Hud-
son's Popular Election, 225 ; his value
as a railway-maker, 226. See Statues.

Idleness, lying in wait round all labour-
offices, 82 ; organised idleness, 124.

Idols, all, have to fall, 228.

Imposture. See Bankruptcy.
Incontinence, the half of all our sins, 180.

Individual responsibility, 199.
Industry, Captains of, 30, 37 ; Industry
or dcuh, 40 ; Industrial Regiments,
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ia5, 140 ; English career of Industrial-
ism, 157.

Intellect, tragic consequences of insuffi-

cient, 81, 93, 95, io6, 108, 156 : human
Intellect the exact summary of human
Worth, 91 ; how to increase the supply,

p6 ; English ^^ae/irr intellect, 157.
Irish and British Pauperism, 31 ; the Irish

Giant, seeking whom he may devour,
80, 133.

James the First's bad reign, 241.
Jefferson Brick, answer to, 228.

Jesuitism, 249-286 ; Age and Gospel of,

249 ; stupendous achievements, 259 ;

how the computation quite broke down,
260 ;

' vivaciousness' of Jesuitism, 261 ;

the Jesuit 6"(7«/ nestled amongst us, 263 ;

necessity of putting it away, 266 ; Je-
suitism in the Fine Arts, 271, 278 ; cele-
brated ' virtues,' 279.

Jesus of Nazareth, the most indubitable
of facts, 282. See Crucify.

Johnson's politeness, 168.

Justice, the one indispensable thing, 58,
62 ; unspeakably difficult of attainment,
332 ; voice of Justice to a repentant sin-
ner, 258 ; pig-justice, 269.

Kepler, 54.

Kings everywhere, in sudden horror,
conscious of being Playactors, 5 ; the
true king and commander ofmen, 28, 30,

47 ; not to be dispensed with anywhere,
94, 182; true function of a king, 118,

204, 209; no King in Parliament, i83,

igo, 197 ; Parliament an ' impossible
King,' 198. See Able Man, Wisest
Man, Premier.

Labour, true Organisation of, 31. See
Industry, Work.

Lamartine, M. de, at the Hotel-de-Ville,
6.

Law and Church, angry basilisks of, 160 ;

injustice decreed by a ' law,' 253 ; Law-
yers, 241, 270.

Laws and regulations ofthe Universe, how
decipher the, 15, 66 ; such laws do verily

exist, silent, but inflexibly sure, 173

;

not to be decided by our paltry ' votings,'

200 ; in the way of abatement, of obli-

vion, neither gods nor men prevail, 245.
See Universe.

l«miag-rat, the, 205.

Liberty, British, 25. See Enfranchise-
ment.

Lies, 'damned,' 119; every lie accursed,
and the parent of curses, 136 ; diagnosis
of a lie, and a liar, 170 : benevelentplan
of reform, 178 ; subtle quintessence of
lying, 263.

Light or lightning, a choice, 107, 157.
Literature, true and sham, 143, 180; our

crowded portal of, 162 ; highest problem
of, 240, 270.

Liturgies, such as no God can hear, 238.

Louis-Philippism, the scorn of the world,

4-

Love, method of, to command Scoundrels,

47-
Loyalty to Beelzebub, 262.

Loyola, Ignatius, 249 ; a man not good by
nature, 255 ; on the walls ofPampeluna,
agonies of new-birth, 256 ; highest pitch
of the prurient-heroic, war against Al-
mighty God, 258. See Jesuitism.

Majorities, blockhead, 212, 228.

Manning, Mrs., 'dying game,' 53.
Marten, Henry, 213.
Medicine, profession of, 160.

Minorities, down to minority of one, 209.

Model Prisons, 41-73; a London prison of

the model kind, 44.
Moloch, our modern, 180.

Money, doomed to possess, 175.

Nawaub, Europe one big ugly, 278.

Needlewomen, Distressed, 24.

Negro population, our, need to be ' eman.
cipated' from their indolence, 57. See
Slavery.

Nessus'-shirt, our poisoned, 138.

New Era, our heavy-laden long-eared, 9,

40, 41.

Nineteenth Century, intellect of the, 108.

Nobility, Ig-, 177, 284.

Noble, young, .rue education of the, 151
See Aristocracy.

Nomadism uglier than slavery, 36.

Obedience, 142 ; true and false, 262, 280.

Old age, reverence for, 7.

Opera, 279.
"Ou'clo'," the fateful Hebrew Prophecy,

29, 64, 68, 280.

Oxford. See Eton.

Paradise to all-and-sundry, 56, 68.

Parliament, modern recipe of, 13 ; the
English Parliament once a Council of

actual Rulers, 26, 184, 194 ; now an enor-
mous National Palaver, 85, 165, 187 ;

what it has done for us, 104 ; kind of
men sent there, 120, 192 ; Parliament-
ary career, 161: Parliamentary bagpipes,
169, 177 : Parliaments, 182-215 '• origin

of our English Parliaments, 184; the
Long Parliament, 186, 194; position of
Parliament become false and impossible,

187 ; with a Free Pres.s, the real func-

tion of Parliament goes on everywhere,
continually, 188 ; Adviser of the Sove-
reign, or Sovereign itself, 190, 197

;

Newspaper Reporters, in a Parliament
and Nation no longer in earnest, 191 ;

the French Convention all in deadly
earnest, 196; Chartist Parliament. 197;
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a Parliament indispensable, 203; Con-
densed Folly of Nations, 204.

Paupers, our Irish and British, 31 ; ad-

dress to, 33 : Pauperism, our Social Sin
grown manifest, 134, 140.

Peace, keeping the, the function of a po-
liceman, 116 ; something more sacred
than ' peace,' 234.

Pedant, the, 83.

Peel, Sir Robert, the one likely or pos-

sible Reformer of Downing Street, 78 ;

his 'eleventh hour,' 144.

Peerage, the English, past and present,

240. See Aristocracy.
Philanthropy, indiscriminate, 43 ; threat-

ening to drown human society as in de-

luges, 56.

Pig- Philosophy, 268.

Poet, what the, should be, 270, 274.

Politeness, who invented, 168.

Political Economy, and its small ' law of

God,' 39. See Dismal Science.

Pope, a Reforming, and his huge unxe-
formable Popedom, 2.

Premier, mad methods of choosing a, 84,

159; a more unbeautiful class never raked
out of the ooze, 114; one wise Premier
the beginning of all good, 121. See
King.

Present Time, the, 1-40.

Protestantism, proper and ?»^roper, 260.

Puseyisms, 137, 162.

Railways, how, are shifting all towns of

Britain into new places, ^26 ; stupendous
railway miracles, 235.

Ramadhan, the English, 250.

Real, the, always respectable, 247.

Reform, poor old Genius of, 59. See Ad-
ministrative Reform, Downing Street.

Religion, not the many things a man tries

to believe, but the few he cannot doubt,

266 ; foolish clamour for a ' new religion,'

283. See Worship.
Repentance, sacredness of, 256.

Republics, ancient and modern, 16.

Revenge, mournful twaddle about, 62 ;

sacred duty of, 67.

Reverence, our want of, 220.

Reward and punishment, 64, 63.

Right and Wrong, silent awful .sense of,

43, 2'6^ ; dim oblivion of, 69.

Roman Augurs, Cicero's, 137.

Sauerteig on Pig- Philosophy, 268.

Schoolmasters, when useful, 151.

Scoundrel is scoundrel, 47, 51 ; not to be

commanded by mere 'love, '47: Supreme
Scoundrel, 71; Hero and Scoundrel, now
almost indistinguishable, 243.

5v«a-kings, the old, and Saxon I'irates, 88.

Sclf-antiihilalioM, 257.

Seventy-four, an Ln^lish, and its inar-

ticulate traditions, 89.

Shakspeare's scattered tones of a National

Epos. 377-

Shams, utter damnability o^ 11, ig.

Sicilian Insurrection, 3.

Silence, excellent, or good work with lips

closed, 148 ; what silence means in the

Nineteenth Century, 163 ; a life in si-

lence, 178: silent work, and silent suf-

fering, 180.

Sincerity, deep awful divine quality of,

263.

Slaves, authentic, to be treated as such,

36, 211. See Mastership, Negro.
Sleswick thunder-horse, badly ridden, 86,

129.

Sluggard-and-Scoundrel Protection So-

ciety, 57.

Society, vital lungs of, 113, 15s ; no So-
ciety, but a lost horde, 241.

Somnauth, Idol of, 228.

Souls'-Overseers. See Bishops.

Sparrowbill and M'Pastehorn, 57.

Spartan humanity, 35.

Speak, ability to, no evidence of ability

to work, 98, 147, 165 ; speech and sham-
speech, 148, 152, 164; eloquent Jtnper-

fornied speech, horrible, 1S4; Human
Speech no longer true, 265. See Stump-
Orator.

Spiritual, the, the parent and first-cause

of the practical, 251.

Statues, our Public, symbolic of our spi-

ritual condition, 217, 219, 224, 244, 247 ;

how they are got up, 221 ; sculptural

talent manifest in them, 223 ; how they
ought to be put down, 246.

St. Stephen's, the new, 273.

Stump-Orator, 146-181 ; a mouthpiece of

Chaos, 149, 169, 175; Supreme Stump-
Orators in the Lawyer department, 241.

Stupidity, our one enemy, 83, 90, 96.

Suffrage, Universal, 29, 205 ; reciv>e of

Popular Election, 224 ; answer to Jef-

ferson Brick, 228; universal - suffrage

equivalent to flat despair, 234.

Supply-and-demand, brought to bear on
the Black ' labour-market,' 23.

Times Newspaper, 188.

Tongue, human talent all gone to, 146,

159, 163 ; how to cure the evil, 154, 178.

Unhappy sugary brethren, 56 ; happiness

not come, 285.

Universe, the, a Monarchy and Hier-

archy, 19; the ve.sture of an Invisible

Infinite, 235, 252; M'Croudy's notion

of, 240 ; all things to all men, 283 ; 'open
.secret' of, 284. See Laws.

Virtue, hum.an, raw materials of, 55.

Voting, foolish vnianimity of, 14 ; large

U'.iirly of ' voting' in God's Universe,

but under conditions ine.\orablo, 19,

'7i> "yA ^"'> 2.S3' wbat to do with the
' fool's vote,' 202, 206, 268 ; the " votes'

of all men worth knowing, 204 : the
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horse's 'vote,' 207; the slave's, 212;

the man worth taking the vote of, 214.

William Conqueror's Home Office, 88.

William, Dutch, 124.

William Rufus and his Parliaments, 184.

Wisdom alone can recognise wisdom, 95,

100, 120; intrinsically of silent nature,

166.

Wisest man, the, at the top of society,

'A10; he and not a counterfeit, under
|)^nalties, 19, 168.

Work for all men, 37, 39 ; a Human Doey
the most complex and inarticulate of

Nature's Facts, 166 ; desirability o)

work, 221. See Labour.
Working man, true education of the, 150.

Worship, practical, 218 ; many phases of

worship, 235, 254, 276.

Worth, human, practical reverence for,

64 ; the essence of all true ' religions,'

90, 96. See Intellect.

Zero, the Right Honourable, 85.
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DUMB LOVE.i

There was once a wealthy merchant, Melchior of Bremen by

name, who used to stroke his beard with a contemptuous grin,

when he heard the Rich Man in the Gospel preached of, whom,
in comparison, he reckoned Httle better than a petty shop-

keeper. Melchior had money in such plenty, that he floored

his dining-room all over with a coat of solid dollars. In those

frugal times, as in our own, a certain luxury prevailed among
the rich ; only then it had a more substantial shape than now.

But though this pomp of Melchior's was sharply censured by
his fellow-citizens and consorts, it was, in truth, directed more
to trading speculation than to mere vain-glory. The cunning

Bremer easily observed, that those who grudged and blamed
this seeming vanity, would but diffuse the reputation of his

wealth, and so increase his credit. He gained his purpose to

the full ; the sleeping capital of old dollars, so judiciously set

up to public inspection in the parlour, brought interest a hun-

dredfold, by the silent surety which it offered for his bargains

in every market ; yet, at last, it became a rock on which the

welfare of his family made shipwreck.

Melciiior of Bremen died of a surfeit at a city-feast, with-

out having time to set his house in order ; and left all his

goods and chattels to an only son, in the bloom of life, and
just arrived at the years when the laws allowed him to take

possession of his inherilance. Franz Melcherson was a bril-

liant youth, endued by nature with the best capacities. His
exterior was gracefully formed, yet firm and sinewy withal ; his

temper was cheery and jovial, as if hung-beef and old French

' Prefatory Introduction to Musaeus, si/pr^, at p. 232, Vol. VI. of

IVorks (Vol, I. of Miscellanies).
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wine had joined to influence his formation. On his cheeks

bloomed health ; and from his brown eyes looked mirthfulness

and love of joy. He was like a marrowy plant, which needs

but water and the poorest ground to make it grow to strength

;

but which, in too fat a soil, will shoot into luxuriant over-

growth, without fruit or usefulness. The father's heritage, as

often happens, proved the ruin of the son. Scarce had he felt

the joy of being sole possessor and disposer of a large fortune,

when he set about endeavouring to get rid of it as of a galling

burden ; began to play the Rich Man in the Gospel to the very

letter ; went clothed in fine apparel, and fared sumptuously

every day. No feast at the bishop's court could be compared
for pomp and superfluity with his ; and never while the town
of Bremen shall endure, will such another public dinner be

consumed, as it yearly got from him ; for to every burgher of

the place he gave a Krusel-soup and a jug of Spanish wine.

For this, all people cried : Long life to him ! and Franz be-

came the hero of the day.

In this unceasing whirl of joviality, no thought was cast

upon the Balancing of Entries, which, in those days, was the

merchant's vade-mecum, though in our times it is going out of

fashion, and for want of it the tongue of the commercial beam
too frequently declines with a magnetic virtue from the vertical

position. Some years passed on without the joyful Franz's

noticing a diminution in his incomes ; for at his father's death

every chest and coffer had been full. The voracious host of

table-friends, the airy company of jesters, gamesters, parasites,

and all who had their living by the prodigal son, took special

care to keep reflection at a distance from him ; they hurried

him from one enjoyment to another ; kept him constantly in

play, lest in some sober moment Reason might awake, and
snatch him from their plundering claws.

But at last their well of happiness went suddenly dry ; old

Mclchior's casks of gold were now run off even to the lees.

One day, Franz ordered payment of a large account ; his cash-

keeper was not in a state to execute the precept, and returned

it with a protest. This counter-incident flashed keenly through

the soul of Franz
;
yet he felt nothing else but anger and vex-

ation at his servant, to whose unaccountable perversity, by no
<*ieans to his own ill husbandry, he ch.irged the j^rcsent dis
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order in his finances. Nor did he give himself the trouble to

investigate the real condition of the business; but after flying

to the common Fool's-litany, and thundering out some scores

of curses, he transmitted to his shoulder-shrugging steward the

laconic order : Find means.

Bill-brokers, usurers and money-changers now came into

play. For high interest, fresh sums were poured into the empty
coffers ; the silver flooring of the dining-room was then more
potent in the eyes of creditors, than in these times of ours the

promissory obligation of the Congress of America, with the

whole thirteen United States to back it. This paUiative suc-

ceeded for a season ; but, underhand, the rumour spread about

the town, that the silver flooring had been privily removed,

and a stone one substituted in its stead. The matter was im-

mediately, by application of the lenders, legally inquired into,

and discovered to be actually so. Now, it could not be denied,

that a marble-floor, worked into nice Mosaic, looked much
better in a parlour, than a sheet of dirty, tarnished dollars : the

creditors, however, paid so little reverence to the proprietor's

refinement of taste, that on the spot they, one and all, de-

manded payment of their several moneys ; and as this was not

complied with, they proceeded to procure an act of bankruptcy

;

and Melchior's house, with its appurtenances, offices, gardens,

parks and furniture, were sold by public auction, and their

late owner, who in this extremity had screened himself from

jail by some chicanery of law, judicially ejected.

It was now too late to moralise on his absurdities, since

philosophical reflections could not alter what was done, and

the most wholesome resolutions would not bring him back his

money. According to the principles of this our cultivated

century, the hero at this juncture ought to have retired with

dignity from the stage, or in some way terminated his exist-

ence ; to have entered on his travels into foreign parts, or

opened his carotid artery ; since in his native town he could

live no longer as a man of honour. Franz neither did the one

nor the other. The qji'en-dira-t-on, which French morality em-

ploys as bit and curb for thoughtlessness and folly, had never

once occurred to the unbridled squanderer in the days of his

prolusion, and his sensibility was still too dull to leel so keenly

the disgrace oi his capricious wasteiulness. He was like a
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toper, who has been in drink, and on awakening out of his

carousal, cannot rightly understand how matters ai-e or have

been with him. He lived according to the manner of unpro-

spering spendthrifts ; repented not, lamented not. By good
fortune, he had picked some relics from the wreck ; a few small

heir-looms of the family ; and these secured him for a time

from absolute starvation.

He engaged a lodging in a remote alley, into which the

sun never shone throughout the year, except for a few days

about the solstice, when it peeped for a short while over the

high roofs. Here he found the little that his now much-con-

tracted wants required. The frugal kitchen of his landlord

screened him from hunger, the stove from cold, the roof from

rain, the four walls from wind ; only from the pains of tedium

he could devise no refuge or resource. The light rabble of

parasites had fled av/ay with his prosperity ; and of his former

friends there was now no one that knew him. Reading had not

yet become a necessary of life ; people did not yet understand

the art of killing time by means of those amusing shapes of

fancy which are wont to lodge in empty heads. There were yet

no sentimental, pedagogic, psychologic, popular, simple, comic,

or moral tales ; no novels of domestic life, no cloister-stories,

no romances of the middle ages ; and of the innumerable gene-

ration of our Henrys, and Adelaides, and Chffords, and Emmas,
no one had as yet lifted up its mantua-maker voice, to weary

out the patience of a lazy and discerning public. In those

days, knights were still diligently pricking round the tilt-yard
;

Dietrich of Bern, Hildebrand, Seyfried with the Horns, Renne-

wart the Strong, were following their snake and dragon hunt,

and killing giants and dwarfs of twelve men's strength. The
venerable epos, I'hetierdank, was the loftiest ideal of German
art and skill, the latest product of our native wit, but only for

the cultivated minds, the poets and thinkers of the age. Franz

belonged to none of those classes, and had therefore nothing to

employ himself upon, except that he tuned his lute, and some-

limes twanged a little on it ; then, by way of variation, took to

looking from the window, and instituted observations on the

weather ; out of which, indeed, there came no inference a whit

more edifying than from all the labours of the most rheumatic

meteorologist of this present age. Meanwhile his turn for ob-



DUMB LOVE. 7

servation ere long found another sort of nourishment, by which

the vacant space in his head and heart was at once filled.

In the narrow lane right opposite his window dwelt an

honest matron, who, in hope of better times, was earning a

painful living by the long threads, which, assisted by a mar-

vellously fair daughter, she winded daily from her spindle. Day
after day the couple spun a length of yarn, with which the

whole town of Bremen, with its walls and trenches, and all its

suburbs, might have been begirt. These two spinners had not

been born for the wheel ; they were of good descent, and had

lived of old in pleasant affluence. The fair M eta's father had

once had a ship of his own on the sea, and, freighting it him-

self, had yearly sailed to Antwerp ; but a heavy storm had

sunk the vessel, "with man and mouse," and a rich cargo,

into the abysses of the ocean, before Meta had passed the

years of her childhood. The mother, a staid and reasonable

woman, bore the loss of her husband and all her fortune with

a wise composure; in her need she refused, out of noble pride,

all help from the charitable sympathy of her relations and

friends ; considering it as shameful alms, so long as she be-

lieved, that in her own activity she might find a living by the

labour of her hands. She gave up her large house, and all her

costly furniture, to the rigorous creditors of her ill-fated hus-

band, hired a little dwelling in the lane, and span from early

morning till late night, though the trade went sore against her,

and she often wetted the thread with her tears. Yet by this

diligence she reached her object, of depending upon no one,

and owing no mortal any obligation. By and by she trained

her growing daughter to the same employment ; and lived so

thriftily, that she laid-by a trifle of her gainings, and turned it

to account by carrying on a little trade in flax.

She, however, nowise purposed to conclude her life in these

poor circumstances ; on the contrary, the honest dame kept up

her heart with happy prospects into the future, and hoped that

she should once more attain a prosperous situation, and in the

autumn of her life enjoy her woman's-summer. Nor were

these hopes grounded altogether upon empty dreams of fancy,

but upon a rational and calculated expectation. She saw her

daughter budding up like a spring rose, no less virtuous and
modest than she was fair ; and with such endowments of art
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and spirit, that the mother felt delight and comfort in her, and
spared the morsel from her own lips, that nothing might be want-

ing in an education suitable to her capacities. For she thought,

that if a maiden could come up to the sketch which Solomon,

the wise friend of woman, has left of the ideal of a perfect

wife, it could not fail that a pearl of such price would besought
after, and bidden for, to ornament some good man's house ; for

beauty combined with virtue, in the days of Mother Brigitta,

were as important in the eyes of wooers, as, in our days, birth

combined with fortune. Besides, the number of suitors was in

those times greater ; it was then believed that the wife was the

most essential, not, as in our refined economical theory, the

most superfluous item in the household. The fair Meta, it is

true, bloomed only like a precious rare flower in the greenhouse,

not under the gay, free sky ; she lived in maternal oversight

and keeping, sequestered and still ; was seen in no walk, in no

company ; and scarcely once in the year passed through the

gate of her native town ; all which seemed utterly to contradict

her mother's principle. The old Lady E * * of Memel under-

stood it otherwise, in her time. She sent the itinerant Sophia,

it is clear as day, from Memel into Saxony, simply on a mar-

riage speculation, and attained her purpose fully. How many
hearts did the wandering nymph set on fire, how many suitors

courted her ! Had she stayed at home, as a domestic modest

maiden, she might have bloomed away in the remoteness of

her virgin cell, without even making a conquest of Kubbuz the

schoolmaster. Other times, other manners. Daughters with

us are a sleeping capital, which must be put in circulation if it is

to yield any interest ; of old, they were kept like thrifty savings,

under lock and key
;
yet the bankers still knew wliere the

treasure lay concealed, and how it might be come at. Mother

Brigitta steered towards some prosperous son-in-law, who might

lead her back from tlie Babylonian captivity of the narrow

lane into the land of superfluity, flowing with milk and honey;

and trusted firmly, that in the urn of Fate, her daughter's lot

would not be coupled with a blank.

One day, while neighbour Franz was looking from the win-

dow, making observations on the weather, he perceived the

charming Meta coming with her mother from church, whither

she went daily, to attend mass. In Ihe limes of his abundance,
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the unstable voluptuary had been blind to the fairer half of the

species ; the finer feelings were still slumbering in his breast
;

and all his senses had been overclouded by the ceaseless tu-

mult of debauchery. But now the stormy waves of extrava-

gance had subsided ; and in this deep calm, the smallest breath

of air sufficed to curl the mirror surface of his soul. He was
enchanted by the aspect of this, the loveliest female figure that

had ever flitted past him. He abandoned from that hour the

barren study of the winds and clouds, and now instituted quite

another set of Observations for the furtherance of Moral Science,

and one which aftorded to himself much finer occupation. He
soon extracted from his landlord intelligence of this fair neigh-

bour, and learned most part of what we know already.

Now rose on him the first repentant thought for his heed-

less squandering ; there awoke a secret good-will in his heart

to this new acquaintance ; and for her sake he wished that his

paternal inheritance were his own again, that the lovely Meta
might be fitly dowered with it. His garret in the narrow lane

was now so dear to him, that he would not have exchanged it

with the Schudding itself.2 Throughout the day he stirred not

from the window, watching for an opportunity of glancing at

the dear maiden ; and when she chanced to show herself, he

felt more rapture in his soul than did Horrox in his Liverpool

Observatory, when he saw, for the first time, Venus passing

over the disk of the Sun.

Unhappily the watchful mother instituted counter-observa-

tions, and ere long discovered what the lounger on the other

side was driving at ; and as P^ranz, in the capacity of spend-

thrift, already stood in very bad esteem with her, this daily

gazing angered her so much, that she shrouded her lattice as

with a cloud, and drew the curtains close together. Meta had
the strictest orders not again to appear at the window ; and
when her mother went with her to mass, she drew a rain-cap

over her face, disguised her like a favourite of the Grand
Signior, and hurried till she turned the corner with her, and
escaped the eyes of the lier-in-wait.

Of Franz, it was not held that penetration was his master

faculty ; but Love awakens all the talent-s of the mind. He

- One of the largest buildings in Bremen, where the meetings of

Die mercli.ints are usually held.
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observed, that by his imprudent spying, he had betrayed him-

self ; and he thenceforth retired from the window, with the

resolution not again to look out at it, though the Venenibile

itself were carried by. On the other hand, he meditated some
invention for proceeding with his observations in a private

manner ; and without great labour, his combining spirit mas-

tered it.

He hired the largest looking-glass that he could find, and
hung it up in his room, with such an elevation and direction,

that he could distinctly see whatever passed in the dwelling of his

neighbours. Here, as for several days the watcher did not

come to light, the screens by degrees went asunder ; and the

broad mirror now and then could catch the form of the noble

maid, and, to the great refreshment of the virtuoso, cast it truly

back. The more deeply love took root in his heart, 3 the more
widely did his wishes extend. It now struck him that he ought

to lay his passion open to the fair Meta, and investigate the

corresponding state of her opinions. The commonest and
readiest way which lovers, under such a constellation of their

wishes, strike into, was in his position inaccessible. In those

modest ages, it was always difficult for Paladins in love to in-

troduce themselves to daughters of the family ; toilette calls

were not in fashion ; trustful interviews tete-ci-tete were punished

by the loss of reputation to the female sharer
;
promenades,

esplanades, masquerades, pic-nics, goutes, soupds, and other in-

ventions of modern wit for forwarding sweet courtship, had not

then been hit upon
;

yet, notwithstanding, all things went their

course, much as they do with us. Gossipings, weddings, lyke-

wakes, were, especially in our Imperial Cities, privileged ve-

hicles for carrying on soft secrets, and expediting marriage

contracts; hence the old proverb. One wedding makes a score.

But a poor runagate no man desired to number among his bap-

tismal relatives ; to no nuptial dinner, to no wakesupper, was he

bidden. The by-way of negotiating, with the woman, with the

young maid, or any other serviceable spirit of a go-between,

was hce locked up. Mother Brigitta had neither maid nor wo-

man ; the flax and yarn trade passed through no hands but her

own ; and she abode by her daughter as closely as her shadow.

In these circumstances, it was clearly impossible for neigh-
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hour Franz to disclose his heart to the fair Meta, either ver-

bally or in writing. Ere long, however, he invented an idiom,

which appeared expressly calculated for the utterance of the

passions. It is true, the honour of the first invention is not

his. Many ages ago, the sentimental Celadons of Italy and
Spain had taught melting harmonies, in serenades beneath tlae

balconies of their dames, to speak the language of the heart

;

and it is said that this melodious pathos had especial virtue in

love-matters ; and, by the confession of the ladies, was more
heart-affecting and subduing, than of yore the oratory of the

reverend Chrysostom, or the pleadings of Demosthenes and
TuUy. But of all this the simple Bremer had not heard a

syllable ; and consequently the invention of expressing his

emotions in symphonious notes, and trilling them to his beloved

Meta, was entirely his own.

In an hour of sentiment, he took his lute : he did not now
tune it merely to accompany his voice, but drew harmonious

melodies from its strings ; and Love, in less than a month, had
changed the musical scraper to a new Amphion. His first

efforts did not seem to have been noticed ; but soon the popu-

lation of the lane were all ear, every time the dilettante struck

a note. Mothers hushed their children, fathers drove the noisy

urchins from the doors, and the performer had the satisfaction

to observe that Meta herself, with her alabaster hand, would
sometimes open the window as he began to prelude. If he

succeeded in enticing her to lend an ear, his voluntaries whirled

along in gay allegro, or skipped away in mirthful jigs ; but if

the turning of the spindle, or her thrifty mother, kept her back,

a heavy-laden andante rolled over the bridge of the sighing

lute, and expressed, in languishing modulations, the feeling of

sadness which love-pain poured over his soul.

Meta was no dull scholar ; she soon learned to interpret

this expressive speech. She made various experiments to try

whether she had rightly understood it, and found that she could

govern at her will the dilettante humours of the unseen lute-

twanger ; for your silent modest maidens, it is well known, have

a much sharper eye than those giddy flighty girls, who hurry

with the levity of butterflies from one object to another, and
take proper heed of none. She felt her female vanity a little

flattered ; and it pleased her that she had it in her power, by a
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secret magic, to direct the neighbouring lute, and tune it now to

tiie note of joy, now to the whimpering moan of grief. Mother
Brigitta, on the other hand, had her head so constantly em-
ployed with her traffic on the small scale, that she minded none
of these things ; and the sly little daughter took especial care

to keep her in the dark respecting the discovery ; and, insti-

gated either by some touch of kindness for her cooing neigh-

bour, or perhaps by vanity, that she might show her herme-

neutic penetration, meditated on the means of making some
symbolical response to these harmonious apostrophes to her

heart. She e.xpressed a wish to have flower-pots on the outside

of the window; and to grant her this innocent amusement was

a light thing for the mother, who no longer feared the coney-

catching neighbour, now that she no longer saw him with her

eyes.

Henceforth Meta had a frequent call to tend her flowers, to

water them, to bind them up, and guard them from approach-

ing storms, and watch their growth and flourishing. With in-

expressible delight the hapjDy Franz explained this hieroglyphic

altogether in his favour ; and the speaking lute did not fail to

modulate his glad emotions, through the alley, into the heedful

ear of the fair friend of flowers. This, in her tender virgin

heart, worked wonders. She began to be secretly vexed, when
Mother Brigitta, in her wise table-talk, in which at times she

spent an hour chatting with her daughter, brought their melo-

dious neighbour to her bar, and called him a losel and a slug-

gard, or compared him with the Prodigal in the Gospel. She

always took his part ; threw the blame of his ruin on the sor-

rowful temptations he had met with ; and accused him of no-

thing worse than not having fitly weighed the golden proverb,

A penny saved is n penny got. Yet she defended him with

cunning prudence ; so that it rather seemed as if she wished to

help the conversation, than took any interest in the thing itself.

While Mother Brigitta within her four walls was inveighing

against the luckless spendthrift, he on his side entertained

the kindest feelings towards her ; and was considering dili-

gently how he might, according to his means, improve her

straitened circumstances, and divide with her the little that re-

maincnl to him, and so that she might never notice that a por-

tion of his property had passed over into hers. This pious
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outlay, in good truth, was specially intended not for the mother,

but the daughter. Underhand he had come to know, that the

fair Meta had a hankering for a new gown, which her mother

had excused herself from buying, under pretext of hard times.

Yet he judged quite accurately, that a present of a piece of stuff,

from an unknown hand, would scarcely be received, or cut into

a dress for Meta ; and that he should spoil all, if he stept forth

and avowed himself the author of the benefaction. Chance
afforded him an opportunity to realise this purpose in the way
he wished.

Mother Brigitta was complaining to a neighbour, that flax

was very dull ; that it cost her more to purchase than the

buyers of it would repay; and that hence this branch of indus-

try was nothing better, for the present, than a withered bough.

Eaves-dropper Franz did not need a second telling ; he ran

directly to the goldsmith, sold his mother's ear-rings, bought

some stones of flax, and, by means of a negotiatress, whom he

gained, had it offered to the mother for a cheap price. The
bargain was concluded ; and it yielded so richly, that on All-

Saints' day the fair Meta sparkled in a fine new gov/n. In this

decoration, she had such a splendour in h'^r watchful neigh-

bour's eyes, that he would have overlooked the Eleven Thou-
sand Virgins, all and sundry, had it been permitted him to

choose a heart's-mate from among them, and fixed upon the

charming Meta.

But just as he was triumphing in the result of his innocent

deceit, the secret was betrayed. Mother Brigitta had resolved

to do the flax-retailer, who had brought her that rich gain, a

kindness in her turn ; and was treating her with a well-sugared

rice-pap, and a quarter-stoop of Spanish sack. This dainty set

in motion not only the toothless jaw, but also the garrulous

tongue of the crone : she engaged to continue the flax-broker-

age, should her consigner feel inclined, as from good grounds

she guessed he would. One word produced another ; Mother
Eve's two daughters searched, with the curiosity peculiar to

their sex, till at length the brittle seal of female secrecy gave

way, Meta grew pale with affright at the discovery, which

would have charmed her, had her mother not partaken of it.

But she knew her strict ideas of morals and decorum ; and
these gave her doubts about the preservation of her gown.
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The serious dame herselfwas no less struck at the tidings, and

wished, on her side too, that she alone had got intelligence of

the specific nature of her flax-trade ; for she dreaded that this

neighbourly munificence might make an impression on her

daughter's heart, which would derange her whole calculations.

She resolved, therefore, to root out the still tender germ of this

weed, in the very act, from the maiden heart. The gown, in

spite of all the tears and prayers of its lovely owner, was first

hypothecated, and next day transmitted to the huckster's shop;

the money raised from it, with the other profits of the flax

speculation, accurately reckoned up, were packed together, and

imder the name of an old debt, returned to " Mr. Franz Mel-

cherson, in Bremen," by help of the Hamburg post. The
receiver, nothing doubting, took the little lot of money as an

unexpected blessing ; wished that all his father's debtors would

clear off their old scores as conscientiously as this honest un-

known person ; and had not the smallest notion of the real

position of affairs. The talking brokeress, of course, was far

from giving him a true disclosure of her blabbing ; she merely

told him that Mother Brigitta had given up her flax-trade.

Meanwhile, the mirror taught him, that the aspects over

the way had altered greatly in a single night. The flower-pots

were entirely vanished ; and the cloudy veil again obscured the

friendly horizon of the opposite window. Meta was seldom

visible ; and if for a moment, like the silver moon, from among
her clouds in a stormy night, she did appear, her countenance

was troubled, the fire of her eyes was extinguished, and it

seemed to him, that, at times, with her finger, she pressed

away a pearly tear. This seized him sharply by the heart ; and

his lute resounded melancholy sympathy in soft Lydian mood.

He grieved, and meditated to discover why his love was sad
;

but all his thinking and imagining were vain. After some days

were past, he noticed, to his consternation, that his dearest

piece of furniture, the large mirror, had become entirely useless.

He set himself one bright morning in his usual nook, and

observed that the clouds over the way had, like natural fog,

entirely dispersed ; a sign which he at first imputed to a gene-

ral washing ; but ere long he saw that, in the chamber, all

was waste and empty ; his pleasing neighbours had in silence

withdrawn the night before, and broken up their quarters.
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He might now, once more, with the greatest leisure and

convenience, enjoy the free prospect from his window, without

fear of being troublesome to any ; but for him it was a dead

loss to miss the kind countenance of his Platonic love. Mute
and stupefied, he stood, as of old his fellow-craftsman, the har-

monious Orpheus, when the dear shadow of his Eurydice again

vanished down to Orcus ; and if the bedlam humour of those

" noble minds," who raved among us through the bygone lustre,

but have now like drones disappeared with the earliest frost,

had then been ripened to existence, this calm of his would

certainly have passed into a sudden hurricane. The least he

could have done, would have been to pull his hair, to trundle

himself about upon the ground, or run his head against the

wall, and break his stove and window. All this he omitted
;

from the very simple cause, that true love never makes men
fools, but rather is the universal remedy for healing sick minds

of their foolishness, for laying gentle fetters on extravagance,

and guiding youthful giddiness from the broad way of ruin to

the narrow path of reason ; for the rake whom love will not

recover is lost irrecoverably.

When once his spirit had assembled its scattered powers,

he set on foot a number of instructive meditations on the un-

expected phenomenon, but too visible in the adjacent horizon.

He readily conceived that he was the lever vi^hich had effected

the removal of the wandering colony : his money-letter, the

abrupt conclusion of the flax-trade, and the emigration which

had followed thereupon, were like reciprocal exponents to each

other, and explained the whole to him. He perceived that

Mother Brigitta had got round his secrets, and saw from every

circumstance that he was not her hero ; a discovery which

yielded him but little satisfaction. The symbolic responses

of the fair Meta, with her flower-pots, to his musical proposals

of love ; her trouble, and the tear which he had noticed in her

bright eyes shortly before her departure from the lane, again

animated his hopes, and kept him in good heart. His first

employment was to go in quest, and try to learn where

Mother Brigitta had pitched her residence, in order to main-

tain, by some means or other, his secret understanding with

the daughter. It cost him httle toil to find her abode
;
yet he

was too modest to shift his own lodging to her neighbourhood
;
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but salistied himself with spying out the church where she now
attended mass, that he might treat himself once each day with

a glance of his beloved. He never failed to meet her as she

returned, now here, now there, in some shop or door which

she was passing, and salute her kindly ; an equivalent for a

billet-doux, and productive of the same effect.

Had not Meta been brought up in a style too nunlike, and
guarded by her rigid mother as a treasure, from the eyes of

thieves, there is little doubt that neighbour Franz, with his

secret wooing, would have made no great impression on her

heart. But she was at the critical age when Mother Nature

and Mother Brigitta, with their wise nurture, were perpetually

coming into collision. The former taught her, by a secret in-

stinct, the existence of emotions, for which she had no name,

and eulogised them as the panacea of life ; the latter warned

her to beware of the surprisals of a passion, which she would

not designate by its true title, but which, as she maintained, was

more pernicious and destructive to young maidens than the

small-pox itself. The former, in the spring of hfe, as beseemed

the season, enlivened her heart with a genial warmth ; the lat-

ter wished that it should always be as cold and frosty as an

ice-house. These conflicting pedagogic systems of the two

good mothers gave the tractable heart of the daughter the di-

rection of a ship which is steered against the wind, and follows

neither the wind nor the helm, but a course between the two,

She maintained the modesty and virtue which her education,

from her youth upwards, had impressed upon her ; but her

heart continued open to all tender feelings. And as neighbour

Franz was the first youth who had awakened these slumbering

emotions, she took a certain pleasure in him, which she scarcely

owned to herself, but which any less unexperienced maiden

would have recognised as love. It was for this that her de-

parture from the narrow lane had gone so near her heart ; for

this that the little tear had trickled from her beautiful eyes
;

for this that, when the watchful Franz saluted her as she came
from church, she thanked him so kindly, and grew scarlet to the

ears. The lovers had in truth never spoken any word to one

another ; but he understood her, and she him, so perfectly,

that in the most secret interview they could not have explained

themselves more clearly; and both contracting parties swore in
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their silent hearts, each for himself, under the seal of secrecy,

the oath of faithfulness to the other.

In the quarter, where Mother Brigitta had now settled,

there were likewise neighbours, and among these likewise girl-

spiers, whom the beauty of the charming Meta had not escaped.

Right opposite their dwelling lived a wealthy Brewer, whom the

wags of the part, as he was strong in means, had named the

Hop-King. He was a young stout widower, whose mourning
year was just concluding, so that now he was entitled, without

offending the precepts of decorum, to look about him elsewhere

for a new helpmate to his household. Shortly after the depar-

ture of his whilom wife, he had in secret entered into an en-

gagement with his Patron Saint, St. Christopher, to offer him
a wax-taper as long as a hop-pole, and as thick as a mashing-

beam, if he would vouchsafe in this second choice to prosper

the desire of his heart. Scarcely had he seen the dainty Meta,

when he dreamed that St. Christopher looked in upon him,

through the window of his bedroom in the second story,* and

demanded payment of his debt. To the quick widower this

seemed a heavenly call to cast out the net without delay.

Early in the morning he sent for the brokers of the town, and
commissioned them to buy bleached wax ; then decked himself

like a Syndic, and set forth to expedite his marriage specula-

tion. He had no musical talents, and in the secret symbolic

language of love he was no better than a blockhead ; but he

had a rich brewery, a solid mortgage on the city-revenues, a

ship on the Weser, and a farm without the gates. With such

recommendations he might have reckoned on a prosperous issue

to his courtship, independently of all assistance from St. Kit,

especially as his bride was without dowry.

According to old use and wont, he went directly to the

master hand, and disclosed to the mother, in a kind neigh-

bourly way, his christian intentions towards her virtuous and
honourable daughter. No angel's visit could have charmed the

good lady more than these glad tidings. She now saw ripen-

ing before her the fruit of her prudent scheme, and the fulfil-

* St. Christopher never appears to his favourites, like the other

Saints, in a solitary room, encircled with a glory : there is no room
high enough to admit him ; thus the celestial Son of Anak is obliged

to transact all business with his wards outside the window.
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ment of her hope again to emerge from her present poverty

into her former abundance ; she blessed the good thought of

moving from the crooked alley, and in the first ebullition of

her joy, as a thousand gay ideas were ranking themselves up

within her soul, she also thought of neighbour Franz, who had
given occasion to it. Though Franz was not exactly her bosom-

youth, she silently resolved to gladden him, as the accidental

instrument of her rising star, with some secret gift or other,

and by this means likewise recompense his well-intended flax-

dealing.

In the maternal heart the marriage-articles were as good

as signed ; but decorum did not permit these rash proceedings

in a matter of such moment. She therefore let the motion

lie ad referendutn, to be considered by her daughter and her-

self; and appointed a term of eight days, after which "she
hoped she should have it in her power to give the much-re-

spected suitor a reply that would satisfy him ;" all which, as

the common manner of proceeding, he took in good part, and
with his usual civilities withdrew. No sooner had he turned

his back, than spinning-wheel and reel, swingling-stake and
hatchel, without regard being paid to their faithful services,

and without accusation being lodged against them, were con-

signed, like some luckless Parliament of Paris, to disgrace, and
dismissed as useless implements into the lumber-room. On
returning from mass, Meta was astonished at the sudden

catastrophe which had occurred in the apartment ; it was all

decked out as on one of the three high Festivals of the year.

She could not understand how her thrifty mother, on a work-

day, had so neglectfully put her active hand in her bosom ; but

before she had time to question the kindly-smiling dame con-

cerning this reform in household affairs, she was favoured by

the latter with an explanation of the riddle. Persuasion rested

on Brigitta's tongue ; and there flowed from her lips a stream

of female eloquence, depicting the offered happiness in the live-

liest hues which her imagination could lay on. She expected

from the chaste Meta the blush of soft virgin bashfulness,

which announces the novitiate in love ; and then a full resig-

nation of herself to the maternal will. For of old, in proposals

of marriage, daughters were situated as our princesses are still

;

they were not asked about their inclination, and had no voice
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in the selection of their legal helpmate, save the Yes before the

altar.

But Mother Brigitta was in this point widely mistaken ; the

fair Meta did not at the unexpected announcement grow red as

a rose, but pale as ashes. An hysterical giddiness swam over

her brain, and she sank fainting in her mother's arms. When
her senses were recalled by the sprinkling of cold water, and

she had in some degree recovered strength, her eyes overflowed

with tears, as if a heavy misfortune had befallen her. From all

these symptoms, the sagacious mother easily perceived that the

marriage-trade was not to her taste ; at which she wondered

not a little, sparing neither prayers nor admonitions to her

daughter to secure her happiness by this good match, not flout

it from her by caprice and contradiction. But Meta could not

be persuaded that her happiness depended on a match, to

which her heart gave no assent. The debates between the

mother and the daughter lasted several days, from early morn-

ing to late night ; the term for decision was approaching ; the

sacred taper for St. Christopher, which Og King of Bashan

need not have disdained had it been lit for him as a marriage-

torch at his espousals, stood in readiness, all beautifully painted

with living flowers like a many-coloured light, though the Saint

had all the while been so inactive in his client's cause, that the

fair Meta's heart was still bolted and barred against him fast

as ever.

Meanwhile she had bleared her eyes with weeping, and the

maternal rhetoric had worked so powerfully, that, like a flower

in the sultry heat, she was drooping together, and visibly

fading av/ay. Hidden grief was gnawing at her heart ; she had

prescribed herself a rigorous fast, and for three days no morsel

had she eaten, and with no drop of water moistened her

parched lips. By night sleep never visited her eyes ; and with

all this she grew sick to death, and began to talk about extreme

unction. As the tender mother saw the pillar of her hope waver-

ing, and bethought herself that she might lose both capital and

interest at once, she found, on accurate consideration, that it

would be more advisable to let the latter vanish, than to miss

them both ; and with kindly indulgence pHed into the daughter's

will. It cost her much constraint, indeed, and many hard bat-

tles, to turn away so advantageous an offer
;
yet at last, accord-
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mg to established order in household governments, she yielded

unconditionally to the inclination of her child, and remonstrated

no more with her beloved patient on the subject. As the stout

widower announced himself on the appointed day, in the full

trust that his heavenly deputy had arranged it all according to

his wish, he received, quite unexpectedly, a negative answer,

which, however, was sweetened with such a deal of blandish-

ment, that he swallowed it like Avine-of-wormwood mixed with

sugar. For the rest, he easily accommodated himself to his

destiny ; and discomposed himself no more about it, than if

some bargain for a ton of malt had chanced to come to nothing.

Nor, on the whole, had he any cause to sorrow without hope.

His native town has never wanted amiable daughters, who
come up to the Solomonic sketch, and are ready to make perfect

spouses ; besides, notwithstanding this unprospered courtship,

he depended with firm confidence upon his Patron Saint ; who
in fact did him such substantial service elsewhere, that ere a

month elapsed, he had planted with much pomp his devoted

taper at the friendly shrine.

Mother Brigitta was now fain to recall the exiled spinning-

tackle from its lumber-room, and again set it in action. All

once more went its usual course. Meta soon bloomed out

anew, was active in business, and diligently went to mass ; but

the mother could not hide her secret grudging at the failure of

her hopes, and the annihilation of her darling plan ; she was

splenetic, peevish and dejected. Her ill-humour had especially

the upper hand that day when neighbour Hop-King held his

nuptials. As the wedding company proceeded to the church,

witli the town-band bcdrumming and becymballing them in the

van, she whimpered and sobbed as in the evil hour when the

Job's-news reached her, that the wild sea had devoured her hus-

band, with ship and fortune. iVIeta looked at the bridal pomp
with great equanimity ; even the royal ornaments, the jewels in

the myrtle-crown, and the nine strings of true pearls about the

neck of the bride, made no impression on her peace of mind ;

a circumstance in some degree surprising, since a new Paris

cap, or any other meteor in the gallery of Mode, will so fre-

quently derange the contentment and domestic peace of an en-

tire parish. Nothing but the heart-consuming sorrow of her

\nother discomposed her, and overclouded the gay look of her
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eyes ; she strove by a thousand caresses and httle attentions to

work herself into favour ; and she so far succeeded that the

good lady grew a little more communicative.

In the evening, when the wedding-dance began, she said,

" Ah, child ! this merry dance it might have been thy part to

lead off". What a pleasure, hadst thou recompensed thy mother's

care and toil with this joy ! But thou hast mocked thy happi-

ness, and now I shall never see the day when I am to attend

thee to the altar."— " Dear mother," answered Meta, "I con-

fide in Heaven ; and if it is written above that I am to be led

to the altar, you will surely deck my garland : for v/hen the

right wooer comes, my heart will soon say Yes."— " Child,

for girls without dowry there is no press of wooers ; they are

heavy ware to trade with. Nowadays the bachelors are mighty

stingy ; they court to be happy, not to make happy. Besides,

thy planet bodes thee no good ; thou wert born in April. Let

us see how it is written in the Calendar :
' A damsel born in

this month is comely of countenance, slender of shape, but of

changeful humour, has a liking to men. Should have an eye

upon her maiden garland, and so a laughing wooer come, not

miss her fortune.' Alas, it answers to a hair ! The wooer has

been here, comes not again: thou hast missed him."—"Ah,
mother ! let the planet say its pleasure, never mind it ; my
heart says to me that I should love and honour the man who
asks me to be his wife : and if I do not find that man, or he

do not seek me, I will live in good courage by the labour ot

tny hands, and stand by you, and nurse you in your old age, as

beseems a good daughter. But if the man of my heart do come,

then bless my choice, that it may be well with your daughter

on the Earth ; and ask not whether he is noble, rich, or famous,

but whether he is good and honest, whether he loves and is

loved."— " Ah, daughter ! Love keeps a sorry kitchen, and

feeds one poorly, along with bread and salt."—"But yet Unity

and Contentment delight to dwell with him, and these season

bread and salt with the cheerful enjoyment of our days."

The pregnant subject of bread and salt continued to be

sifted till the night was far spent, and the last fiddle in the

wedding-dance was resting from its labours. The moderation

of the prudent Meta, who, with youth and beauty on her side,

pretended only to an altogether bounded happiness, after hav-
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ing turned away an advantageous offer, led the mother to con-

jecture that the plan of some such salt-trade might already

have been sketched in the heart of the virgin. Nor did she

fail to guess the trading-partner in the lane, ofwhom she never

had believed that he would be the tree for rooting in the lovely

Meta's heart. She had looked upon him only as a wild ten-

dril, that stretches out towards every neighbouring twig, to

clamber up by means of it. This discovery procured her little

joy ; but she gave no hint that she had made it. Only, in the

spirit of her rigorous morality, she compared a maiden who
lets love, before the priestly benediction, nestle in her heart, to

a worm-eaten apple, which is good for the eye, but no longer for

the palate, and is laid upon a shelf and no more heeded, for

the pernicious worm is eating its internal marrow, and cannot

be dislodged. She now despaired of ever holding up her head

again in Bremen ; submitted to her fate, and bore in silence

what she thought was now not to be altered.

Meanwhile the rumour of the proud Meta's having given

the rich Hop-King the basket, spread over the town, and

sounded even into Franz's garret in the alley. Franz was

transported with joy to hear this tale confirmed ; and the se-

cret anxiety lest some wealthy rival might expel him from the

dear maiden's heart tormented him no more. He was now
certain of his object ; and the riddle, which for every one con-

tinued an insoluble problem, had no mystery for him. Love

had already changed a spendthrift into a dilettante ; but this

for a bride-seeker was the very smallest of recommendations,

a gift which in those rude times was rewarded neither with

such praise nor with such pudding, as it is in our luxurious

century. The fme arts were not then children of superfluity,

but of want and necessity. No travelling professors were at

that time known, save the Prague students, whose squeaking

symphonies solicited a charitable coin at the doors of tae rich.

The beloved maiden's sacrifice was too great to be repaid by a

serenade. And now the feeling of his youthful dissipation be-

came a thorn in the soul of Franz. Many a touching mono-

drama did he begin with an O and an Ah, besighing his past

madness: "Ah, Meta," said he to himself, "why did I not

know thee sooner ! Thou hadst been my guardian angel, thou

hadst saved me from destruction. Could I live my lost years
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over again, and be what I was, the world were now Elysium

for me, and for thee I would make it an Eden ! Noble maiden,

thou sacrificest thyself to a wretch, to a beggar, who has no-

thing in the world but a heart full of love, and despair that he

can offer thee no happiness such as thou deservest." Innumer-

able times, in the paroxysms of these pathetic humours, he

struck his brow in fury, with the repentant exclamation :
" O

fool ! O madman ! thou art wise too late."

Love, however, did not leave its working incomplete. It

had already brought about a wholesome fermentation in his

spirit, a desire to put in use his powers and activity, to try if

he might struggle up from his present nothingness : it now in-

cited him to the attempt of executing these good purposes.

Among many speculations he had entertained for the recruit-

ing of his wrecked finances, the most rational and promising

was this : To run over his father's ledgers, and there note

down any small escheats which had been marked as lost, with

a view of going through the land, and gleaning, if so were that

a lock of ^heat might still be gathered from these neglected

ears. With the produce of this enterprise, he would then com-

mence some little traffic, which his fancy soon extended over

all the quarters of the world. Already, in his mind's eye, he

had vessels on the sea, which were freighted with his property.

He proceeded rapidly to execute his purpose ; changed the last

golden fragment of his heritage, his father's hour-egg,^ into

money, and bought with it a riding nag, which was to bear

him as a Bremen merchant out into the wide world.

Yet the parting with his fair Meta went sore against his

heart. "What will she think," said he to himself, "of this

sudden disappearance, when thou shall no more meet her in

the church-way ? Will she not regard thee as faithless, and

banish thee from her heart ?" This thought aftlicted him ex-

ceedingly ; and for a great while he could think of no expe-

dient for explaining to her his intention. But at last inventive

Love suggested the idea of signifying to her from the pulpit

itself his absence and its purpose. With this view, in the

church, which had already favoured the secret understanding

of the lovers, he bought a Prayer "for a young Traveller, and

• The oldest watches, from the shape they liad, v.trre named hour-

egps.
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the happy arrangement of his affairs;" which was to last, till

he should come again and pay his groschen for the Thanks-

giving.

At the last meeting, he had dressed himself as for the road
;

he passed quite near his sweetheart ; saluted her expressively,

and with less reserve than before ; so that she blushed deeply
;

and Mother Brigitta found opportunity for various marginal

notes, which indicated her displeasure at the boldness of this

ill-bred fop, in attempting to get speech of her daughter, and

with which she entertained the latter not in the most pleasant

style the livelong day. From that morning Franz was no more
seen in Bremen, and the finest pair of eyes within its circuit

sought for him in vain. Meta often heard the Prayer read,

but she did not heed it, for her heart was troubled because her

lover had become invisible. This disappearance was inexplic-

able to her ; she knew not what to think of it. After the lapse

of some months, when time had a little softened her secret

care, and she was suffering his absence with a calmer mind, it

happened once, as the last appearance of her love was hover-

ing upon her fancy, that this same Prayer struck her as a

strange matter. She coupled one thing with another, she

guessed the true connexion of the business, and the meaning

of that notice. And although church litanies and special

prayers have not the reputation of extreme potency, and for

the worthy souls that lean on them are but a supple staff, in-

asmuch as the fire of devotion in the Christian flock is wont

to die out at the end of the sermon
;
yet in the pious Meta's

case, the reading of the last Prayer was the very thing which

fanned that fire into a flame ; and she never neglected, with

her whole heart, to recommend the young traveller to his

guardian angel.

Under this invisible guidance, Franz was journeying to-

wards Brabant, to call in some considerable sums that were

due him at Antwerp. A journey from Bremen to Antwerp, in

the time when road-blockades were still in fashion, and every

landlord thought himself entitled to plunder any traveller who
had purchased no safe-conduct, and to leave him pining in the

wardroom of his tower, was an undertaking of more peril and

difficulty, than in our days would attend a journey from Bre-

men to Kamlschatka : for the iMiid-fried (or Act for suppress-
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ing Private Wars), which the Emperor Maximilian had pro-

claimed, was in force through the Empire, rather as a law

than an observance. Nevertheless our solitary traveller suc-

ceeded in arriving at the goal of his pilgrimage, without en-

countering more than a single adventure.

Far in the wastes of Westphalia, he rode one sultry day

till nightfall, without reaching any inn. Towards evening

stormy clouds towered up at the horizon, and a heavy rain

wetted him to the skin. To the fondling, who from his youth

had been accustomed to all possible conveniences, this was a

heavy matter, and he felt himself in great embarrassment how
in this condition he should pass the night. To his comfort,

when the tempest had moved away, he saw a light in the dis-

tance ; and soon after, reached a mean peasant hovel, which

afforded him but little consolation. The house was more like

a cattle-stall than a human habitation ; and the unfriendly

landlord refused him fire and water, as if he had been an out-

law. For the man was just about to stretch himself upon the

straw among his steers ; and too tired to relight the fiie on

his hearth, for the sake of a stranger. Franz in his despond-

ency uplifted a mournful mise^-ere, and cursed the Westphalian

steppes with strong maledictions : but the peasant took it all

in good part ; and blew out his light with great composure,

troubling himself no farther about the stranger ; for in the laws

of hospitality he was altogether uninstructed. But as the way-

farer, standing at the door, would not cease to annoy him with

his lamentations, he endeavoured in a civil way to get rid' of

him, consented to answer, and said :
" Master, if you want good

entertainment, and would treat yourself handsomely, you could

not find what you are seeking here. But ride there to the left

hand, through the bushes ; a little way behind, lies the Castle

of the valiant Eberhard Bronkhorst, a knight who lodges every

traveller, as a Hospitaller does the pilgrims from the Holy

Sepulchre. He has just one maggot in his head, which some-

times twitches and vexes him ; he lets no traveller depart from

him unbasted. If you do not lose your way, though he may
dust your jacket, you will like your cheer prodigiously."

To buy a mess of pottage, and a stoup of wine, by sur-

rendering one's ribs to the bastinado, is in truth no job lor

every man, thoitgli your spungers and plale-lickt.is let them-
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selves be tweaked and snubbed, and from rich artists willingly

endure all kinds of tar-and-feathering, so their palates be but

tickled for the service. Franz considered for a while, and was
undetermined what to do ; at last he resolved on fronting the

adventure. "What is it to me," said he, "whether my back

be broken here on miserable straw, or by the Ritter Bronk-

horst ? The friction will expel the fever which is coming on,

and shake me tightly if I cannot dry my clothes." He put

spurs to his nag, and soon arrived before a castle-gate of old

Gothic architecture ; knocked pretty plainly on the iron door,

and an equally distinct "Who's there ?" resounded from within.

To the freezing passenger, the long entrance ceremonial of this

door-keeper precognition was as inconvenient, as are similar

delays to travellers who, at barriers and gates of towns, bewail

or execrate the despotism of guards and tollmen. Neverthe-

less he must submit to use and wont, and patiently wait to see

whether the philanthropist in the Castle was disposed that

night for cudgelling a guest, or would choose rather to assign

him a couch under the open canopy.

The possessor of this ancient tower had served, in his youth,

as a stout soldier in the Emperor's army, under the bold Georg

von Fronsberg, and led a troop of foot against the Venetians
;

had afterwards retired to repose, and was now living on his

property ; Avhere, to expiate the sins of his campaigns, he em-

ployed himself in doing good works ; in feeding the hungry

giving drink to the thirsty, lodging pilgrims, and cudgeUing his

lodgers out of doors. For he was a rude wild son of war; and

could not lay aside his martial tone, though he had lived for

many years in silent peace. The traveller, who had now de-

termined for good quarters to submit to the custom of the house,

had not waited long till the bolts and locks began rattling with-

in, and the creaking gate-leaves moved asunder, moaning in

doleful notes, as if to warn or to deplore the entering stranger.

Franz felt one cold shudder after the other running down his

back, as he passed in ; nevertheless he was handsomely re-

ceived ; some servants hastened to assist him in dismounting
;

speedily unbuckled his luggage, took his steed to the stable,

and its rider to a large well-lighted chamber, where their mas-

ter was in waiting.

The warlike aspect of tliis atlilelic gentleninn, — who ad-
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vanced to meet his guest, and shook him by the hand so

heartily, that he was hke to shout with pain, and bade him wel-

come with a Stentor's voice, as if the stranger had been deaf,

and seemed withal to be a person still in the vigour of life, full

of fire and strength,—put the timorous wanderer into such a

terror, that he could not hide his apprehensions, and began to

tremble over all his body.

"What ails you, my young master," asked the Ritter, with

a voice of thunder, " that you quiver like an aspen leaf, and

look as pale as if Death had you by the throat ?"

Franz plucked up a spirit ; and considering that his shoul-

ders had at all events the score to pay, his poltroonery passed

into a species of audacity.

"Sir," replied he, "you perceive that the rain has soaked

me, as if I had swum across the Weser. Let me have my
clothes dried or changed ; and get me, by way of luncheon, a

well-spiced aleberry, to drive away the ague-fit that is quaking-

through my nerves ; then I shall come to heart, in some degree."

" Good !" replied the Knight ;
" demand what you want

;

you are at home here."

Franz made himself be served like a bashaw ; and having

nothing else but currying to expect, he determined to deserve

it ; he bantered and bullied, in his most imperious style, the

servants that were waiting on him ; it comes all to one, thought

he, in the long-run. "This waistcoat," said he, "would go

round a tun ; bring me one that fits a little better : this slipper

burns like a coal against my corns
; pitch it over the lists : this

ruff is stiff as a plank, and throttles me like a halter ; bring

one that is easier, and is not plastered with starch."

At this Bremish frankness, the landlord, far from showing

any anger, kept inciting his servants to go briskly through

with their commands, and calling them a pack of blockheads,

who were fit to serve no stranger. The table being furnished,

the Ritter and his guest sat down to it, and both heartily en-

joyed their aleberry. The Ritter asked :
" Would you have

aught farther, by way of supper ?"

"Bring us what you have," said Franz, "that I may see

how your kitchen is provided."

Immediately appeared the Cook, and placed upon the (able

a repast with whirli ,1 duke might iiave been satisfied. Franz
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diligently fell to, without waiting to be pressed. When be had
satisfied himself: " Your kitchen," said he, "is not ill-furnished,

I perceive ; if your cellar corresponds to it, 1 shall almost

praise your housekeeping."

Bronkhorst nodded to his Butler, who directly filled the

cup of welcome with common table wine, tasted, and presented

it to his master, and the latter cleared it at a draught to the

health of his guest. Franz pledged him honestly, and Bronk-

horst asked : " Now, fair sir, what say you to the wine?"

"I say," answered Franz, "that it is bad, if it is the best

sort in your catacombs ; and good, if it is your meanest number."
" You are a judge," replied the Ritter :

" Here, Butler, bring

us of the mother-cask."

The Butler put a stoup upon the table, as a sample, and
Franz having tasted it, said, "Ay, this is genuine last year's

growth ; we will stick by this."

The Ritter made a vast pitcher of it be brought in ; soon

drank himself into hilarity and glee beside his guest ; began to

talk of his campaigns, how he had been encamped against the

Venfetians, had broken through their barricado, and butchered

the Italian squadrons, like a flock of sheep. In this narrative

he rose into such a warlike enthusiasm, that he hewed down
bottles and glasses, brandishing the carving-knife like a lance,

and in the fire of action came so near his messmate with it, that

the latter was in fright for his nose and ears.

It grew late, but no sleep came into the eyes of the Ritter

;

he seemed to be in his proper element, when he got to speak

of his Venetian campaigns. The vivacity of his narration in-

creased with every cup he emptied ; and Franz was afraid that

this would prove the prologue to the melodrama, in which he

himself was to play the most interesting part. To learn whether

it was meant that he should lodge within the Castle, or without,

he demanded a bumper by way of good-night. Now, he thought,

his host would first force him to drink more wine, and if he

refused, would, under pretext of a drinking quarrel, send him

forth, according to the custom of the house, with the usual

vialicHin. Contrary to his expectation, tlie request was granted

without remonstrance ; the Ritter instantly cut asunder the

thread of his narrative, and saifl :
" Time will wait on no one

;

more of it tomorrow !"



DUMB LOVE. 29

" Pardon mc, Heir Ritter," answered Fran:^, " tomorrow by

sunrise I must over hill and dale ; I am travelling a far journey

to Brabant, and must not linger here. So let me take leave of

you tonight, that my departure may not disturb you in the

morning."

"Do your pleasure," said the Ritter; "but depart from

this you shall not, till I am out of the feathers, to refresh you

with a bit of bread, and a toothful of Dantzig, then attend you

to the door, and dismiss you according to the fashion of the

hous<;."

Franz needed no interpretation of these words. Willingly

as he would have excused his host this last civility, attendance

to the door, the latter seemed determined to abate no whit of

the established ritual. He ordered his servants to undress the

stranger, and put him in the guest's-bed ; v/here Franz, once

settled on elastic swan's down, felt himself extremely snug, and
enjoyed delicious rest ; so that ere he fell asleep, he owned to

himself that, for such royal treatment, a moderate bastinado

was not too dear a price. Soon pleasant dreams came hover-

ing round his fancy. He found his charming Meta in a rosy

grove, where she was walking with her mother, plucking flowers.

Instantly he hid himself behind a thick-leaved hedge, that the

rigorous duenna might not see him. Again his imagination

placed him in the alley, and by his looking-glass he saw the

snow-white hand of the maiden busied with her flowers ; soon

he was sitting with her on the grass, and longing to declare his

heartfelt love to her, and the bashful shepherd found no words
to do it in. He woufd have dreamed till broad mid-day, had
he not been roused by the sonorous voice and clanking spurs

of the Ritter, who, with the earliest dawn, was holding a review

of kitchen and cellar, ordering a sufficient breakfast to be
readied, and placing every servant at his post, to be at hand
when the guest should awake, to dress him, and wait upon him.

It cost the happy dreamer no small struggling to forsake his

safe and hospitable bed. He rolled to this side and to that
;

but the pealing voice of the worshipful Knight came heavy
on his heart ; and dally as he might, the sour apple must at

last be bit. So he rose from his down ; and immediately a

dozen hands were busy dressing him. The Ritter led him into

the parlour, where a small well-furnished table waited them ;
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but now, when the hour of reckoning had arrived, the travel-

ler's appetite was gone. The host endeavoured to encourage

him. " Why do you not get to ? Come, take somewhat for

the raw foggy morning."
" Herr Ritter," answered Franz, " my stomach is still too

full of your supper ; but my pockets are empty ; these I may
till for the hunger that is to come."

With this he began stoutly cramming, and stowed himself

with the daintiest and best that was transportable, till all his

pockets were bursting. Then, observing that his horse, well

curried and equipt, was led past, he took a dram of Dantzig

for good-b'ye, in the thought that this would be the watch-word

for his host to catch him by the neck, and exercise his house-

hold privileges.

But, to his astonishment, the Ritter shook him kindly by
the hand, as at his first entrance, wished him luck by the way,

and the bolted door was thrown open. He loitered not in put-

ting spurs to his nag ; and, tip ! tap ! he was without the gate,

and no hair of him harmed.

A heavy stone was lifted from his heart, as he found him-

self in safety, and saw that he had got away with a whole skin.

He could not understand how the landlord had trusted him the

shot, which, as he imagined, must have run pretty high on the

chalk : and he embraced with warm love the hospitable man,

whose club-law arm he had so much dreaded ; and he felt a

strong desire to search out, at the fountain-head, the reason or

unreason of the ill report which had affrighted him. Accord-

ingly he turned his horse, and cantered back. The Knight

was still standing in the gate, and descanting with his servants,

for the forwarding of the science of horse-flesh, on the breed,

shape and character of the nag, and his hard pace: he sup-

posed the stranger must have missed something in his travel-

ling gear, and he already looked askance at his servants for

such negligence.

"What is it, young master," cried he, "that makes you

turn again, when you were for proceeding ?"

"Ah! yet a word, valiant Knight," cried the traveller.

" An ill report has gone abroad, that injures your name and

breeding. It is said that you treat every stranger that calls

upon you with your best ; and then, when he leaves you, let
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him feel the weight of your i^trong fists. This story 1 have

credited, and spared nothing to deserve my due from you. I

thought within myself, His worship will abate me nothing ; I

will abate him as little. But now you let me go, without strife

or peril ; and that is what surprises me. Pray tell me, is there

any shadow of foundation for the thing ; or shall I call the

foolish chatter lies next time I hear it ?"

The Ritter answered :
" Report has nowise told you lies

;

there is no saying that circulates among the people but con-

tains in it some grain of truth. Let me tell you accurately how
the matter stands. I lodge every stranger that comes beneath

my roof, and divide my morsel with him, for the love of God.

But I am a plain German man, of the old cut and fashion
;

speak as it lies about my heart, and require that my guest also

should be hearty and confiding ; should enjoy with me what I

have, and tell frankly what he wants. Now, there is a sort of

people that vex me with all manner of grimaces ; that banter

me with smirkings, and bows, and crouchings
;
put all their

words to the torture ; make a deal of talk without sense or salt

;

think they will cozen me with smooth speeches ; behave at din-

ner as women at a christening. If I say. Help yourself ! out

of reverence, they pick you a fraction from the plate which I

would not offer to my dog : if I say, Your health ! they scarcely

wet their lips from the full cup, as if they set God's gifts at

naught. Now, when the sorry rabble carry things too far with

me, and I cannot, for the soul of me, know what they would be

at, I get into a rage at last, and use my household privilege
;

catch the noodle by the spall, thrash him sufficiently, and pack

him out of doors. This is the use and wont with me, and I

do so with every guest that plagues me with these freaks. But

a man of your stamp is always welcome : you told me plump
out in plain German what you thought, as is the fashion with

the Bremers. Call on me boldly again, if your road lead you

hither. And so, God be with you."

Franz now moved on, with a joyful humour, towards Ant-

werp ; and he wished that he might everywhere find such a

reception as he had met from the Ritter Eberhard Bronkhorst.

On approaching the ancient queen of the Flemish cities, the sail

of his hope was swelled by a propitious breeze. Riches and
superfluity met him in every street ; and it seemed as if scarcity
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and want had been exiled from the busy town. In all proba-

bility, thought he, there must be many of my father's debtors

who have risen again, and will gladly make me full payment

whenever I substantiate my claims. After resting for a while

from his fatigues, he set about obtaining, in the inn where he

was quartered, some preliminary knowledge of the situation of

his debtors.

" How stands it with Peter Martens.?" inquired he one day

of his companions at table; "is he still living, and doing much
business ?"

" Peter Martens is a warm man," answered one of the

party ;
" has a brisk commission trade, and draws good profit

from it."

" Is Fabian van Pliirs still in good ciixumstances ?"

" O ! there is no end to Fabian's wealth. He is a Coun-

cillor ; his woollen manufactories are thriving incredibly."

" Has Jonathan Frischkier good custom in his trade ?"

" Ah ! Jonathan were now a brisk fellow, had not Kaiser

Max let the French chouse him out of his Princess.^ Jonathan

had got the furnishing of the lace for the bride's dress ; but the

Kaiser has left poor Frischkier in the lurch, as the bride has

left himself. If you have a fair one, whom you would remem-

ber with a bit of lace, he will give it you at half-price."

" Is the firm Op de Biitekant still standing, or has it

sunk ?"

"There was a crack in the beams there some years ago ;

but the Spanish caravelles have put a new prop to it, and it

now holds fast."

Franz inquired about several other merchants who were on

his list ; found that most of them, though in his father's time

they had "failed," were now standing fiimly on their legs;

and inferred from this, that a judicious bankruptcy has, from

of old, been the mine of future gains. This intelligence re-

freshed him mightily : he hastened to put his documents in

order, and submit them to the proper parties. But with the

Antwerpers, he fared as his itinerating countrymen do with

shopkeepers in the Cerman towns: they find everywhere a

friendly welcome at their first appearance, but are looked

upon with cheerfulness nowhere wlicn they come collecting

" Anne of iJriUany.
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debts. Some would have nothing to do with these former sins;

and were of opinion, that by the tender of the legal five-per-

cent composition they had been entirely abolished : it was the

creditor's fault if he had not accepted payment in time. Others

could not recollect any Melchior of Bremen ; opened their

Infallible Books ; found no debtor-entry marked for this

unknown name. Others, again, brought out a strong counter-

reckoning ; and three days had not passed till Franz was
sitting in the Debtors' Ward, to answer for his father's credit,

not to depart till he had paid the uttermost farthing.

These were not the best prospects for the young man, who
had set his hope and trust upon the Antwerp patrons of his

fortune, and now saw the fair soap-bubble vanish quite away.

In his strait confinement, he felt himself in the condition of a

soul in Purgatory, now that his skiff had run ashore and gone
to pieces, in the middle of the haven where he thought to find

security. Every thought of Meta was as a thorn in his heart ;

there was now no shadow of a possibility, that from the whirl-

pool which had sunk him, he could ever rise, and stretch out his

hand to her ; nor, suppose he should get his head above water,

was it in poor Meta's power to pull him on dry land. He fell

into a sullen desperation ; had no wish but to die speedily, and
give his woes the slip at once ; and, in fact, he did attempt to

kill himself by starvation. But this is a sort of death which is

not at the beck of every one, so ready as the shrunk Pompo-
nius Atticus found it, when his digestive apparatus had already

struck work. A sound peptic stomach does not yield so tamelv

to the precepts of the head or heart. After the moribund
debtor had abstained two days from food, a ravenous hunger
suddenly usurped the government of his will, and performed,

of its own authority, all the operations which, in other cases,

are directed by the mind. It ordered his hand to seize the

spoon, his mouth to receive the victual, his inferior maxillary

jaw to get in motion, and itself accomplished the usual func-

tions of digestion, unordered. Thus did this last resolve make
shipwreck, on a hard bread-crust ; for, in the seven-and-twen-

tieth year of life, it has a heroism connected with it, which in

the seven-and-seventieth is entirely gone.

At bottom, it was not the object of the barbarous Ant-

werpers to squeeze money from the pretended debtor, but only

VOL. I. D
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to pay him none, as his demands were not admitted to be liquid.

Whether it were, then, that the public Prayer in Bremen had

in truth a little virtue, or that the supposed creditors were not

desirous of supporting a superfluous boarder for life, true it is,

that after the lapse of three months Franz was deliv^ered from

his imprisonment, under the condition of leaving the city within

four-and-twenty hours, and never again setting foot on the soil

and territory of Antwerp. At the same time, he received five

crowns for travelling expenses from the faithful hands of

Justice, which had taken charge of his horse and luggage, and

conscientiously balanced the produce of the same against judi-

cial and curatory expenses.

With heavy-laden heart, in the humblest mood, with his

staff in his hand, he left the rich city, into which he had

ridden some time ago with high-soaring hopes. Broken down,

and undetermined what to do, or rather altogether without

thought, he plodded through the streets to the nearest gate,

not minding whither the road into which chance conducted

him might lead. He saluted no traveller, he asked for no inn,

except when fatigue or hunger forced him to lift up liis eyes,

and look around for some church-spire, or sign of human
habitation, when he needed human aid. Many days he had

wandered on, as if unconsciously ; and a secret instinct had

still, by means of his uncrazed feet, led him right forward on

the way to home ; when, all at once, he awoke as from an

oppressive dream, and perceived on what road he was travel-

ling.

He halted instantly, to consider whether he should proceed

or turn back. Shame and confusion took possession of his

soul, when he thought of skulking about in his native town as

a beggar, branded with the mark of contempt, and claiming

the charitable help of his townsmen, whom of old he had

eclipsed by his wealth and magnificence. And how in this

form could he present himself before his fair Meta, without

disgracing the choice of her heart ? He did not leave his fancy

time to finish this doleful picture ; but wheeled about to fake

the other road, as hastily as if he had been standing even

then at the gate of Bremen, and the ragged apprentices had

been assembling to accompany him with iibcs and mockery

through the streets. His purpose was formed : he would make
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for the nearest seaport in the Netherlands ; engage as sailor

in a Spanish ship, to work his passage to the new world ; and
not return to his country, till in the Peruvian land of gold he

should have regained the wealth, which he had squandered so

heedlessly, before he knew the worth of money. In the shaping

of this new plan, it is true, the fair Meta fell so far into the

background, that even to the sharpest prophetic eye she could

only hover as a faint shadow in the distance
;
yet the wander-

ing projector pleased himself with thinking that she was again

interwoven with the scheme of his life; and he took large

steps, as if by this rapidity he meant to reach her so much
the sooner.

Already he was on the Flemish soil once more ; and found

himself at sunset not far from Rheinberg, in a little hamlet,

Rummclsburg by name, which has since, in the Thirty-Years

War, been utterly destroyed. A caravan of carriers from Lyke
had already filled the inn, so that Mine Host had no room
left, and referred him to the next town ; the rather that he did

not draw too flattering a presage from his present vagabond
physiognomy, and held him to be a thieves' purveyor, who had

views upon the Lyke carriers. He was forced, notwithstanding

his excessive weariness, to gird himself for march, and again

to take his bundle on his back.

As in retiring, he was muttering between his teeth some
oitter complaints and curses of the Landlord's hardness of

heart, the latter seemed to take some pity on the forlorn way-

farer, and called after him, from the door :
" Stay, neighbour,

let me speak to you : if you wish to rest here, I can accommo-
date you after all. In that Castle there are empty rooms enow,

if they be not too lonely ; it is not inhabited, and I have got

the keys." Franz accepted the proposal with joy, praised it as

a deed of mercy, and requested only shelter and a supper, were

it in a castle or a cottage. Mine Host, however, was privily a

rogue, whom it had galled to hear the stranger drop some hali-

audible contumelies against him, and meant to be avenged on

him, by a Hobgoblin that inhabited the old fortress, and had
many long years before expelled the owners.

The Castle lay hard by the hamlet, on a steep rock, right

opposite the inn, from which it was divided merely by the high-

way, and a little gurgling brook. The situation being so agree-
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able, the edifice was still kept in repair, and well provided with

all sorts of house-gear ; for it served the owner as a hunting-

lodge, where he frequently caroused all day ; and so soon as

the stars began to twinkle in the sky, retired with his whole

retinue, to escape the mischief of the Ghost, who rioted about

in it the whole night over, but by day gave no disturbance.

Unpleasant as the owner felt this spoiling of his mansion by a

bugbear, the nocturnal sprite was not without advantages, for

the great security it gave from thieves. The Count could have

appointed no trustier or more watchful keeper over the Castle,

than this same Spectre, for the rashest troop of robbers never

ventured to approach its station. Accordingly he knew of no

safer place for laying up his valuables, than this old tower, in

the hamlet of Rummelsburg, near Rheinberg,

The sunshine had sunk, the dark night was coming heavily

on, when Franz, with a lantern in his hand, proceeded to the

castle-gate, under the guidance of Mine Host, who carried in

his hand a basket of victuals, with a flask of wine, which he

said should not be marked against him. He had also taken

along with him a pair of candlesticks, and two wax-lights ; for

in the whole Castle there was neither lamp nor taper, as no one

ever stayed in it after twilight. In the way, Franz noticed the

creaking heavy-laden basket, and the wax-lights, which he

thought he should not need, and yet must pay for. Therefore

he said :
" What is this superfluity and waste, as at a banquet?

The light in the lantern is enough to see with, till I go to bed

;

and when I awake, the sun will be high enough, for I am tired

completely, and shall sleep with both eyes."

" I will not hide from you," replied the Landlord, "that a

story runs of there being mischief in the Castle, and a Goblin

that frequents it. You, however, need not let the thing disturb

you ; we are near enough, you see, for you to call us, should

you meet with aught unnatural ; I and my folks will be at

your hand in a twinkling, to assist you. Down in the house

there we keep astir all night through, some one is always mov-

ing. I have lived here these thirty years ; yet I cannot say

that 1 have ever seen aught. If there be now and then a little

hurly-burlying at nights, it is nothing but cats and martins

rummaging about the granary. As a precaution, 1 have pro-

vided you with candles : the night is no Iricnd of man ; and
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the tapers are consecrated, so that sprites, if there be such in

the Castle, will avoid their shine."

It was no lying in Mine Host to say that he had never

seen anything of spectres in the Castle ; for by night he had
taken special care not once to set foot in it ; and by day the

Goblin did not come to sight. In the present case, too, the

traitor would not risk himself across the border. After open-

ing the door, he handed Franz the basket, directed him what

way to go, and wished him good-night. Franz entered the

lobby without anxiety or fear ; believing the ghost-story to be

empty tattle, or a distorted tradition of some real occurrence

in the place, which idle fancy had shaped into an unnatural

adventure. He remembered the stout Ritter Eberhard Bronk-

horst, from whose heavy arm he had apprehended such mal-

treatment, and with whom, notwithstanding, he had found so

hospitable a reception. On this ground he had laid it down as

a rule deduced from his travelling experiences, when he heard

any common rumour, to believe exactly the reverse, and left

the grain of truth, which, in the opinion of the wise Knight, al-

ways lies in such reports, entirely out of sight.

Pursuant to Mine Host's direction, he ascended the wind-

ing stone stair ; and reached a bolted door, which he opened

with his key. A long dark gallery, where his footsteps re-

sounded, led him into a large hall, and from this, a side-door,

into a suite of apartments, richly provided with all furniture

for decoration or convenience. Out of these he chose the room
which had the friendliest aspect, where he found a well-pil-

lowed bed ; and from the window could look right down upon
the inn, and catch every loud word that was spoken there.

He lit his wax-tapers, furnished his table, and feasted with the

commodiousness and relish of an Otaheitean noble. The big-

bellied flask was an antidote to thirst. So long as his teeth

were in full occupation, he had no time to think of the re-

ported devilry in the Castle. If aught now and then made a
stir in the distance, and Fear called to him, " Hark ! hark !

there comes the Goblin;" Courage answered: "Stuff! it is

cats and martins bickering and caterwauling." But in the

digestive half-hour after meat, when the sixth sense, that of

hunger and thirst, no longer occupied the soul, she directed

her attention ;rom the other five exclusively upon the sense
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of hearing; and already Fear was whispering three timid thoughts

into the Hstener's ear, before Courage had time to answer once.

As the first resource, he locked the door, and bolted it
;

made his retreat to the walled seat in the vault of the window.

He opened this, and to dissipate his thoughts a little, looked

out on the spangled sky, gazed at the corroded moon, and
counted how often the stars snuffed themselves. On the road

beneath him all was void ; and in spite of the pretended nightly

bustle in the inn, the doors were shut, the lights out, and
everything as still as in a sepulchre. On the other hand, the

watchman blew his horn, making his "List, gentlemen!" sound

over all the hamlet ; and for the composure of the timorous

astronomer, who still kept feasting his eyes on the splendour of

the stars, uplifted a rusty evening-hymn right under his win-

dow ; so that Franz might easily have carried on a conversa-

tion with him, which, for the sake of company, he would

willingly have done, had he in the least expected that the

watchman would make answer to him.

In a populous city, in the middle of a numerous household,

where there is a hubbub equal to that of a bee-hive, it may
form a pleasant entertainment for the thinker to philosophise

on Solitude, to decorate her as the loveliest playmate of the

human spirit, to view her under all her advantageous aspects,

and long for her enjoyment as for hidden treasure. But in

scenes where she is no exotic, in the isle of Juan Fernandez,

where a solitary eremite, escaped from shipwreck, lives with

her through long years ; or in the dreary night-time, in a deep

wood, or in an old uninhabited castle, where empty walls and

vaults awaken horror, and nothing breathes of life, but the

moping owl in the ruinous turret ; there, in good sooth, she is

not the most agreeable companion for the timid anchorite that

has to pass his time in her abode, especially if he is every

moment looking for the entrance of a spectre to augment the

party. In such a case it may easily chance that a window con-

versation with the watchman shall afford a richer entertain-

ment for the spirit and the heart, than a reading of the most

attractive eulogy on solitude. If Ritter Zimmermann had been

in Franz's place, in the castle of Rummelsburg, on the West-

phalian marches, he would doubtless in this position have

struck out the fundamental topics ot as interesting a treatise
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on Society, as, inspired to all appearance by the irksomeness

of some ceremonious assembly, he has poured out from the

fulness of his heart in praise of Solitude.

Midnight is the hour at which the world of spirits acquires

activity and life, when hebetated animal nature lies entombed
in deep slumber. Franz inclined getting through this critical

hour in sleep rather than awake ; so he closed his window,

went the rounds of his room once more, spying every nook

and crevice, to see whether all was safe and earthly ; snuffed

the lights to make them burn clearer ; and without undressing

or delaying, threw himself upon his bed, with which his wearied

person felt unusual satisfaction. Yet he could not get asleep

so fast as he wished. A slight palpitation at the heart, which

he ascribed to a tumult in the blood, arising from the sultriness

of the day, kept him waking for a while ; and he failed not to

employ this respite in offering up such a pithy evening prayer

as he had not prayed for many years. This produced the usual

effect, that he softly fell asleep while saying it.

After about an hour, as he supposed, he started up with a

sudden terror ; a thing not at all surprising when there is tu-

mult in the blood. He was broad awake : he listened whether

all was quiet, and heard nothing but the clock strike twelve
;

a piece of news which the watchman forthwith communicated

to the hamlet in doleful recitative. Franz listened for a while,

turned on the other side, and was again about to sleep, when he

caught, as it were, the sound of a door grating in the distance,

and immediately it shut with a stifled bang. " Alake ! alake !"

bawled Fright into his ear ; "this is the Ghost in very deed !"

— "
'Tis nothing but the wind," said Courage manfully. But

quickly it came nearer, nearer, like the sound of heavy foot-

steps. Clink here, clink there, as if a criminal were rattling

his irons, or as if the porter were walking about the Castle with

his bunch of keys. Alas, here was no wind business ! Cou-

rage held his peace ; and quaking Fear drove all the blood to

the heart, and made it thump like a smith's fore-hammer.

The thing was now beyond jesting. If Fear would still

have let Courage get a word, the latter would have put the

tenor-struck watcher in mind of his subsidiary treaty with Mine
Host, and incited him to claim the stipulated assistance loudly

trom the window ; but for this there was a want nl proper re-
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solution. The quaking Franz had recourse to the bed-clothes,

the last fortress of the timorous, and drew them close over his

ears, as Bird Ostrich sticks his head in the grass, when he can

no longer escape the huntsman. Outside it came along, door

up, door to, with hideous uproar ; and at last it reached the

bed-room. It jerked sharply at the lock, tried several keys till

it found the right one
;
yet the bar still held the door, till a

bounce like a thunder-clap made bolt and rivet start, and threw

it wide open. Now stalked in a long lean man, with a black

beard, in ancient garb, and with a gloomy countenance, his

eyebrows hanging down in deep earnestness from his brow.

Over his right shoulder he had a scarlet cloak ; and on his head

he wore a peaked hat. With a heavy step he walked thrice

in silence up and down the chamber ; looked at the consecrated

tapers, and snuffed them that they might burn brighter. Then
he threw aside his cloak, girded on a scissor-pouch which he

had under it, produced a set of shaving-tackle, and immediately

began to whet a sharp razor on the broad strap which he wore

at his girdle.

Franz perspired in mortal agony under his coverlet ; recom-

mended himself to the keeping of the Virgin ; and anxiously

speculated on the object of this manoeuvre, not knowing whether

it was meant for his throat or his beard. To his comfort, the

Goblin poured some water from a silver flask into a basin of

silver, and with his skinny hand lathered the soap into light

foam ; then set a chair, and beckoned with a solemn look to

the quaking looker-on to come forth from his recess.

Against so pertinent a sign, remonstrance was as l)ootless

as it is against the rigorous commands of the Grand Turk,

when he transmits an exiled vizier to the Angel of Death, the

Capichi Bashi with the Silken Cord, to take delivery of his

head. The most rational procedure that can be adopted in this

critical case, is to comply with necessity, put a good face on

a bad business, and with stoical composure let one's throat be

noosed. Franz honoured the Spectre's order; the coverlet

began to move, he sprang sharply from his couch, and took

the plac e pointed out to him on the seat. However strange

this quick transition from tlie uttermost terror to the boldest

resolution may appear, 1 doubt not but Morilz in his Psychologi-

rnl Journal in\\V\ explain tlic matter till it seemed quite natural.
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Immediately the Goblin Barber tied the towel about his

shivering customer ; seized the comb and scissors, and clipped

off his hair and beard. Then he soaped him scientifically, first

the beard, next the eyebrows, at last the temples and the hind-

head ; and shaved him from throat to nape as smooth and bald

as a Death's-head. This operation finished, he washed his

head, dried it clean, made his bow, and buttoned-up his scissor-

pouch ; wrapped himself in his scarlet mantle, and made for

departing. The consecrated tapers had burnt with an exqui-

site brightness through the whole transaction ; and Franz, by

the light of them, perceived in the mirror that the shaver had
changed him into a Chinese pagoda. In secret he heartily de-

plored the loss of his fair bi'own locks
;
yet now took fresh

breath, as he observed that with this sacrifice the account was
settled, and the Ghost had no more power over him.

So it was in fact ; Redcloak went towards the door, silently

as he had entered, without salutation or good-b'ye ; and seemed
entirely the contrast of his talkative guild -brethren. But

scarcely was he gone three steps, when he paused, looked

round with a mournful expression at his well-served customer,

and stroked the flat of his hand over his black bushy beard.

He did the same a second time ; and again, just as he was in

the act of stepping out at the door. A thought struck Franz

that the Spectre wanted something ; and a rapid combination of

ideas suggested, that perhaps he was expecting the very service

he himself had just performed.

As the Ghost, notwithstanding his rueful look, seemed more
disposed for banter than for seriousness, and had played his

guest a scurvy trick, not done him any real injury, the panic of

the latter had now almost subsided. So he ventured the ex-

periment, and beckoned to the Ghost to take the seat from
which he had himself just risen. The Goblin instantly obeyed,

threw off his cloak, laid his barber tackle on the table, and
placed himself in the chair, in the posture of a man that wishes

to be shaved. Franz carefully observed the same procedure

which the Spectre had observed to him, clipped his beard with

the scissors, cropt away his hair, lathered his whole scalp, and
the Ghost all the while sat steady as a wig-block. The awk-
ward journeyman came ill at handling the razor : he had never

had another in his hand ; and he shore the beard right against
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the hair ; whereat the GobHn made as strange grimaces as

Erasmus's Ape, when imitating its master's shaving. Nor was

the unpractised bungler himself well at ease, and he thought

more than once of the sage aphorism. What is not thy trade

make not thy businessj yet he struggled through the task, the

best way he could, and scraped the Ghost as bald as he him-

self was.

Hitherto the scene between the Spectre and the traveller

had been played pantomimically ; the action now became dra-

matic. " Stranger," said the Ghost, " accept my thanks for the

service thou hast done me. By thee I am delivered from the

long imprisonment, which has chained me for three hundred

years within these walls ; to which my departed soul was

doomed, till a mortal hand should consent to retaliate on me
what I practised on others in my lifetime.

" Know that of old a reckless scorner dwelt within this

tower, who took his sport on priests as well as laics. Count

Hardman, such his name, was no philanthropist, acknow-

ledged no superior and no law, but practised vain caprice and

waggery, regarding not the sacredness of hospitable rights: the

wanderer who came beneath his roof, the needy man who

asked a charitable alms of him, he never sent away unvisited

by wicked joke. I was his Castle Barber, still a willing instru-

ment, and did whatever pleased him. Many a pious pilgrim,

journeying past us, I allured with friendly speeches to the hall;

prepared the bath for him, and when he thought to take good

comfort, shaved him smooth and bald, and packed him out of

doors. Then would Count Hardman, looking from tlie window,

see with pleasure how the foxes' whelps of children gathered

from the hamlet to assail the outcast, and to cry as once their

fellows to Elisha :
' Baldhead ! Baldhead !' In this the scoffer

took his pleasure, laughing with a devilish joy, till he would

hold his pot-paunch, and his eyes ran down with water.

" Once came a saintly man, from foreign lands ; he car-

ried, like a penitent, a heavy cross upon his shoulder, and had

stamped five nail-marks on his hands, and feet, and side ; upon

his head there was a ring of hair like to the Crown of Thorns.

He called upon us here, requesting water for his feet, and a

small crust of bread. Immediately I took him to the bath, to

serve liim in my f omnion way ; resperU'd not the sacred ring.
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but shore it clean from oft" him. Then the pious pilgrim spoke

a lieavy malison upon me :
' Know, accursed man, that when

thou diest, Heaven, and Hell, and Purgatory's iron gate, are

shut against thy soul. As goblin it shall rage within these

walls, till unrequired, unbid, a traveller come and exercise

retaliation on thee.'

" That hour I sickened, and the marrow in my bones

dried up ; I faded like a shadow. My spirit left the wasted

carcass, and was exiled to this Castle, as the saint had doomed
it. In vain I struggled for deliverance from the torturing bonds

that fettered me to Earth ; for thou must know, that when the

soul forsakes her clay, she panteth for her place of rest, and

this sick longing spins her years to aeons, while in foreign

element she languishes for home. Now self-tormenting, I pur-

sued the mournful occupation I had followed in my lifetime.

Alas ! my uproar soon made desolate this house ! But seldom

came a pilgrim here to lodge. And though I treated all like

thee, no one would understand me, and perform, as thou, the

service which has freed my soul from bondage. Henceforth

shall no hobgoblin wander in this Castle ; I return to my long-

wished-for rest. And now, young stranger, once again my
thanks, that thou hast loosed me ! Were I keeper of deep-

hidden treasures, they were thine ; but wealth in life was not

my lot, nor in this Castle lies there any cash entombed. Yet

mark my counsel. Tarry here till beard and locks again shall

cover chin and scalp ; then turn thee homewards to thy native

town ; and on the Weser-bridge of Bremen, at the time when
day and night in Autumn are alike, wait for a Friend, who there

will meet thee, who will tell thee what to do, that it be well

with thee on Earth. If from the golden horn of plenty, blessing

and abundance flow to thee, then think of me ; and ever as

the day thou freedst me from the curse comes round, cause for

my soul's repose three masses to be said. Now fare thee well.

I go, no more returning. "7

With these words the Ghost, having by his copiousness of

talk satisfactorily attested his former existence as court-barber

in the Castle of Rummelsburg, vanished into air, and left his

" I know not wliether the reader has observed that our Author
makes the Spectre speak in iambics ; a whim which here and there

comes over him in other tales also.—WiKi.ANn.
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deliverer full of wonder at the strange adventure. He stood

for a long while motionless; in doubt whether the whole matter

had actually happened, or an unquiet dream had deluded his

senses ; but his bald head convinced him that here had been a

real occurrence. He returned to bed, and slept, after the fright

he had undergone, till the hour of noon. The treacherous Land-
lord had been watching since morning, when the traveller with

the scalp was to come forth, that he might receive him with

jibing speeches under pretext of astonishment at his nocturnal

adventure. But as the stranger loitered too long, and mid-day
was approaching, the affair became serious ; and Mine Host
began to dread that the Goblin might have treated his guest a
little harshly, have beaten him to a jelly perhaps, or so fright-

ened him that he had died of terror ; and to carry his wanton
revenge to such a length as this had not been his intention.

He therefore rang his people together, hastened out with man
and maid to the tower, and reached the door of the apartment

where he had observed the light on the previous evening. He
found an unknown key in the lock ; but the door was barred

within ; for after the disappearance of the Gobhn, Franz had
again secured it. He knocked with a perturbed violence, till

the Seven Sleepers themselves would have awoke at the din.

Franz started up, and thought in his first confusion that the

Ghost was again standing at the door, to favour him with

another call. But hearing Mine Host's voice, who required

nothing more but that his guest would give some sign of life,

he gathered himself up and opened the room.

With seeming horror at the sight of him. Mine Host, strik-

ing his hands together, exclaimed : "By Heaven and all the

saints ! Redcloak" (by this name the Ghost was known among
them) "lias been here, and has shaved you bald as a block!

Now, it is clear as day that the old story is no fable. But tell

me how looked the Goblin : what did he say to you ? what did

he do ?"

Franz, who had now seen through the questioner, made
answer :

" The Goblin looked like a man in a red cloak
;

what he did is not hidden from you, and what he said I well

remember :
' .Stranger,' said he, ' trust no innkeeper who is a

Turk in grain. What would l^cfall thee here he knew. Be wise

and happy. I witlidraw Irom this my ancient dwelling, ior my
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time is run. Henceforth no goblin riots here ; I now become
a silent Incubus, to plague the Landlord ; nip him, tweak him,

harass him, unless the Turk do expiate his sin ; do freely give

thee prog and lodging till brown locks again shall cluster round

thy head.' "8

The Landlord shuddered at these words, cut a large cross

in the air before him, vowed by the Holy Virgin to give the

traveller free board so long as he liked to continue, led him over

to his house, and treated him with the best. By this adventure,

Franz had well-nigh got the reputation of a conjuror, as the spirit

thenceforth never once showed face. He often passed the night

in the tower ; and a desperado of the village once kept him
company, without having beard or scalp disturbed. The owner
of the place, having learned that Redcloak no longer walked in

Rummelsburg, was, of course, delighted at the news, and or-

dered that the stranger, who, as he supposed, had laid him,

should be well taken care of.

By the time when the clusters were beginning to be coloured

on the vine, and the advancing autumn reddened the apples,

Franz's brown locks were again curling over his temples, and
he girded up his knapsack ; for all his thoughts and meditations

were turned upon the Weser-bridge, to seek the Friend, who,

at the behest of the Goblin Barber, was to direct him how to

make his fortune. When about taking leave of Mine Host, that

charitable person led from his stable a horse well saddled and
equipt, which the owner of the Castle had presented to the

stranger, for having made his house again habitable ; nor had
the Count forgot to send a sufficient purse along with it, to bear

its travelling charges ; and so Franz came riding back into his

native city, brisk and light of heart, as he had ridden out of it

twelve months ago. He sought out his old quarters in the alley,

but kept himself quite still and retired ; only inquiring under-

hand how matters stood with the fair Meta, whether she was
still alive and unwedded. To this inquiry he received a satis-

factory answer, and contented himself with it in the mean while
;

for, till his fate were decided, he would not risk appearing in

her sight, or making known to her his arrival in Bremen.
With unspeakable longing, he waited the equinox ; his im-

* Here too, on the Spectre's score, Franz makes extempore iambics.

—WiELAND.
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patience made every intervening day a year. At last the long-

wislied-for term appeared. The night before, he could not close

an eye, for thinking of the wonders that were coming. The
blood was whirling and beating in his arteries, as it had done

at the Castle of Rummelsburg, when he lay in expectation of

his spectre visitant. To be sure of not missing his expected

Friend, he rose by daybreak, and proceeded with the earhest

dawn to the Weser-bridge, which as yet stood empty and un-

trod by passengers. He walked along it several times in soH-

tude, with that presentiment of coming gladness, which includes

in it the real enjoyment of all terrestrial felicity ; for it is not

the attainment of our wishes, but the undoubted hope of attain-

ing them, which offers to the human soul the full measure of

highest and most heartfelt satisfaction. He formed many pro-

jects as to how he should present himself to his beloved Meta,

when his looked-for happiness should have arrived ; whether it

would be better to appear before her in full splendour, or to

mount from his former darkness with the tirst gleam of morn-

ing radiance, and discover to her by degrees the change in his

condition. Curiosity, moreover, put a thousand questions to

Reason in regard to the adventure. Who can the Friend be

that is to meet me on the Weser-bridge .'' Will it be one of my
old acquaintances, by whom, since my ruin, I have been entirely

forgotten ? How will he pave the way to me for happiness ?

And will this way be short or long, easy or toilsome ? To the

whole of which Reason, in spite of all her thinking and specu-

lating, answered not a word.

In about an hour, the Bridge began to get awake ; there

was riding, driving, walking to and fro on it ; and much com-

mercial ware passing this way and that. The usual day-guard

of beggars and importunate persons also by degrees took up

this post, so favourable for their trade, to levy contributions on

the public benevolence ; for of poor-houses and work-houses,

the wisdom of the legislature had as yet formed no scheme.

The first of the tattered cohort that applied for alms to the jovial

promenadcr, from whose eyes gay hope laughed forth, was a

discharged soldier, provided witii the military badge of a timber

leg, which had been lent him, seeing he had fought so stoutly

in former days for his native country, as the recompense of his

valour, with the privilege of begging where he pleased; and
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who now, in the capacity of physiognomist, pursued the study

of man upon the Weser-bridge, with such success, that he very

seldom failed in his attempts for charity. Nor did his explor-

atory glance in anywise mislead him in the present instance
;

for Franz, in the joy of his heart, threw a white engel-groschen

into the cripple's hat.

During the morning hours, when none but the laborious

artisan is busy, and the more exalted townsman still lies in

sluggish rest, he scarcely looked for his promised Friend ; he

expected him in the higher classes, and took little notice of the

present passengers. About the council-hour, however, when the

Proceres of Bremen w#re driving past to the hall, in their gor-

geous robes of office, and about exchange-time, he was all eye

and ear ; he spied the passengers from afar ; and when a right

man came along the bridge, his blood began to flutter, and he

thought here was the creator of his fortune. Meanwhile hour

after hour passed on ; the sun rose high ; ere long the noontide

brought a pause in business ; the rushing crowd faded away
;

and still the expected Friend appeared not. Franz now walked

up and down the Bridge quite alone ; had no society in view

but the beggars, who were serving out their cold collations,

without moving from the place. He made no scruple to do the

same ; and, not being furnished with provisions, he purchased

some fruit, and took his dinner mter ambiilandtim.

The whole club that was dining on the Bridge had remarked

the young man, watching here from early morning till noon,

without addressing any one, or doing any sort of business.

They held him to be a lounger ; and though all of them had
tasted his bounty, he did not escape their critical remarks. In

jest, they had named him the Bridge-baiHff. The physiognomist

with the timber-toe, however, noticed that his countenance was
not now so gay as in the morning ; he appeared to be reflect-

ing earnestly on something ; he had drawn his hat close over

his face ; his movement was slow and thoughtful ; he had nib-

bled at an apple-rind for some time, without seeming to be

conscious that he was doing so. From this appearance of

affairs, the man-spier thought he might extract some profit
;

therefore he put his wooden and his living leg in motion, and
stilted off to the other end of the Bridge, and lay in wait for

the thinker, that he might assail him, under the appearance of
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a new arrival, for a fresh alms. This invention prospered to

the full : the musing philosopher gave no heed to the mendi-

cant, put his hand into his pocket mechanically, and threw a

six-groat piece into the fellow's hat, to be rid of him.

In the afternoon, a thousand new faces once more came
abroad. The watcher was now tired of his unknown Friend's

delaying, yet hope still kept his attention on the stretch. He
slept into the view of every passenger, hoped that one of them
would clasp him in his arms ; but all proceeded coldly on their

way ; the most did not observe him at all, and few returned

his salute with a slight nod. The sun was already verging to

decline, the shadows were becoming tenger, the crowd upon

the Bridge diminished ; and the beggar-piquet by degrees drew

back into their barracks in the Mattenburg. A deep sadness

sank upon the hopeless Franz, when he saw his expectation

mocked, and the lordly prospect which had lain before him in

the morning vanish from his eyes at evening. He fell into a

sort of sulky desperation ; was on the point of springing over

the parapet, and dashing himself down from the Bridge into

the river. But the thought of Meta kept him back, and induced

him to postpone his purpose till he had seen her yet once

more. He resolved to watch next day when she should go to

church, for the last time to drink delight from her looks, and

then forthwith to still his warm love forever in the cold stream

of the Weser.

While about to leave the Bridge, he was met by the in-

valided pikeman with the wooden leg, who, for pastime, had been

making many speculations as to what could be the young man's

object, that had made him watch upon the Bridge from dawn
to darkness. He himself had lingered beyond his usual time,

that he might wait him out ; but as the matter hung loo long

upon the pegs, curiosity incited him to turn to the youth him-

self, and question him respecting it.

"No offence, young gentleman," said he: "allow me to

ask you a question."

Franz, who was not in a very talking humour, and was

now meeting, from the mouth of a cripple, the address which

he had looked lor with such longing from a friend, answered

rather testily: "Well, then, what is it? Speak, old gray-

beard !"
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" We two," said the other, " were the first upon the Bridge

today, and now, you see, we are the last. As to me and
others of my kidney, it is our vocation brings us hither, our

trade of ahns-gathering ; but for you, in sooth you are not of

our guild
;
yet you have watched here the whole blessed day.

Now I pray you, tell me, if it is not a secret, what it is that

brings you hither ; or what stone is lying on your heart, that

you wished to roll away."
" What good were it to thee, old blade," said Franz bit-

terly, "to know where the shoe pinches me, or what concern

is lying on my heart ? It will give thee small care."

" Sir, I have a kind wish towards you, because you opened

your hand to me, and twice gave me alms, for which God re-

ward you ; but your countenance at night was not so cheerful

as in the morning, and that grieves my heart."

The kindly sympathy of this old warrior pleased the misan-

thrope, so that he willingly pursued the conversation.

"Why, then," answered he, " if thou wouldst know what

has made me battle here all day with tedium, thou must un-

derstand that I was waiting for a Friend, who appointed mc
hither, and now leaves me to expect in vain."

" Under favour," answered Timbertoe, "if I might speak

my mind, this Friend of yours, be who he like, is little better

than a rogue to lead you such a dance. If he treated me so,

by my faith, his crown should get acquainted with my crutch

next time we met. If he could not keep his word, he should

have let you know, and not bamboozled vou as if you were a

child."

" Yet I cannot altogether blame this Friend," said Franz,

" for being absent ; he did not promise ; it was but a dream
that told me I should meet him here."

The goblin-tale was too long for him to tell, so he veiled it

under cover of a dream.

"Ah! that is another story," said the beggar; "if you

build on dreams, it is little wonder that your hope deceives you.

I myself have dreamed much foolish stuff in my time ; but I

was never such a madman as to heed it. Had I all the trea-

sures that have been allotted to me in dreams, I might buy the

city of Bremen, were it sold by auction. But I never credited

a jot of them, or stirred hand or foot to prove their worth or

VOL. I. E
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woithlessness : I knew well it would be lost. Ha ! I must
really laugh in your face, to think that on the order of an
empty dream, you have squandered a fair day of your life,

which you might have spent better at a merry banquet."
" The issue shows that thou art right, old man, and that

dreams many times deceive. But," continued Franz, defen-

sively, " I dreamed so vividly and circumstantially, above
three months ago, that on this very day, in this very place, I

should meet a Friend, who would tell me things of the deepest

importance, that it was well worth while to go and see if it

would come to pass."

" O, as for vividness," said Timbertoe, " no man can dream
more vividly than I. There is one dream I had, which I shall

never in my life forget. I dreamed, who knows how many
years ago, that my Guardian Angel stood before my bed in

the figure of a youth, with golden hair, and two silver wings

on his back, and said to me :
' Berthold, listen to the words of

my mouth, that none of them be lost from thy heart. There
is a treasure appointed thee, which thou shalt dig, to comfort

thy heart withal for the remaining days of thy life. Tomorrow,
about evening, when the sun is going down, take spade and
shovel on thy shoulder

;
go forth from the Mattenburg on the

right, across the Tieber, by the Balkenbriicke, past the Clois-

ter of St. John's, and on to the Great Roland.9 Then take thy

way over the Court of the Cathedral, through the Schiissel-

korb, till thou arrive without the city at a garden, which has

this mark, that a stair of three stone steps leads down from
the highway to its gate. Wait by a side, in secret, till the

sickle of the moon shall shine on thee, then push with the

strength of a man against the weak-barred gate, which will re-

sist thee little. Enter boldly into the garden, and turn thee to

the vine-trellises which overhang the covered-walk ; behind
this, on the left, a tall apple-tree overtops the lowly shrubs.

(jo to the trunk of this tree, thy face turned right against the

• The rurle fi.mire of a man in armour, usually erected in the public

square or market-place of old German towns, is called the Rolandsdule,

or Rullaiulsdulc, from its supposed reference to Roland the famous
peer of Charlemagne, 'i'hc proper and ancient name, it seems, is Riige-

landsdttle, or Pillar of Judgment ; and the stone indicated, of old, that

llie town possessed an indciicndcnt jurisdiction.— I'^i).
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moon : look three ells before thee on the ground, thou shalt

see two cinnamon-rose bushes ; there strike in, and dig three

spans deep, till thou find a stone plate ; under this hes the

treasure, buried in an iron chest, full of money and money's

worth. Though the chest be heavy and clumsy, avoid not the

labour of lifting it from its bed ; it will reward thy trouble

well, ii thou seek the key which lies hid beneath it.'

"

In astonishment at what he heard, Franz stared and gazed

upon the dreamer, and could not have concealed his amaze-

ment, had not the dusk of night been on his side. By every

mark in the description, he had recognised his own garden,

left him by his father. It had been the good man's hobby in

his life ; but on this account had little pleased his son ; ac-

cording to the rule that son and father seldom sympathise in

their favourite pursuit, unless indeed it be a vice, in which

case, as the adage runs, the apple often falls at no great dis-

tance from the trunk. Father Melchior had himself laid out

this garden, altogether to his own taste, in a style as wonder-

ful and varied as that of his great-great-grandson, who has im-

mortalised his paradise by an original description in Hirsch-

/c'ld's Garden-Calendar. He had not, it is true, set up in it any

painted menagerie for the deception of the eye ; but he kept

a very large one, notwithstanding, of springing-horses, winged-

lions, eagles, griffins, unicorns and other wondrous beasts, all

stamped on pure gold, which he carefully concealed from eijery

eye, and had hid in their iron case beneath the ground. This

paternal Tempe the wasteful son, in the days of his extrava-

gance, had sold for an old song.

To Franz the pikeman had at once become extremely in-

teresting, as he perceived that this was the very Friend, to

whom the Goblin in the Castle of Rummelsburg had consigned

him. Gladly could he have embraced the veteran, and in the first

rapture called him friend and father : but he restrained him-

self, and found it more advisable to keep his thoughts about

this piece of news to himself. So he said: "Well, this is

what I call a circumstantial dream. But what didst thou do,

old master, in the morning, on awakening ? Didst thou not

follow whither thy Guardian Angel beckoned thee ?"

"Pooh," said the dreamer, "why I should I toil, and have

my labour for my pains ? It was nothing, after all, but a mere



52 MUSyEUS.

dream. If my Guardian Angel had a fancy for appearing to

me, I have had enow of sleepless nights in my time, when he
might have found me waking. But he takes little charge of me,

I think, else I should not, to his shame, be going hitching here

on a wooden leg."

Franz took out the last piece of silver he had on him :

" There," said he, " old Father, take this other gift from me,

to get thee a pint of wine for evening-cup : thy talk has scared

away my ill humour. Neglect not diligently to frequent this

Bridge ; we shall see each other here, I hope, again."

The lame old man had not gathered so rich a stock of alms
for many a day, as he was now possessed of; he blessed his

benefactor for his kindness, hopped away into a drinking-shop,

to do himself a good turn ; while Franz, enhvened with new
hope, hastened off to his lodging in the alley.

Next day he got in readiness everything that is required

for treasure-digging. The unessential equipments, conjurations,

magic formulas, magic girdles, hieroglyphic characters, and
suchlike, were entirely wanting ; but these are not indispens-

able, provided there be no failure in the three main requisites

:

shovel, spade, and, before all, a treasure underground. The
necessary implements he carried to the place a little before

sunset, and hid them for the mean while in a hedge ; and as to

the treasure itself, he had the firm conviction that the Goblin

in the Castle, and the Friend on the Bridge, would prove no
liars to him. With longing impatience he expected the rising

of the moon ; and no sooner did she stretch her silver horns

over the bushes, than he briskly set to work ; observing exactly

everything the Invalid had taught him ; and happily accom-

plished the raising of the treasure, without meeting any adven-

ture in the process ; without any black dog having frightened

him, or any bluish flame having lighted him to the spot.

Father Melchior, in providently burying this penny for a

rainy day, had nowise meant that his son should be deprived

of so considerable a part of his inheritance. The mistake lay

in this, that Death had escorted the testator out of the world

in another way than said testator had expected. He had been

completely convinced, that he should. take his journey, old and
full of days, after regulating his temporal concerns with all the

fovmalities of an ordinary sick-bed ; for so it had been pro-
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phesied to him in his youth. In consequence he purposed,

when, according to the usage of the Church, extreme unction

should have been dispensed to him, to call his beloved son to

his bed-side, having previously dismissed all bystanders ; there

to give him the paternal blessing, and by way of farewell me-
morial direct him to this treasure buried in the garden. All

this, too, would have happened in just order, if the light of the

good old man had departed, like that of a wick whose oil is

done ; but as Death had privily snuffed him out at a feast, he

undesignedly took along with him his Mammon secret to the

grave ; and almost as many fortunate concurrences were re-

quired before the secreted patrimony could arrive at the proper

heir, as if it had been forwarded to its address by the hand of

Justice itself.

With immeasurable joy the treasure-digger took possession

of the shapeless Spanish pieces, which, with a vast multitude

of other finer coins, the iron chest had faithfully preserved.

When the first intoxication of delight had in some degree

evaporated, he bethought him how the treasure was to be trans-

ported, safe and unobserved, into the narrow alley. The bur-

den was too heavy to be carried without help ; thus, with the

possession of riches, all the cares attendant on them were

awakened. The new Croesus found no better plan, than to in-

trust his capital to the hollow trunk of a tree that stood behind

the garden, in a meadow : the empty chest he again buried

under the rose-bush, and smoothed the place as well as pos-

sible. In the space of three days, the treasure had been faith-

fully transmitted by instalments from the hollow tree into the

narrow alley ; and now the owner of it thought he might with

honour lay aside his strict incognito. He dressed himseh with

the finest ; had his Prayer displaced from the church ; and
required, instead of it, "a Christian Thanksgiving for a Travel-

ler, on returning to his native town, after happily arranging his

affairs." He hid himself in a corner of the church, where he

could observe the fair Meta, without himseli being seen ; he

turned not his eye from the maiden, and drank from her looks

the actual rapture, which in foretaste had restrained him from

the break-neck somerset on the Bridge oi the Weser. When
the Thanksgiving came in hand, a glad sympathy shone lortli

from all her features, and the cheeks of the virgin glowed with
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joy. The customary greeting on the way homewards was so

full of emphasis, that even to the third party who had noticed

them, it would have been intelligible.

Franz now appeared once more on the Exchange ; began
a branch of trade which in a few weeks extended to the great

scale ; and as his wealth became daily more apparent, Neigh-

bour Grudge, the scandal-chewer, was obliged to conclude, that

in the cashing of his old debts, he must have had more luck

than sense. He hired a large house, fronting the Roland, in

the Market-place ; engaged clerks and warehousemen, and car-

ried on his trade unweariedly. Now the sorrowful populace of

parasites again diligently handled the knocker of his door
;

appeared in crowds, and suffocated him with assurances of

friendship, and joy-wishings on his fresb prosperity ; imagined

they should once more catch him in their robber claws. But

experience had taught him wisdom ; he paid them in their own
coin, feasted their false friendship on smooth words, and dis-

missed them with fasting stomachs ; which sovereign means
for scaring off the cumbersome brood of pickthanks and toad-

eaters produced the intended effect, that they betook them else-

whither.

In Bremen, the remounting Melcherson had become the

story of the day ; the fortune which in some inexplicable man-
ner he had realised, as was supposed, in foreign parts, was the

subject-matter of all conversations at formal dinners, in the

Courts of Justice and at the Exchange. But in proportion as

the fame of his fortune and affluence increased, the contented-

ness and peace of mind of the fair Meta diminished. The
friend in peito was now, in her opinion, well qualified to speak

a plain word. Yet still his Love continued Dumb ; and except

the greeting on the way from church, he gave no tidings of

himself. Even this sort of visit was becoming rarer, and such

aspects were the sign not of warm, but of cold weather in the

atmosphere of Love. Jealousy,^^ the baleful Harpy, fluttered

round her little room by night, and when sleep was closing her

blue eyes, croaked many a dolorous presage into the ear of the

re-awakened Meta. "Forego the flattering hope ofbindmgan

'" Icalousy too (at bottom a very sad spectre, but not here intro-

iluci-il as one) now croaks m iambics, as the ('iol)Iin Barber lately spoke

in them.

—

Wikland.
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inconstant heart, which, hke a feather, is the sport of every

wind. He loved thee, and was faithful to thee, while his lot

was as thy own : like only draws to like. Now a propitious

destiny exalts the Changeful far above thee. Ah ! now he scorns

the truest thoughts in mean apparel, nov/ that pomp, and wealth,

and splendour dazzle him once more ; and courts who knows
what haughty fair one that disdained him when he lay among
the pots, and now with siren call allures him back to her.

Perhaps her cozening voice has turned him from thee, speak-

ing with false words :
' For thee, God's garden blossoms in ihy

native town : friend, thou hast now thy choice of all our maid-

ens ; choose with prudence, not by the eye alone. Of girls are

many, and of fathers many, who in secret lie in wait for thee
;

none will withhold his darling daughter. Take happiness and

honour with the fairest ; likewise birth and fortune. The
councillor dignity awaits thee, where vote of friends is potent

in the city.'"

These suggestions of Jealousy disturbed and tormented her

heart without ceasing : she reviewed her fair contemporaries in

Bremen, estimated the ratio of so many splendid matches to her-

self and her circumstances ; and the result was far from favour-

able. The first tidings of her lover's change of situation had in

secret charmed her ; not in the selfish view of becoming partici-

patress in a large fortune ; but for her mother's sake, who had
abdicated all hopes of earthly happiness, ever since the marriage

project with neighbour Hop-King had made shipwreck. But

now poor Meta wished that Heaven had not heard the Prayer

of the Church, or granted to the traveller any such abundance
of success ; but rather kept him by the bread and salt, which

he would willingly have shared with her.

The fair half of the species are by no means calculated to

conceal an inward care : Mother Brigitta soon observed the

trouble of her daughter ; and without the use of any great pene-

tration, likewise guessed its cause. The talk about the re-

ascending star of her former flax-negotiator, who was now
celebrated as the pattern of an orderly, judicious, active trades-

man, had not escaped her, any more than the feeling of the

good Meta towards him ; and it was her opinion, that if he

loved in earnest, it was needless to hang oft so long, without

explaining what he meant. Yet out of tenderness to herdaugh-
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ter, she let no hint of this discovery escape her ; till at length

poor Meta's heart became so full, that of her own accord she

made her mother the confidante of her sorrow, and disclosed

to her its true origin. The shrewd old lady learned little more
by this disclosure than she knew already. But it afforded op-

portunity to mother and daughter for a full, fair and free dis-

cussion of this delicate affair. Brigitta made her no reproaches

on the subject ; she believed that what was done could not be

undone ; and directed all her eloquence to strengthen and en-

courage the dejected Meta to bear the failure of her hopes with

a steadfast mind.

With this view, she spelt out to her the extremely reason-

able moral, a, b, abj discoursing thus :
" My child, thou hast

already said n, thou must now say b too ; thou hast scorned

thy fortune when it sought thee, now thou must submit when it

will meet thee no longer. Experience has taught me, that the

most confident Hope is the first to deceive us. Therefore, fol-

low my example ; abandon the fair cozener utterly, and thy

peace of mind will no longer be disturbed by her. Count not

on any improvement of thy fate ; and thou w-ilt grow contented

with thy present situation. Honour the spinning-wheel, which

supports thee : what are fortune and riches to thee, when thou

canst do without them ?"

Close on this stout oration followed a loud humming sym-

phony of snap-reel and spinning-wheel, to make up for the time

lost in speaking. Mother Brigitta was in truth philosophising

from the heart. After her scheme for the restoration of her for-

mer affluence had gone to ruin, she had so simplified the plan

of her life, that Fate could not perplex it any more. But Meta
was still far from this philosophical centre of indifference ; and

hence this doctrine, consolation and encouragement affected

her quite otherwise than had been intended : the conscientious

daughter now looked upon herself as the destroyer of her

mother's fair hopes, and suffered from her own mind a thou-

sand reproaches for this fault. Though she had never adopted

the maternal scheme of marriage, and had reckoned only upon

bread and salt in her future wedlock
;

yet, on hearing of her

lover's riches and spreading commerce, her diet-project had

directly mounted to six plates ; and it delighted her to think,

that by her choice she should still realise her good mother's
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wish, and see her once more planted in her previous abund-

ance.

This fair dream now vanished by degrees, as Franz continued

silent. To make matters worse, there spread a rumour over

all the city, that he was furnishing his house in the most splen-

did fashion for his marriage with a rich Antwerp lad)^ who was

already on her way to Bremen. This Job's-news drove the

lovely maiden from her last defence : she passed on the apos-

tate sentence of banishment from her heart ; and vowed from

that hour never more to think of him ; and as she did so, wetted

the twining thread with her tears.

In a heavy hour she was breaking this vow, and thinking,

against her will, of the faithless lover : for she had just spun

off a rock of flax ; and there was an old rhyme which had been

taught her by her mother for encouragement to diligence :

' Spin, daughterkin, spin

;

Thy sweetheart's within !'

which she always recollected when her rock was done ; and

along with it the memory of the Deceitful necessarily occurred

to her. In this heavy hour, a finger rapped with a most dainty

patter at the door. Mother Brigitta looked forth : the sweet-

heart was without. And who could it be? Who else but neigh-

bour Franz, from the alley ? He had decked himself with a gal-

lant wooing-suit ; and his well-dressed, thick brown locks shook

forth perfume. This stately decoration boded, at all events,

something else than flax-dealing. Mother Brigitta started in

alarm ; she tried to speak, but words failed her. Meta rose in

trepidation from her seat, blushed like a purple rose, and was
silent. Franz, however, had the power of utterance ; to the

soft adas^io which he had in former days trilled forth to her,

he now appended a suitable text, and explained his dumb love

in clear words. Thereupon he made solemn application for

her to the mother
;
justifying his proposal by the statement,

that the preparations in his house had been meant for the

reception of a bride, and that this bride was the charming
Meta.

The pointed old lady, having brought her feelings once

more into equilibrium, was for jirotracting the affair to the cus-

tomary term of eight days ior deliberation ; though joyful tears
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were running clown her cheeks, presaging no impediment on

her side, but rather answer of approval. Franz, however, was
so pressing in his suit, that she fell upon a middle path be-

tween the wooer's ardour and maternal use and wont, and em-
powered the gentle Meta to decide in the aifair according to

her own good judgment. In the virgin heart there had oc-

curred, since Franz's entrance, an important revolution. His

presence here was the most speaking proof of his innocence
;

and as, in the course of conversation, it distinctly came to light,

that his apparent coldness had been nothing else than zeal

and diligence in putting his commercial affairs in order, and
preparing what was necessary for the coming nuptials, it fol-

lowed that the secret reconciliation would proceed forthwith

without any stone of stumbling in its way. She acted with the

outlaw, as Mother Brigitta with herdisposted spinning gear, or

the First-born Son of the Church with an exiled Parliament

;

recalled him with honour to her high-beating heart, and rein-

stated him in all his former rights and privileges there. The
decisive three-lettered little word, that ratifies the happiness of

love, came gliding with suc-h unspeakable grace from her soft

lips, that the answered lover could not help receiving it with a

warm melting kiss.

The tender pair had now time and opportunity for decipher-

ing all the hieroglyphics oftheir mysterious love ; which afforded

the most pleasant conversation that ever two lovers carried on.

They found, what our commentators ought to pray for, that

they had always understood and interpreted the text aright,

without once missing the true sense of their reciprocal proceed-

ings. It cost the delighted bridegroom almost as great an ef-

fort to part from his charming bride, as on the day when he

set out on his crusade to Antwerp. However, he had an im-

portant walk to take ; so at last it became time to withdraw.

This walk was directed to the 'Weser-bridge, to find Timber-

toe, whom he had not forgotten, though he had long delayed

to keep his word to him. Sharply as the physiognomist, ever

since his interview with the open-handed Bridge-bailiff, had

been on the outlook, he could never catch a glimpse of him

among the passengers, although u second visit had been faith-

fully promised. Yet the figure of his benefactor had not van-

ished from Ills memory. The tnonicnt he perceived the fair-
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apparelled youth from a distance, he stilted towards him, and
gave him kindly welcome. Franz answered his salutation, and
said :

" Friend, canst thou take a walk with me into the Neu-

stadt, to transact a small affair? Thy trouble shall not be

unpaid."

" Ah ; why not ?" replied the old blade ;
" though I have

a wooden leg, I can step you with it as stoutly as the lame

dwarf that crept round the city-common ;'^ for the wooden leg,

you must know, has this good property, it never tires. But

excuse me a little while till Graycloak is come : he never

misses to pas^ along the Bridge between day and night."

"What of Gi-aycloak.''" inquired Franz: "let me know
about him."

"Graycloak brings me daily about nightfall a silver groschen,

I know not from whom. It is of no use prying into things, so

I never mind. Sometimes it occurs to me Graycloak must be

the devil, and means to buy my soul with the money. But

devil or no devil, what care I ? I did not strike him on the

bargain, so it cannot hold."

" I should not wonder," answered Franz, with a smile, " if

Graycloak were a piece of a knave. But do thou follow me :

the silver groschen shall not fail thee."

Timbertoe set forth, hitched on briskly after his guide, who
conducted him up one street and down another, to a distant

quarter of the city, near the wall ; then halted before a neat

little new-built house, and knocked at the door. When it was
opened :

" Friend," said he, "thou madest one evening of my
life cheerful ; it is just that I should make the evening of thy

life cheerful also. This hou.se, with its appurtenances, and the

garden where it stands, are thine ; kitchen and cellar are full

;

an attendant is appointed to wait upon thee ; and the silver

groschen, over and above, thou wilt find every noon lying un-

der thy plate. Nor will 1 hide from thee that Graycloak was

my servant, whom I sent to give thee daily an honourable

alms, till 1 had got this house made ready for thee. If thou like,

." There is an old tradition, that a neighbouring Countes.s promised

in jest to give the Bremers as much land as a cripple, who was just

asking her for alms, would creep round in a day. They look her at

her word; and the cripple crawled so well, that the town obtained

this large common by means of him.
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thou mayest reckon me thy proper Guardian Angel, since the

other has not acted to thy satisfaction."

He then led the old man into his dwelling, where the table

was standing covered, and everything arranged for his conveni-

ence and comfortable living. The grayhead was so astonished

at his fortune, that he could not understand or even believe it.

That a rich man should take such pity on a poor one, was in-

comprehensible : he felt disposed to take the whole affair for

magic or jugglery, till Franz removed his doubts. A stream

of thankful tears flowed down the old man's cheeks ; and his

benefactor, satisfied with this, did not wait till he should recover

from his amazement and thank him in words, but, after doing

this angel-message, vanished from the old man's eyes, as angels

are wont ; and left him to piece together the affair as he best

could.

Next morning, in the habitation of the lovely Meta, all was

as a fair. Franz dispatched to her a crowd of merchants,

jewellers, milliners, lace-dealers, tailors, sutors and sempstresses,

in part to offer her all sorts of wares, in part their own good

services. She passed the whole day in choosing stuffs, laces

and other requisites for the condition of a bride, or being

measured for her various new apparel. The dimensions of her

dainty foot, her beautifully-formed arm and her slim waist,

were as often and as carefully meted, as if some skilful statuary

had been taking from her the model for a Goddess of Love.

Meanwhile the bridegroom went to appoint the bans ; and be-

fore three weeks were past, he led his bride to the altar, with

a solemnity by which even the gorgeous wedding pomp of the

Hop-King was eclipsed. Mother Brigitta had the happiness

of twisting the bridal-garland for her virtuous Meta ; she com-

pletely attained her wish of spending her woman's-summer in

propitious affluence ; and deserved this satisfaction, as a re-

rompense for one praiseworthy quality which she possessed :

She was the most tolerable mother-in-law that has ever been

discovered.
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Deep in the Bohemian forest, which has now dwindled to a

few scattered woodlands, there abode, in the primeval times,

while it stretched its umbrage far and wide, a spiritual race of

beings, airy and avoiding light, incorporeal also, more deli-

cately fashioned than the clay-formed sons of men ; to the

coarser sense of feeling imperceptible, but to the finer, half-

visible by moonlight ; and well known to poets by the name of

Dryads, and to ancient bards by that of Elves. From imme-
morial ages, they had dwelt here undisturbed ; till all at once

the forest sounded with the din of warriors, for Duke Czech of

Hungary, with his Sclavonic hordes, had broken over the moun-
tains, to seek in these wild tracts a new habitation. The fair

tenants of the aged oaks, of the rocks, clefts and grottos, and
of the flags in the tarns and morasses, fled before the clang of

arms and the neighing of chargers : the stout Erl-King himself

was annoyed by the uproar, and transferred his court to more
sequestered wildernesses. One solitary Elf could not resolve to

leave her darling oak ; and as the wood began here and there

to be felled for the purposes of cultivation, she alone undertook

to defend her tree against the violence of the strangers, and
chose the towering summit of it for her residence.

Among the retinue of the Duke was a young Squire, Krokus

by name, full of spirit and impetuosity ; stout and handsome,

and of noble mien, to whom the keeping of his master's stud

had been entrusted, which at times he drove far into the forest

for their pasture. Frequently he rested beneath the oak which

the Elf inhabited : she observed him with satisfaction ; and at

1 From Jo. Dnhravii Historia Bohcinica, and ^Enece Sylvii Cardinaiis

de Bohemarum Orisrine ac Geslis Ilisioria.
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night, when he was sleeping at the root, she would whisper

pleasant dreams into his ear, and announce to him in expressive

images the events of the coming day. When any horse had
strayed into the desert, and the keeper had lost its tract, and
gone to sleep with anxious thoughts, he failed not to see in

vision the marks of the hidden path, which led him to the spot

where his lost steed was grazing.

The farther the new colonists extended, the nearer came
they to the dwelling of the Elf ; and as by her gift of divination,

she perceived how soon her life-tree would be threatened by the

axe, she determined to unfold this sorrow to her guest. One
moonshiny summer evening, Krokus had folded his herd some-

what later than usual, and v/as hastening to his bed under the

lofty oak. His path led him round a little fishy lake, on whose
silver face the moon was imaging herself like a gleaming ball of

gold ; and across this glittering portion of the water, on the far-

ther side, he perceived a female form, apparently engaged in

walking by the cool shore. This sight surprised the young
warrior : What brings the maiden hither, thought he, by herself,

in this wilderness, at the season of the nightly dusk ? Yet the

adventure was of such a sort, that, to a young man, the more
strict investigation of it seemed alluring rather than alarming,

He redoubled his steps, keeping firmly in view the form which

had ari'ested his attention ; and soon reached the place where

he had first noticed it, beneath the oak. But now it looked to

him as if the thing he saw were a shadow rather than a body;

he stood wondering and motionless, a cold shudder crept over

him, and he heard a sweet soft voice address to him these

words :
" Come hither, beloved stranger, and fear not ; I am no

phantasm, no deceitful shadow : I am the Elf of this grove,

the tenant of the oak, under whose leafy boughs thou hast often

rested. I rocked thee in sweet delighting dreams, and pre-

figured to thcc thy adventures ; and when a brood-mare or a

foal had chanced to wander from the herd, I told thee of the

place where thou wouldst find it. Repay this favour by a ser-

vice which I now require of thee; be the Protector of this tree,

which has so often screened thee from the shower and the

scorching heat; and guard the murderous axes of thy brethren,

which lay waste the forest, that they harm not this venerable

trunk."
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The young warrior, restored to self-possession by this soft

still voice, made answer :
" Goddess or mortal, whoever thou

mayest be, require of me what thou pleasest ; if I can, I will

perform it. But I am a man of no account among my people,

the servant of the Duke my lord. If he tell me today or to-

morrow. Feed here, feed there, how shall I protect thy tree in

this distant forest ? Yet if thou commandest me, I will re-

nounce the service of princes, and dwell under the shadow 0/

thy oak, and guard it while I live."

" Do so," said the Elf: "thou shalt not repent it."

Hereupon she vanished ; and there was a rustling in the

branches above, as if some breath of an evening breeze had

been entangled in them, and had stirred the leaves. Krokus,

for a while, stood enraptured at the heavenly form which had

appeared to him. So soft a female, of such slender shape and
royal bearing, he had never seen among the short squat dam-

sels of his own Sclavonic race. At last he stretched himself

upon the moss, but no sleep descended on his eyes ; the dawn
overtook him in a whirl of sweet emotions, which were as

strange and new to him as the first beam of light to the opened

eye of one born blind. With the earliest morning he hastened

to the Court of the Duke, required his discharge, packed up his

war-accoutrements, and, with rapid steps, his burden on his

shoulders, and his head full of glowing enthusiasm, hied him
back to his enchanted forest-hermitage.

Meanwhile, in his absence, a craftsman among the people,

a miller by trade, had selected for himself the round straight

trunk of the oak to be an axle, and was proceeding with his

mill-men to fell it. The affrighted Elf sobbed bitterly, as the

greedy saw began with iron tooth to devour the foundations of

her dwelling. She looked wildly round, from the highest sum-
mit, for her faithful guardian, but her glance could find him no-

where ; and the gift of prophecy, peculiar to her race, was in

the present case so ineffectual, that she could as little read the

fate that stood before her, as the sons of .(Esculapius, with their

vaunted prognosis, can discover ways and means for themselves

when Death is knocking at their own door.

Krokus, however, was approaching, and so near the scene

of this catastrophe, that the screeching of the busy saw did not

escape his ear. Such a sound in the forest boded no good: he



64 MUS.CUS.

quickened his steps, and beheld before his eyes the horror of

the devastation that was visiting the tree which he had taken

under his protection. Like a fury he rushed upon the wood-
cutters, with pike and sword, and scared them from their work

;

for they concluded he must be a forest-demon, and fled in great

precipitation. By good fortune, the wound of the tree was still

curable ; and the scar of it disappeared in a few summers.

In the solemn hour of evening, when the stranger had
fixed upon the spot for his future habitation ; had meted out

the space for hedging round as a garden, and was weighing in

his mind the whole scheme of his future hermitage ; where, in

retirement from the society of men, he purposed to pass his

days in the service of a shadowy companion, possessed ap-

parently of little more reality than a Saint of the Calendar,

whom a pious friar chooses for his spiritual paramour—the

Elf appeared before him at the brink of the lake, and with

gentle looks thus spoke :

" Thanks to thee, beloved stranger, that thou hast turned

away the wasteful arms of thy brethren from ruining this tree,

with which my life is united. For thou shalt know that Mo-
ther Nature, who has granted to my race such varied powers

and influences, has combined the fortune of our life with the

growth and duration of the oak. By us the sovereign of the

forest raises his venerable head above the populace of other

trees and shrubs ; we further the circulation of the sap through

his trunk and boughs, that he may gain strength to battle with

the tempest, and for long centuries to defy destructive Time.

On the other hand, our life is bound to his : when the oak,

which the lot of Destiny has appointed for the partner of our

existence, fades by years, we fade along with him ; and when

he dies, we die, and sleep, like mortals, as it were a sort of

death-sleep, til!, by the everlasting cycle of things. Chance, or

some hidden provision of Nature, again weds our being to a

new germ ; which, unfolded by our enlivening virtue, after the

lapse of long years, springs up to be a mighty tree, and affords

us the enjoyment of existence anew. From this thou mayest

perceive what a service thou hast done me by thy help, and what

gratitude I owe thee. Ask of me the recompense of thy noble

deed ; disclose to me the wish of thy heart, and this hour it

shall be granted thee."
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Krokus continued silent. The sight of the enchrintino Elf

had made more impression on him than her speech, of which,

indeed, he understood but Uttle. She noticed his embarrass-

ment ; and, to extricate him from it, plucked a withered reed

from the margin of the lake, broke it into three pieces, and
said :

" Choose one of these three stalks, or take one without a

choice. In the first, lie Honour and Renown ; in the second.

Riches and the wise enjoyment of theai ; in the third is happi-

ness in Love laid up for thee."

The young man cast his eyes upon the ground, and ans-

wered :
" Daughter of Heaven, if thou wouldst deign to grant

the desire of my heart, know that it lies not in these three

stalks which thou offerest me ; the recompense I aim at is

higher. What is Honour but the fuel of Pride ? what are

Riches but the root of Avarice ? and what is Love but the

trap-door of Passion, to ensnare the noble freedom of the heart ?

Grant me my wish, to rest under the shadow of thy oak-tree

from the toils of warfare, and to hear from thy sweet mouth
the lessons of wisdom, that I may understand by them the se-

crets of the future."

"Thy request," replied the Elf, "is great ; but thy deserv-

ing towards me is not less so : be it then as thou hast asked.

Nor, with the fruit, shall the shell be wanting to thee ; for the

wise man is also honoured ; he alone is rich, for he desires

nothing more than he needs, and he tastes the pure nectar of

Love without poisoning it by polluted lips."

So saying, she again presented him the three reed-stalks,

and vanished from his sight.

The young Eremite prepared his bed of moss, beneath the

oak, exceedingly content with the reception which the Elf had
given him. Sleep came upon him like a strong man

;
gay

morning dreams danced round his head, and solaced his fancy

with the breath of happy forebodings. On awakening, he joy-

fully began his day's work ; ere long he had built himself a

pleasant hermit's-cottage ; had dug his garden, and planted in

it roses and lilies, with other odoriferous flowers and herbs ; not

forgetting pulse and cole, and a sufficiency of fruit-trees. The
Elf never failed to visit him at twilight ; she rejoiced in the

prospering of his labours ; walked with him, hand in hand, by

the sedgy border of the lake ; and the wavering reeds, as the

vor. I. F
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wind passed through them, whispered a melodious evening sahi-

tation to the trustful pair. She instructed her attentive disci-

ple in the secrets of Nature ; showed him the origin and cause

of things ; taught him their common and their magic proper-

ties and effects ; and formed the rude soldier into a thinker

and philosopher.

In proportion as the feelings and senses of the young man
grew refined by this fair spiritual intercourse, it seemed as if

the tender form of the Elf were condensing, and acquiring more

consistency ; her bosom caught warmth and life ; her brown

eyes sparkled with the fire of love ; and with the shape, she

appeared to have adopted the feehngs of a young blooming

maiden. The sentimental hour of dusk, which is as if ex-

pressly calculated to awaken slumbering feelings, had its usual

effect ; and after a few moons from their first acquaintance,

the sighing Krokus found himself possessed of the happiness

in Love, which the Third Reed-stalk had appointed him ; and

did not repent that by the trap-door of Passion the freedom o

his heart had been ensnared. Though the marriage of the

tender pair took place without witnesses, it was celebrated with

as much enjoyment as the most tumultuous espousals ; nor

were spc.iking proofs of love's recompense long wanting. The
Elf gave her husband three daughters at a birth ; and the

father, rejoicing in the bounty of his better half, named, at the

first embrace, the eldest infant, Bela ; the next born, Therba
;

and the youngest, Libussa. They were all like the Genies in

beauty of form ; and though not moulded of such light ma-

terials as the mother, their corporeal structure was finer than

the dull earthy clay of the father. They were also free from

all the infirmities of childhood ; their swathings did not gall

them ; they teethed without epileptic fits, needed no calomel

taken inwardly, got no rickets ; had no small-pox, and, of

course, no scars, no scum-eyes, or puckered faces : nor did

they require any leading-strings ; for after the first nine days,

they ran like little partridges ; and as they grew up, they

manifested all the talents of the mother for discovering hidden

things, and predicting what was future.

Krokus himself, by the aid of time, grew skilful in these

mysteries also. When the wolf had scattered the flocks through

the forest, and the herdsmen were seeking for their sheep anc^
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horses ; when the woodman missed an axe or bill, they took

counsel from the wise Krokus, who showed them where to find

what they had lost. When a wicked prowler had abstracted

aught from the common stock ; had by night broken into the

pinfold, or the dweUing of his neighbour, and robbed or slain

him, and none could guess the malefactor, the wise Krokus was
consulted. He led the people to a green ; made them form a

ring ; then stept into the midst of them, set the faithful sieve

a-running, and so failed not to discover the misdoer. By such

acts his fame spread over all the country of Bohemia ; and

whoever had a weighty care, or an important undertaking, took

counsel from the wise Krokus about its issue. The lame and

the sick, too, required from him help and recovery ; even the

unsound cattle of the fold were driven to him ; and his gift of

curing sick kine by his shadow, was not less than that of the

renowned St. Martin of Schierbach. By these means the con-

course of the people to him grew more frequent, day by day, no

otherwise than if the Tripod of the Delphic Apollo had been

transferred to the Bohemian forest : and though Krokus ans-

wered all inquiries, and cured the sick and afflicted, without

fee or reward, yet the treasure of his secret wisdom paid him
richly, and brought him in abundant profit ; the people crowded

to him with gifts and presents, and almost oppressed him with

testimonies of their good-will. It was he that first disclosed

the mystery of washing gold from the sands of the Elbe ; and

for his recompense he had a tenth of all the produce. By these

means his wealth and store increased ; he built strongholds

and palaces ; had vast herds of cattle
;
possessed fertile pas-

turages, fields and woods ; and thus found himself impercep-

tibly possessed of all the Riches which the beneficently fore-

boding Elf had enclosed for him in the Second Reed.

One fine summer evening, when Krokus with his train was

returning from an excursion, having by special request been

settling the disputed marches of two townships, he perceived

his spouse on the margin of the sedgy lake, where she had first

appeared to him. She waved him with her hand ; so he dis-

missed his servants, and hastened to clasp her in his arms.

She received him, as usual, with tender love ; but her heart

was sad and oppressed ; from her eyes trickled down ethereal

tears, so fine and fugitive, that as they fell they were greedily
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inhaled by the air, and not allowed to reach the ground. Kro-

kiis was alarmed at this appearance ; he had never seen his

wife's fair eyes otherwise than cheerful, and sparkling with

youthful gaiety. " What ails thee, beloved of my heart ?"

said he ;
" black forebodings overcast my soul. Speak, say

what mean those tears."

The Elf sobbed, leaned her head sorrowfully on his shoul-

der, and said :
" Beloved husband, in thy absence I have

looked into the Book of Destiny ; a doeful chance overhangs

my life-tree ; I must part from thee forever. Follow me into

the Castle, till I bless my children ; for from this day you will

never see me more."
" Dearest wife," said Krokus, " chase away these mournful

thoughts. What misfortune is it that can harm thy tree ? Be-

hold its sound boughs, how they stretch forth loaded with fruit

and leaves, and how it raises its top to the clouds. While this

arm can move, it shall defend thy tree from any miscreant that

presumes to wound its stem."

"Impotent defence," replied she, "which a mortal arm
can yield ! Ants can but secure themselves from ants, flies

from flies, and the worms of Earth from other earthly worms.

But what can the mightiest among you do against the work-

ings of Nature, or the unalterable decisions of Fate .^ The
kings of the Earth can heap up little hillocks, which they

name fortresses and castles ; but the weakest breath of air de-

fies their authority, blows where it lists, and mocks at their

command. This oak-tree thou hast guarded from the violence

of men; canst thou likewise forbid the tempest that it rise not

to disleaf its branches ; or if a hidden worm is gnawing in its

marrow, canst thou draw it out, and tread it under foot ?"

Amid such conversation they arrived at the Castle. The
slender maidens, as they were wont at the evening visit of their

mother, came bounding forth to meet them ;
gave account of

their day's employments, produced their needlework, and their

embroideries, to prove their diligence : but now the hour of

liousehold happiness was joyless. They soon observed that

the traces of deep suffering were imprinted on the countenance

of their father ; and they looked with sympathising sorrow at

their mother's tears, without venturing to inquire their cause,

rile mother gave them many wise instructions and wholesome
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admonitions ; bul her speech was like the singing of a swan,

as if she wished to give the world her farewell. She lingered

with her husband, till the morning-star went up in the sky
;

then she embraced him and her children with mournful tender-

ness ; and at dawn of day retired, as was her custom, through

the secret door, to her oak-tree, and left her friends to their

own sad forebodings.

Nature stood in listening stillness at the rising sun ; but

heavy black clouds soon veiled his beaming head. The day

grew sultry and oppressive ; the whole atmosphere was electric.

Distant thunder came rolling over the forest ; and the hundred-

voiced Echo repeated, in the winding valleys, its baleful sound.

At the noontide, a forked thunderbolt struck quivering down
upon the oak ; and in a moment shivered with resistless force

the trunk and boughs, and the wreck lay scattered far around

it in the forest. When Father Krokus was informed of this,

he rent his garments, went forth with his daughters to deplore

the life-tree of his spouse, and to collect the fragments of it,

and preserve them as invaluable relics. But the Elf from that

day was not seen any more.

In some few years, the tender girls had waxed in stature;

their maiden forms blossomed forth, as the rose pushing up

from the bud ; and the fame of their beauty spread abroad

over all the land. The noblest youths of the people crowded

round, with cases to submit to Father Krokus for his counsel

;

but at bottom, these their specious pretexts were directed to

the fair maidens, whom they wished to get a glimpse of; as is

the mode with young men, who delight to have some business

with the master of the household, when his daughters are beau-

tiful. The three sisters lived in great simplicity and unity to-

gether ; as yet but little conscious of their talents. The gift 01

prophecy had been communicated to them in an equal degree

;

and all their words were oracles, although they knew it not.

Yet soon their vanity awoke at the voice of flattery ; word-

catchers eagerly laid hold of every sound proceeding from their

lips ; Celadons noted down every look, spied out the faintest

smile, explored the aspect of their eyes, and drew from it more
nr less favourable prognostics, conceiving that their own des-

tiny was to be read by means oi it ; and trom this time, it has

become the mode with lovers to deduce irom the horoscope 01
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the eyes the rising or declining of theii star in courtship.

Scarcely had Vanity obtained a footing in the virgin heart, till

Pride, her dear confidante, with her wicked rabble of a train.

Self-love, Self-praise, Self-will, Self-interest, were standing at

the door ; and all of them in time sneaked in. The elder

sisters struggled to outdo the younger in their arts ; and en-

vied her in secret her superiority in personal attractions. For

though they all were very beautiful, the youngest was the most

so. Fraulein Bela turned her chief attention to the science of

plants ; as Fraulein Medea did in earlier times. She knew
their hidden virtues, could extract from them poisons and anti-

dotes ; and farther, understood the art of making from them

sweet or nauseous odours for the unseen Powers. When her

censer steamed, she allured to her Spirits out of the immeasur-

able depth of aether, from beyond the Moon, and they became
her subjects, that with their fine organs they might be allowed

to snuff these delicious vapours : and when she scattered villan-

ous perfumes upon the coals, she could have smoked away
with it the very Zihim and the Ohim from the Wilderness.

Fraulein Therba was inventive as Circe in devising magic

formulas, which could command the elements, could raise tem-

pests and whirlwinds, also hail and thunder ; could shake the

bowels of the Earth, or lift itself from the sockets of its axle.

She employed these arts to terrify the people, and be feared

and honoured by them as a goddess ; and she could, in fact,

arrange the weather more according to the wish and taste of

men than wise old Nature does. Two brothers quarrelled on

this subject, for their wishes never were the same. The one

was a husbandman, and still desired rain for the growth and

strengthening of his crops. The other was a potter, and de-

sired constant sunshine to dry his dishes, which the rain

destroyed. And as Heaven never could content them in dis-

posing of this matter, they repaired one day with rich presents

to the Castle of the wise Krokus ; and submitted their petitions

to Therba. The daughter of the Elf gave a smile over their

unquiet grumbling at the wise economy of Nature ; and con-

tented the demands of each : she made rain fall on the seed-

lands of the cultivator ; and the sun shone on the potter-field

close by. By these enchantments both the sisters gained much
fame and riches, for they never used their gifts without a fee.
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With their treasures they built castles and country-houses ; laid

out royal pleasure-gardens ; to their festivals and divertise-

ments there was no end. The gallants, who solicited their

love, they gulled and laughed at.

Fraulein Libussa was no sharer in the vain proud disposi-

tion of her sisters. Though she had the same capacities for

penetrating the secrets of Nature, and employing its hidden

powers in her service, she remained contented with the gifts

she had derived from her maternal inheritance, without at-

tempting to increase them, or turn them to a source of gain.

Her vanity extended not beyond the consciousness that she was
beautiful ; she cared not for riches ; and neither longed to be

feared nor to be honoured like her sisters. Whilst these were

gadding up and down among their country-houses, hastening

from one tumultuous pleasure to another, with the flower of the

Bohemian chivalry fettered to their chariot-wheels, she abode

in her father's house, conducting the economy, giving counsel

kO those who begged it, friendly help to the at^icted and op-

pressed ; and all from good-will, without remuneration.- Her
temper was soft and modest, and her conduct virtuous and dis-

creet, as beseems a noble virgin. She might secretly rejoice

in the victories which her beauty gained over the hearts of men,

and accept the sighing and cooing of her languishing adorers

as a just tribute to her charms ; but none dared speak a word
of love to her, or venture on aspiring to her heart. Yet Amor,
the roguish urchin, takes a pleasure in exerting his privileges

on the coy ; and often hurls his burning torch upon the lowly

straw-roof, when he means to set on fire a lofty palace.

* Nulla Crocco vinlis sexlis froles fiiit, se<l moriturus tres a morte

u(& filias superstites reliquit, of/mes lit ipse eratfatidicas, vd ina^as potius,

qualis Medea et Circe fuerant. Nam Belu natu fdiaritm maxima herbis

iiicantandis Medeavi imitabatiir, Tetcha ( Therba) natu minor carminibus

magicis Circem reddebat. Ad utramque frequens multitudinis concursus ;

dum alii amores sibi conciliare, alii cum bond valetudine in gratiam re-

dire, alii res amissas recuperare cupiunt. Ilia arcem Belinam, ha:c altera

arcem I'hetin ex mcyceitarid pecunid, nihil enim gratuito faciebant, cudi-

ficandam curavit. Liberalior in hac re Lybussa natu minima apparuit,

ut quiF a nemine quidquam extorquebat, et potius fata publica omnibus,

qiiam privata singulis, priecinebat : qud liberalitaie, et quia iion gratuitd

rolitrn sed etiam 7ninus fallace prcedictione utebatur, asseruta est ut in

Iccu"! pairis Crocci subrogaretur.— Dubravius.
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Far in the bosom of the forest lived an ancient Knight, who
had come into the land with the host of Czech. In this seclu-

sion he had fixed his settlement ; reduced the desert under

cultivation, and formed for himself a small estate, where he

thought to pass the remainder of his days in peace, and live

upon the produce of his husbandry. A strong-handed neigh-

bour took forcible possession of the land, and expelled the

owner, whom a hospitable peasant sheltered in his dwelling.

The distressed old Knight had a son, who now formed the sole

consolation and support of his age ; a bold active youth, but

possessed of nothing save a hunting-spear and a practised arm,

for the sustenance of his gray-haired father. The injustice of

their neighbour stimulated him to revenge, and he had been

prepared for resisting force by force ; but the command of the

anxious father, unwilling to expose his son to danger, had dis-

armed him. Yet ere long he resumed his former purpose.

Then the father called him to his presence, and said :

" Pass over, my son, to the wise Krokus, or to the cunning

virgins his daughters, and ask counsel whether the gods approve

thy undertaking, and will grant it a prosperous issue. If so,

gird on thy sword, and take the spear in thy hand, and go

forth to fight for thy inheritance. If not, stay here till thou

hast closed my eyes and laid me in the earth ; then do what

shall seem good to thee."

The youth set forth, and first reached Bela's palace, a build-

ing like a temple for the habitation of a goddess. He knocked

at the door, and desired to be admitted ; but the porter ob-

serving that he came empty-handed, dismissed him as a

beggar, and shut the door in his face. He went forward in

sadness, and reached the house of Sister Thei'ba, where he

knocked and requested an audience. The porter looked upon

liim through his window, and said :
" If thou bringest gold in

thy bag, which thou canst weigh out to my mistress, she will

leach thee one of her good saws to read thy fortune withal. If

not, then go and gather of it in the sands of the Klbc as many
I'tains as the tree hath leaves, the sheaf ears, and the bird

leathers, then will 1 open thee this gate." The mocked young

man glided oiriiitirely dejected ; and the more so, as he learned

that Seer Krokus was in rolaiul, arbitrating the disputes of

lome ( (intindin;; ( ir.inilci-,, III anticipated irom the third
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sister no more flattering reception ; and as he descried her

father's castle from a hill in the distance, he could not venture

to approach it, but hid himself in a thicket to pursue his bitter

thoughts. Ere long he was roused by an approaching noise ;

he listened, and heard a sound of horses' hoofs. A flying roe

dashed through the bushes, followed by a lovely huntress and

her maids on stately steeds. She hurled a javelin from her

hand ; it flew whizzing through the air, but did not hit the

game. Instantly the watchful young man seized his bow and
launched from the twanging cord a bolt, which smote the deer

through the heart, and stretched it lifeless on the spot. The
lady, in astonishment at this phenomenon, looked round to find

her unknown hunting partner : and the archer, on observing

this, stept forward from his bush, and bent himself humbly
before her to the ground. Fraulein Libussa thought she had

never seen a finer man. At the first glance, his figure made
so deep an impression on her, that she could not but awaid

him that involuntary feeling of good-will which a beautiful ap-

pearance claims as its prerogative. "Tell me, fair stranger,"

said she to him, " who art thou, and what chance is it that

leads thee to these groves ?" The youth guessed rightly that

his lucky star had brought him what he was in search of ; he

disclosed his case to her in modest words; not hiding how
disgracefully her sisters had dismissed him, or how the treat-

ment had afflicted him. She cheered his heart with friendly

words. "Follow me to my abode," said she ;
" 1 will consult

the Book of Fate for thee, and answer thy demand tomorrow

by the rising of the sun."

The young man did as he was ordered. No churlish porter

here barred for him the entrance of the palace ; the fair lad)-

exercised the rights of hospitality with generous attention. He
was charmed by this benignant reception, but still more by the

beauty of his gentle hostess. Her enchanting figure hovered

all night before his eyes ; he carefully defended himself from

sleep, that he might not for a moment lose from his thoughts

the delightful events of the day. Fraulein Libussa, on the

contrary, enjoyed soft slumber : for seclusion from the influ-

ences of the external senses, which disturb the finer presenti-

ments of the future, is an indispensable condition for the gift

ot prophecy. The glowing fancy ol the maiden blended the
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form of this young stranger with all the dreaming images

which hovered through her mind that night. She found him

where she had not looked for him, in connexion with affairs m
which she could not understand how this unknown youth had

come to be involved.

On her early awakening, at the hour when the fair pro-

phetess was wont to separate and interpret the visions of the

night, she felt inclined to cast away these phantasms from her

mind, as errors which had sprung from a disturbance in the

operation of her prophetic faculty, and were entitled to no heed

from her. Yet a dim feeling signified that this creation of her

fancy was not idle dreaming ; but had a significant allusion to

certain events which the future would unravel ; and that last

night this presaging Fantasy had spied out the decrees of Fate,

and blabbed them to her, more successfully than ever. By help

of it, she found that her guest was inflamed with warm love to

her ; and with equal honesty her heart confessed the same
thing in regard to him. But she instantly impressed the seal

of silence on the news ; as the modest youth had, on his side,

set a guard upon his lips and his eyes, that he might not expos'^,

himself to a contemptuous refusal ; for the chasm which For-

tune had interposed between him and the daughter of the wise

Krokus seemed impassable.

Although the fair Libussa well knew what she had to say

in answer to the young man's question, yet it went against her

heart to let him go from her so soon. At sunrise she called

him to her in her garden, and said : "The curtain of darkness

yet hangs before my eyes ; abide with me till sunset ;" and at

night she said :
" Stay till sunrise ;" and next morning :

" Wait

another day ;" and the third day: " Have patience till tomorrow."

On tlie fourth day she at last dismissed him ; finding no more

pretexts for detaining him, with safety to her secret. At parting,

she gave him liis response in friendly words: "The gods will

not that thou shouldsl contend with a man of violence in the

land ; to bear and suffer is the lot of the weaker. Return to thy

father ; be the comfort of his old age ; and support him by the

labour of thy diligent hand. Take two white Steers as a present

from my herd ; and this Staff to lirive them ; and when it blos-

soms and bears fruit, the spirit oi propliery will descend on thee."

The young man lilt liimi.elf unworthy of the gentle virgin's
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gift ; and blushed that he should receive it and make no return.

With ineloquent lips, but with looks so much the more elo-

quent, he took mournful leave of her ; and at the gate below

found two white Steers awaiting him, as sleek and glittering

as of old the godlike Bull, on whose smooth back the virgin

Europa swam across the blue sea waves. Joyfully he loosed

them from the post, and drove them softly on before him.

The distance home seemed but a few ells, so much was his

spirit busied with the fair Libussa : and he vowed, that as

he never could obtain her love, he would love no other all his

days. The old Knight rejoiced in the return of his son ; and
still more in learning that the oracle of the fair heiress agreed

so completely with his own wishes. As husbandry had been

appointed by the gods for the young man's trade, he lingered

not in harnessing his white Steers, and yoking them to the

plough. The first trial prospered to his wish : the bullocks had

such strength and alacrity that they turned over in a single day

more land than twelve yoke of oxen commonly can master :

for they were fiery and impetuous, as the Bull is painted in the

Almanac, where he rushes from the clouds in the sign of April

;

not sluggish and heavy like the Ox, who plods on with his holy

consorts, in our Gospel-Book, phlegmatically, as a fJutch skip-

per in a calm.

Duke Czech, who had led the fii'st colony of his people into

Bohemia, was now long ago committed to his final rest, yet

his descendants had not been promoted to succeed him in his

princely dignity. The magnates had in truth, at his decease,

assembled for a new election ; but their wild stormy tempers

would admit of no reasonable resolution. Self-interest and
self-sufficiency transformed the first Bohemian Convention of

Estates into a Polish Diet : as too many hands laid hold of the

princely mantle, they tore it in pieces, and no one of them
obtained it. The government had dwindled to a sort of

Anarchy ; every one did what was right in his own eyes
;

the strong oppressed the weak, the rich the poor, the great

the little. There was now no public security in the land
; yet

the frank spirits of the time thought their new republic very well

arranged :
" All is in order," said they, " everything goes on

its way with us as well as elsewhere ; the wolf eats the lamb,

the kite the dove, the fox the cock." This artless constitu-
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tion could not last ; when the first debauch of fancied freedom

had gone off, and the people were again grown sober, reason

asserted its rights ; the patriots, the honest citizens, whoever
in the nation loved his country, joined together to destroy the

idol Hydra, and unite the people once more under a single

head. " Let us choose a Prince," said they, " to rule over us,

after the manner of our fathers, to tame the froward, and exer-

cise right and justice in the midst of us. Not the strongest,

the boldest, or the richest ; the wisest be our Duke !" The
people, wearied out with the oppressions of their petty tyrants,

had on this occasion but one voice, and loudly applauded the

proposal. A meeting of Estates was convoked ; and the choice

unanimously fell upon the wise Krokus. An embassy of honour

was appointed, inviting him to take possession of the princely

dignity. Though he had never longed for lofty titles, he hesi-

tated not about complying with the people's wish. Invested

with the purple, he proceeded, with great pomp, to Vizegrad,

the residence of the Dukes ; where the people met him with

triumphant shouting, and did reverence to him as their Regent.

Whereby he perceived, that now the third Reed-stalk of the

bountiful Elf was likewise sending forth its gift upon him.

His love of justice, and his wise legislation, soon spread

nis fame over all the surrounding countries. The Sarmatic

Princes, incessantly at feud with one another, brought their

contention from afar before his judgment-seat. He weighed it

with the undeceitful weights of natural justice, in the scales of

Law; and when he opened his mouth, it was as if the venerable

Solon, or the wise Solomon from between the Twelve Lions of

his throne, had been pronouncing sentence. Some seditious

instigators having leagued against the peace of their country,

and kindled war among the Poles, he advanced at the head of

his army into Poland
;
put an end to the civil strife ; and a large

portion of the people, grateful for the peace which he had given

them, chose him for their Duke also. He there built the city

Cr.'icow, which is called by his name, and has the privilege of

crowning the Polish Kings, even to the present lime. Krokus

ruled with great glory to the end of his days. Observing that

he was now near their limit, nnd must soon set out, he caused

a coffin to be made from the fragments oi the oak which his

spouse the I'^.l'' had inliabilt'd ; ind tiien ilrparled in peace, be-
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wept by the Princesses his three daughters, who deposited the

Ducal remains in the coffin, and consigned him to tlie Earth

as he had commanded ; and the whole land mourned for him.

When the obsequies were finished, the Estates assembled

to deliberate who should now possess the vacant throne. The
people were unanimous lor one of Krokus's daughters ; but

which of the three they had not yet determined. Fraulein Bela

had, on the whole, the fewest adherents ; for her heart was not

good ; and her magic -lantern was too frequently employed in

doing sheer mischief. But she had raised such a terror of her-

self among the people, that no one liked to take exception at

her, lest he might draw down her vengeance on him. When
the vote was called, therefore, the Electors all continued dumb;
there was no voice for her, but also none against her. At sun-

set the representatives of the people separated, adjournmg their

election to another day. Then Fraulein Therba was proposed

:

but confidence in her incantations had made Fraulein Therba's

head giddy; she was proud and overbearing; required to be

honoured as a goddess ; and if incense did not always smoke
for her, she grew peevish, cross, capricious ; displaying all the

properties by which the fair sex, when they please, can cease

to be fair. She was less feared than her elder sister, but not

on that account more loved. For these reasons, the election-

field continued silent as a lykewake ; and the vote was never

called for. On the third day came Libussa's turn. No sooner

was this name pronounced, than a confidential hum was heard

throughout the electing circle ; the solemn visages unwrinkled

and brightened up, and each of the Electors had some good to

whisper of the Fraulein to his neighbour. One praised her

virtue, another praised her modesty, a third her prudence, a

fourth her infallibility in prophecy, a fifth her disinterestedness

in giving counsel, a tenth her chastity, other ninety her beauty,

and the last her gifts as a housewife. When a lover draws out

such a catalogue of the perfections of his mistress, it remains

still doubtful whether she is really the possessor of a single one

among them ; but the public seldom errs on the favourable

side, however often on the other, in the judgments it pronoun-

ces on good fame. With so many universally acknowledged

praiseworthy qualities, Fraulein Libussa was undoubtedly the

favoured candidate, .it least /// petto, of the sage Electors : but
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the preference of the younger sister to the eider has so fre-

quently, in the affair of marriage, as experience testifies, de-

stroyed the peace of the house, that reasonable fear might be

entertained lest in affairs of still greater moment it might dis-

turb the peace of the country. This consideration put the sa-

pient guardians of the people into such embarrassment, that

they could come to no conclusion whatever. There was want-

ing a speaker, to hang the clock-weight of his eloquence upon

the wheel of the Electors' favourable will, before the business

could get into motion, and the good disposition of their minds

become active and efficient ; and this speaker now appeared,

as if appointed for the business.

Wladoinir, one of the Bohemian Magnates, the highest

after the Duke, had long sighed for the enchanting, Libussa,

and wooed her during Father Krokus's lifetime. The youth be-

ing one of his most faithful vassals, and beloved by him as a son,

the worthy Krokus could have wished well that love would unite

this pair ; but the coyness of the maiden was insuperable, and

he would in nowise force her inclination. Prince Wladomir,

however, would not be deterred by these doubtful aspects ; but

still hoped, by fidelity and constancy, to tire out the hard heart

of the Fraulein, and by his tender attentions make it soft and

pliant. He continued in the Duke's retinue to the end, with-

out appearing by this means to have advanced a hair's-breadth

towards the goal of his desires. But now, he thought, an op-

portunity was offered him for opening her closed heart by a

meritorious deed, and earning from her noble-minded gratitude

what love did not seem inclined to grant him voluntarily. He
determined on braving the hatred and vengeance of the two

dreaded sisters, and raising his beloved to her paternal throne.

'Observing the indecision of the wavering assembly, he ad-

dressed them, and said :

" If ye will hear me, ye courageous Knights and Nobles

from among the people, I will lay before you a similitude, by

which you shall perceive how this coming choice may be ac-

complished, to the weal and profit of the land."

Silence being ordered, he proceeded thus :

" The Bees had lost their Queen, and the whole hive sat

sad and mopmg ; they llew seldom and sluggishly out, had

small heart or activity in honey-makiny, anr'. their trade and
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sustenance fell into decay. Therefore they resolved upon a

new sovereign, to rule over their community, that discipline and

order might not be lost from among them. Then came the Wasp
tlying towards them, and said :

' Choose me for your Queen, I

am mighty and terrible ; the strong horse is afraid of my sting
;

with it I can even defy the lion, your hereditary foe, and prick

him in the snout when he approaches your store : I will watch

you and defend you.' This speech was pleasant to the }3ees ;

but after deeply considering it, the wisest among them ans-

wered :
' Thou art stout and dreadful, but even the sting

which is to guard us we fear : thou canst not be our Oucen.'

Then the Humble-bee came buzzing towards them, and said :

' Choose me for your Queen ; hear ye not that the sounding of my
wings announces loftiness and dignity ? Nor is a sting wanting

to me, wherewith to protect you.' The Bees answered : 'We
are a peaceable and quiet people ; the proud sounding of thy

wings would annoy us, and disturb the continuance of our dili-

gence : thou canst not be our Queen.' Then the Royal-bee

requested audience :
' Though I am larger and stronger than

you,' said she, 'my strength cannot hurt or damage you ; for,

lo, the dangerous sting is altogether wanting. I am soft of

temper, a friend of order and thrift, can guide your honey-mak-

ing and further your labour.' ' Then,' said the Bees, 'thou art

worthy to rule over us : we obey thee ; be our Queen.'
"

Wladomir was silent. The whole assembly guessed the

meaning of his speech, and the minds of all were in a favour-

able tone for Fraulein Libussa. But at the moment when the

vote was to be put, a croaking raven flew over their heads : this

evil omen interrupted all deliberations, and the meeting was
adjourned till the morrow. It was Fraulein Bela who had sent

this bird of black augury to stop their operations, for she well

knew how the minds of the Electors were inclining ; and Prince

Wladomir had raised her bitterest spleen against him. She

held a secret consultation with her sister Therba ; when it was

determined to take vengeance on their common slanderer, and

to dispatch a heavy Incubus to suffocate the soul from his body.

The stout Knight, dreaming nothing of this danger, went, as

he was wont, to wait upon his mistress, and was favoured by

her with the fi.'st friendly look ; from which he failed not to pre-

sage for himself a heaven of delight ; and il anything could still
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have increased his rapture, it must have been the gift of a rose,

whicli was blooming on the P'raulein's breast, and which she

reached him, with an injunction to let it wither on his heart.

He interpreted these words quite otherwise than they were

meant ; for of all the sciences, there is none so deceitful as the

science of expounding in matters of love : here errors, as it

were, have their home. The enamoured Knight was anxious to

preserve his rose as long as possible in freshness and bloom ;

he put it in a flower-pot among water, and fell asleep with the

most flattering hopes.

At gloomy midnight, the destroying angel sent by Fraulein

liela glided towards him ; with panting breath blew off the bolts

and locks of his apartment ; lighted like a mountain of lead upon

the slumbering Knight, and so squeezed him together, that he

felt on awakening as if a millstone had been hung about his

neck. In this agonising suffocation, thinking that the last mo-
ment of his life was at hand, he happily remembered the rose,

which was standing by his bed in a flower-pot, and pressed it

to his breast, saying :
" Wither with me, fair rose, and die on

my chilled bosom, as a proof that my last thought was directed

to thy gentle mistress." In an instant all was light about his

heart ; the heavy Incubus could not withstand the magic force

of the flower; his crushing weight would not now have balanced

a feather ; his antipathy to the perfume soon scared him from

the chamber ; and the narcotic virtue of this rose-odour again

lulled the Knight into refreshing sleep. He rose with the sun

next morning, fresh and alert, and rode to the field, to see what

impression his similitude had made on the Electors, and to

watch what course the business was about to take; determined

at all hazards, should a contrary wind spring up, and threaten

with shipwreck the vessel of his hopes, to lay his hand upon

the rudder, and steer it into port.

For the present this was not required. The electing Senate

h.id considered Wladomir's parable, and so sedulously rumi-

nated and digested it overnight, that it had passed into their

hearts and spirits. A stout Knight, who espied this favourable

crisis, and who sympathised in the concerns of his heart with

the enamoured Wladomir, was endeavouring to snatch away,

or at least to share with him, the honour of exalting Fraulein

Libussa to ilie tlironc. He slept iorlh, and drew his sword,
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and with a loud voice proclaimed Libussa Duchess of Bohemia,

calling upon all who thought as he did, to draw their swords

and justify the choice. In a moment hundreds of swords were

gleaming through the field ; a loud huzza announced the new
Regent, and on all sides arose the joyful shout :

" Libussa be

our Duchess !" A commission was appointed, with Wladomir
and the stout sword-drawer at its head, to acquaint the Friiulein

with her exaltation to the princely rank. With that modest

blush, which gives the highest grace to female charms, she ac-

cepted the sovereignty over the people ; and the magic of her

enrapturing look made all hearts subject to her. The nation

celebrated the event with vast rejoicings : and although her two

sisters envied her, and employed their secret arts to obtain

revenge on her and their country for the slight which had been

put upon them, and endeavoured by the leaven of criticism, by

censuring all the measures and transactions of their sister, to

produce a hurtful fermentation in the state, yet Libussa was en-

abled wisely to encounter this unsisterly procedure, and to ruin

all the hostile projects, magical or other, of these ungentle per-

sons ; till at last, weary of assailing her in vain, they ceased to

employ their ineffectual arts against her.

The sighing Wladomir awaited, in the mean time, with wist-

ful longing, the unfolding of his fate. More than once he had

tried to read the final issue of it in the fair eyes of his Princess;

but Libussa had enjoined them strict silence respecting the feel-

ings of her heart ; and for a lover, without prior treaty with the

eyes and their significant glances, to demand an oral explana-

tion, is at all times an unhappy undertaking. The only favour-

able sign, which still sustained his hopes, was the unfa-ded rose

;

tor after a year had passed away, it still bloomed as fresh as on

the night when he received it from her fair hand. A flower

from a lady's hand, a nosegay, a ribbon, or a lock of hair, is

certainly in all cases better than an empty nut
; yet all these

pretty things are but ambiguous pledges of love, if they have

not borrowed meaning from some more trustworthy revelation.

Wladomir had nothing for it but to play in silence the part of

a sighing shepherd, and to watch what Time and Chance might

in the long-run do to help him. The unquiet Mizisla pursued

his courtship with far more vivacity : he pressed forward on

every occasion where he could obtain her notice. At the coro-

VOL. I. G
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nation, he had been the first that took the oath of fealty to the

Princess ; he followed her inseparably, as the Moon does the

Earth, to express by unbidden offices of zeal his devotion to

her person ; and on public solemnities and processions, be

flourished his sword before her, to keep its good services in her

remembrance.

Yet Libussa seemed, like other people in the world, to have

very speedily forgotten the promoters of her fortune ; for when
an obelisk is once standing perpendicular, one heeds not the

le/ers and implements which I'aised it ; so at least the claimants

of her heart explained the Fraulein's coldness. Meanwhile both.

of them were wrong in their opinion: the Fraulein was neither

insensible nor ungrateful ; but her heart was no longer a free

piece of property, which she could give or sell according to her

pleasure. The decree of Love had already passed in favour of

the trim Forester with the sure cross-bow. The first impres-

sion, which the sight of him had made upon her heart, was still

so strong, that no second could efface it. In a period of three

years, the colours of imagination, in which that Divinity had
painted the image of the graceful youth, had no whit abated in

their brightness ; and love therefore continued altogether un-

impaired. For the passion of the fair sex is of this nature, that

if it can endure three moons, it will then last three times three

years, or longer if required. In proof of this, see the instances

occurring daily before our eyes. When the heroes of Germany
sailed over distant seas, to fight out the quarrel of a self-willed

daughter of Britain with her motherland, they tore themselves

from the arms of their dames with mutual oaths of truth and

constancy; yet before the last Buoy of the Weser had got astern

of them, the heroic navigators were for most part forgotten of

their Chloes. The fickle among these maidens, out of grief to

find their hearts unoccupied, hastily supplied the vacuum by

the surrogate of new intrigues ; but the faithful and true, who
had constancy enough to stand the Weser-proof, and had still

refrained from infidelity when the conquerors of their hearts

had got beyond the Black Buoy, these, it is said, preserved

their vow unbroken till the return of the heroic host into their

(icrman native country ; and are still expecting from the hand
of Love the recompense of their unwearied perseverance.

It is therefore less surprising that the fair Libussa, under
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these circumstances, could withstand the courting of the brilliant

chivalry who struggled for her love, than that Penelope of Ithaca

could let a whole cohort of wooers sigh for her in vain, when her

heart had nothing in reserve but the gray-headed Ulysses. Rank
and birth, however, had established such a difTerence in the situ-

ations of the Fraulein and of her beloved youth, that any closer

union than Platonic love, a shadowy business which can neither

warm nor nourish, was not readily to be expected. Though in

those distant times, the pairing of the sexes was as little esti-

mated by parchments and genealogical trees, as the chaffers

were arranged by their antennje and shell-wings, or the flowers

by their pistils, stamina, calix and honey-produce ; it was un-

derstood that with the lofty elm the precious vine should mate
itself, and not the rough tangleweed which creeps along the

hedges. A misassortment of marriage from a difference of rank

an inch in breadth excited, it is true, less uproar than in these

our classic times; yet a difference of an ell in breadth, especially

when rivals occupied the interstice, and made the distance of

the two extremities more visible, was even then a thing which

men could notice. All this, and much more, did the Fraulein

accurately ponder in her prudent heart ; therefore she granted

Passion, the treacherous babbler, no audience, loudly as it

spoke in favour of the youth whom Love had honoured. Like

a chaste vestal, she made an irrevocable vow to persist through

life in her virgin closeness of heart ; and to answer no inquiry

of a wooer, either with her eyes, or her gestures, or her lips
;

yet reserving to herself, as a just indemnification, the right of

platonising to any length she liked. This nunlike system suited

the aspirants' way of thought so ill, that they could not in the

least comprehend the killing coldness of their mistress
; Jealousy,

the confidant of Love, whispered torturing suspicion in their

ears ; each thought the other was the happy rival, and their

penetration spied about unweariedly to make discoveries, which

both of them recoiled from. Yet Fraulein Libussa weighed out

her scanty graces to the two valiant Ritters with such prudence

and acuteness, on so fair a balance, that the scale of neither

rose above the other.

Weary of this fruitless waiting, both of them retired from

the Court of their Princess, and settled, with secret discontent,

upon the affcoff'iaents which Duke Krokus had conferred on



84 Mus^as.

them. They brought so much ill-humour home with them_, that

Wladomir was an oppression to all his v.issals and his neigh-

bours ; and Ritter Mizisia, on the other hand, became a hun-

ter, followed deer and foxes over the seed-fields and fences of

his subjects, and often with his train, to catch one hare, would
ride ten acres of corn to nothing. In consequence, arose much
sobbing and bewailing in the land

;
yet no righteous judge

stepped forth to stay the mischief ; for who would willingly give

judgment against the stronger ? And so the sufferings of the

people never reached the throne of the Duchess. By the virtue

of her second-sight, however, no injustice done within the wide
limits of her sway could escape her observation ; and the dis-

position of her mind being soft, like the sweet features of her

face, she sorrowed inwardly at the misdeeds of her vassals, and
the violence of the powerful. She took counsel with herself

how the evil might be remedied, and her wisdom suggested an
imitation of the gods, who, in their judicial procedure, do not

fall upon the criminal, and cut him off as it were with the red

hand ; though vengeance, following with slow steps, sooner or

later overtakes him. The young Princess appointed a general

Convention of her Chivalry and States, and made proclamation,

that whoever had a grievance or a wrong to be righted, should

come forward free and fearless, under her safe-conduct. There-

upon, from every end and corner of her dominions, the mal-

treated and oppressed crowded towards her ; the wranglers also,

and litigious persons, and whoever had a legal cause against

his neighbour. Libussa sat upon her throne, like the goddess
Themis, and passed sentence, without respect of persons, with

unerring judgment ; for the labyrinthic mazes of chicane could

not lead her astray, as they do the thick heads of city magis-

trates ; and ail men were astonished at the wisdom with which

she unravelled the perplexed hanks of processes for ineiuii and
tutim, and at her unwearied patience in picking out the threads

of justice, never once catching a false end, but passing them
from side to side of their embroilments, and winding them off

to the uttermost thrum.

When the tumult of llic parties nt her bar had liy degrees

diminished, and the sittings were about to be conchidcd, on the

last day of these assizes audience was demanded by a free neigh-

bour of the poli'iit W'ladiiMiir, and by deputies from the subjects
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of the hunter Mizisla. They were admitted, and the Freeholder

first addressing her, began: "An industrious planter," said he,

"fenced-in a little circuit, on the bank of a broad river, whose
waters glided down with soft rushing through the green valley

;

for, he thought. The fair stream will be a guard to me on this

side, that no hungry wild-beast eat my crops, and it will moisten

the roots of my fruit-trees, that they flourish speedily and bring

me fruit. But when the earnings of his toil were about to ripen,

the deceitful stream grew troubled ; its still waters began to

swell and roar, it overflowed its banks, and carried one piece

after another of the fruitful soil along with it ; and dug itself a

bed through the middle of the cultivated land ; to the sorrow

of the poor planter, who had to give up his little property to the

malicious wasting of his strong neighbour, the raging of whose

waves he himself escaped with difficulty. Puissant daughter of

the wise Krokus, the poor planter entreats of thee to command
the haughty river no longer to roll its proud billows over the

field of the toilsome husbandman, or v/ash away tlie fruit of his

weary arms, his hope of glad harvest ; but to flow peacefully

along within the limits of its own channel."

During this speech, the cheerful brow of the fair Libussa

became overclouded ; manly rigour gleamed from her eyes,

and all around was ear to catch her sentence, which ran thus :

" Thy cause is plain and straight ; no force shall disturb thy

rightful privileges. A dike, which it shall not overpass, sjiall

set bounds to the tumultuous river ; and from its fishes thou

shalt be repaid sevenfold the plunder of its wasteful billows."

Then she beckoned to the eldest of the Deputies, and he bowed
his face to the earth, and said: "Wise daughter of the far-

famed Krokus, Whose is the grain upon the field, the sower's,

who has hidden the seed-corn in the ground that it spring up

and bear fruit ; or the tempest's, which breaks it and scatters

it away ?" She answered :
" The sower's."— " Then command

the tempest," said the spokesman, "that it choose not our

corn-fields for the scene of its caprices, to uproot our crops and

shake the fruit from our trees."— "So be it," said the Duchess;
" I will tame the tempest, and banish it from your fields ; it

shall battle with the clouds, and disperse them, where they are

rising from the south, and threatening th'- land with hail and

heavy weather,"
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Prince Wladomir and Ritter Mizisla were both assessors in

the general tribunal. On hearing the complaint, and the rigor-

ous sentence passed regarding it, they waxed pale, and looked

down upon the ground with suppressed indignation ; not daring

to discover how sharply it stung them to be condemned by a

decree from female lips. For although, out of tenderness to

their honour, the complainants had modestly overhung the

charge which an allegorical veil, which the righteous sentence

of the fair President had also prudently respected, yet the tex-

ture of this covering was so fine and transparent, that whoever

had an eye might see what stood behind it. But as they dared

not venture to appeal from the judgment-seat of the Princess to

the people, since the sentence passed upon them had excited

universal joy, they submitted to it, though with great reluctance.

Wladomir indemnified his freeholding neighbour sevenfold for

the mischief done him ; and Nimrod Mizisla engaged, on the

honour of a knight, no more to select the corn-fields of his

subjects as a chase for hare-catching. Libussa, at the same
time, pointed out to them a more respectable employment, for

occupying their activity, and restoring to their fame, which now,

like a cracked pot when struck, emitted nothing but discords,

the sound ring of knightly virtues. She placed them at the

head of an army, which she was dispatching to encounter

Zornebock, the Prince of the Sorbi, a giant, and a powerful

magician withal, who was then meditating war against Bohemia.

This commission she accompanied with the penance, that they

were not to appear again at Court, till the one could offer her

the phune, the other the golden spurs, of the monster, as tokens

of their victory.

The unfading rose, during this campaign, displayed its

magic virtues once more. By means of it, Prince Wladomir
was as invulnerable to mortal weapons, ns Achilles the Ilero;

and as nimble, quick and dextrous, as Acliilles the Light-of-

foot. The armies met upon the southern boundaries of the

Kingdom, and joined in fierce battle. The Bohemian heroes

flew through the squadrons, like storm and whirlwind; and cut

down the thick spear-crop, as the scythe of the mower cuts a

field of hay. Zornebock fell beneath the strong dints of their

falchions; they returned in Iriumph with the stipulated spoils to

Vizegrad; and the spots and liliMuisliPs, which had soiled their
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knightly virtue, were now washed clean away in the blood of

their enemies. Libussa bestowed on them every mark of princely

honour, dismissed them to their homes when the army was dis-

charged ; and gave them, as a new token of her favour, a pur-

ple-red apple from her pleasure-garden, for a memorial of her

by the road, enjoining them to part the same peacefully between

them, without cutting it in two. They then went their way ;

put the apple on a shield, and had it borne before them as a

public spectacle, while they consulted together how flie parting

of it might be prudently effected, according to the meaning of

its gentle giver.

While the point where their roads divided lay before them
at a distance, they proceeded with their partition-treaty in the

most accommodating mood ; but at last it became necessaiy to

determine which of the two should have the apple in his keep-

ing, for both had equal shares in it, and only one could get it,

though each promised to himself great wonders from the gift,

and was eager to obtain possession of it. They split in their

opinions on this matter ; and things went so far, that it ap-

peared as if the sword must decide, to whom this indivisible

apple had been allotted by the fortune of arms. But a shep-

herd driving his flock overtook them as they stood debating
;

him they selected (apparently in imitation of the Three God-
desses, who also applied to a shepherd to decide their famous

apple-quarrel), and made arbiter of their dispute, and laid the

business in detail before him. The shepherd thought a little,

then said :
" In the gift of this apple lies a deep hidden mean-

ing ; but who can bring it out, save trie sage Virgin who hid it

there ? For myself, I conceive the apple is a treacherous fruit,

that has grown upon the Tree of Discord, and its purple skin

may prefigure bloody feud between your worshipful knightships ;

that each is to cut off the other, and neither of you get enjoy-

ment of the gift. For, tell me, how is it possible to part an

apple, without cutting it in twain ?" The Knights took the

shepherd's speech to heart, and thought there was a deal of

truth in it. "Thou hast judged rightly," said they : " Has not

this base apple already kindled anger and contention between

us ? Were we not standing harnessed to fight, for the deceit-

ful gift of this proud Princess? Did she not put us at the head
of her army, with intention to destroy us ? And having failed
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in this, she now arms our hands with the weapons of discord

against each other ! We renounce her crafty present ; neither

of us will have the apple. Be it thine, as the reward of thy

righteous sentence : to the judge belongs the fruit of the pro-

cess, and to the parties the rind."

The Knights then w-ent their several ways, while the herds-

man consumed the objectu7}i litis with all the composure and
conveniency common among judges. The ambiguous present

of the Duchess cut them to the heart ; and as they found, on

returning home, that they could no longer treat their subjects

and vassals in the former arbitrary fashion, but were forced to

obey the laws, which Fraulein Libussa had promulgated for the

general security among her people, their ill humour grew more
deep and rancorous. They entered into a league offensive and
defensive with each other ; made a party for themselves in the

country ; and many mutinous wrongheads joined them, and
were sent abroad in packs to decry and calumniate the govern-

ment of women. " Shame ! Shame !" cried they, " that we must

obey a woman, who gathers our victorious laurels to decorate a

distaff with them ! The Man should be master of the house,

and not the Wife ; this is his special right, and so it is estab-

hshed everywhere, among all people. What is an army with-

out a Duke to go before his warriors, but a helpless trunk

without a head ? Let us appoint a Prince, who may be ruler

over us, and whom we may obey."

These seditious speeches were no secret to the watchful

Princess ; nor was she ignorant what wind blew them thither,

or what its sounding bodfed. Therefore she convened a depu-

tation of the States ; entered their assembly with the stateliness

of an earthly goddess, nnd the words of her mouth dropped like

honey from her virgin lips. " A rumour llies aljout the land,"

said she, "that you desire a Duke to go before you to battle,

and that you reckon it inglorious to obey me any longer. Yet,

in a free and unconstrained election, you yourselves did not

choose a man from among you ; but called one of the daugh-

ters of the people, and clothed her with the purple, to rule over

you according to the laws and customs of the land. Whoso
can accuse me of error in conducting the g^overnment, let him

step forward openly and freely, and bear witness against me
Hni if I, aftci' the mrinncr of my father Krokus, hnve done prn-
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(lently and justly in the midst of you, making crooked things

straight, and rough places plain ; if I have secured your har-

vests from the spoiler, guarded the fruit-tree, and snatched the

flock from the claws of the wolf; if I have bowed the stiff neck

of the violent, assisted the down-pressed, and given the weak a

staff to rest on ; then will it beseem you to live according to

your covenant, and be true, gentle and helpful to me, as in

doing fealty to me you engaged. If.you reckon it inglorious to

obey a woman, you should have thought of this before appoint-

ing me to be your Princess ; if there is disgrace here, it is you

alone who ought to bear it. But your procedure shows you not

to understand your own advantage : for woman's hand is soft

and tender, accustomed only to waft cool air with the fan ; and
sinewy and rude is the arm of man, heavy and oppressive when
it grasps the supreme control. And know ye not that where a

woman governs, the rule is in the power ofmen ? For she gives

heed to wise counsellors, and these gather round her. But
where the distaif excludes from the throne, there is the govern-

ment of females ; for the women, that please the king's eyes,

have his heart in their hand. Therefore, consider well of your

attempt, lest ye repent your fickleness too late."

The fair speaker ceased ; and a deep reverent silence reigned

throughout the hall of meeting ; none presumed to utter a word
against her. Yet Prince Wladomir and his allies desisted not

from their intention, but whispered in each other's ear :
" The

sly Due is loath to quit the fat pastures ; but the hunter's horn

shall sound yet louder, and scare her forth. "^ Next day they

prompted the knights to call loudly oft the Princess to choose

a husband within three days, and by the choice of her heart to

give the people a Prince, who might divide with her the cares

of government. At this unexpected requisition, coming as it

seemed from the voice of the nation, a virgin blush overspread

the cheeks of the lovely Princess ; her clear eye discerned all

the sunken cliffs, which threatened her with peril. For even

if, according to the custom of the great world, she should deter-

mine upon subjecting her inclination to her state-policy, she

could only give her hand to one suitor, and she saw well that

^ Invita de heliorihus pascids, alitor- srJitionis inquit, buiula ista de-

cedit ; sedjam vi itidt" dHiirluDida est, si siiA sj^unte loro uto nJiiCt'de're 7Ji>a

alicui pnjjiipi uo'ii:'i it.— \.-'> 1.; bra\' jus.
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all the remaining candidates would take it as a slight, and be-

gin to meditate revenge. Besides, the private vow of her heart

was inviolable and sacred in her eyes. Therefore she endea-

voured prudently to turn aside this importunate demand of the

States ; and again attempted to persuade them altogether to

renounce their schemes of innovation. " The eagle being dead,"

said she, "the birds chose the Ring-dove for their queen, and
all of them obeyed her soft cooing call. But light and airy, as

is the nature of birds, they soon altered their determination,

and repented them that they had made it. The proud Peacock

thought that it beseemed him better to be ruler ; the keen Fal-

con, accustomed to make the smaller birds his prey, reckoned

it disgraceful to obey the peaceful Dove ; they formed a party,

and appointed the weak-eyed Owl to be the spokesman of their

combination, and propose a new election of a sovereign. The
sluggish Bustard, the heavy-bodied Heath-cock, the lazy Stork,

the small-brained Heron, and all the larger birds chuckled,

flapped, and croaked applause to him ; and the host of little

birds twittered, in their simplicity, and chirped out of bush and
grove to the same tune. Then arose the warlike Kite, and
soared boldly up 'nto the air, and the birds cried out: 'What
a majestic flight ! The brave, strong Kite shall be our King !'

Scarcely had the plundering bird taken possession of the throne,

when he manifested his activity and courage on his winged sub-

jects, in deeds of tyranny and caprice : he plucked the feathers

from the larger fowls, and eat the little songsters,"

.Significant as this ^pration was, it made but a small impres-

sion on the minds of the people, hungering and thirsting after

change ; and they abode by their determination, that within

three days, Friiulein Libussa should select herself a husband.

At this, Prince Wladomir rejoiced in heart ; for now, he

thought, he should secure the fair prey, for which he had so

long been watching in vain. Love and ambition inflamed his

wishes, and put eloquence into his mouth, which had hitherto

routined itself to secret sighing. He came to Court, and re-

([uired audience of the Duchess.

"Gracious ruler of thy people and my heart," thus he ad-

dressed her, "from thee no secret is hidden ; thou knowest the

flames which l)iun in this bosom, holy and pure as on the .altar

ol the 'fods, and tliou knowest nlso what fire has kindled them.
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It is now appointed, that at the behest of thy people, thou give

the land a Prince. Wilt thou disdain a heart, which lives and

beats for thee ? To be worthy of thy love, I risked my life to

put thee on the throne of thy father. Grant me the merit of

retaining thee upon it by the bond of tender affection : let us

divide the possession of thy throne and thy heart ; the first be

thine, the second be mine, and my happiness will be exalted

beyond the lot of mortals."

Fraulein Libussa wore a most maidenlike appearance dur-

ing this oration, and covered her face with her veil, to hide the

soft blush which deepened the colour of her cheeks. On its

conclusion, she made a sign with her hand, not opening her

lips, for the Prince to step aside ; as if she would consider

what she should resolve upon, in answer to his suit.

Immediately the brisk Knight Mizisla announced himself,

and desired to be admitted.
" Loveliest of the daughters of princes," said he, as he en-

tered the audience-chamber, "the fair Ring-dove, queen of the

air, must no longer, as thou well knowest, coo in solitude, but

take to herself a mate. The proud Peacock, it is talked, holds

up his glittering plumage in her eyes, and thinks to blind her

by the splendour of his feathers ; but she is prudent and modest,

and will not unite herself with the haughty Peacock. The keen

Falcon, once a plundering bird, has now changed his nature
;

is gentle and honest, and without deceit ; for he loves the fair

Dove, and would fain that she mated with him. That his bill

is hooked and his talons sharp, must* not misle.ad thee : he

needs them to protect the fair Dove his darling, that no bird

hurt her, or disturb the habitation of her rule ; for he is true

and kindly to her, and first swore fealty on the day when she

was crowned. Now tell me, wise Princess, if the soft Dove
will grant to her trusty Falcon the love which he longs for ?"

Fraulein Libussa did as she had done before : beckoned to

the Knight to step aside ; and, after waiting for a space, she

called the two rivals into her presence, and spoke thus :

" I owe you great thanks, noble ICnights, for your help in

obtaining me the princely crown of Bohemia, which my father

Krokus honourably wore. The zeal, of which you remind me,

had not faded from my remembrance ; nor is it hid from my
knowledge, that you virtuously love me, for your looks and
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gestures have long been the interpi'eters of your feehngs. That

I shut up my heart against you, and did not answer love with

love, regard not as insensibility ; it was not meant for slight

or scorn, but for harmoniously determining a choice which was
doubtful. I weighed your merits, and the tongue of the trying

balance bent to neither side. Therefore I resolved on leaving

the decision of your fate to yourselves ; and offered you the

possession of my heart, under the figure of an enigmatic apple;

that it might be seen to wliich of you the greater measure of

judgment and wisdom had been given, in appropriating to him-

self this gift, which could not be divided. Now tell me with-

out delay. In whose hands is the apple? Whichever of you

has won it from the other, let him from this hour receive my
throne and my heart as the prize of his skill."

The two rivals looked at one another with amazement
;

grew pale, and held their peace. At last, after a long pause.

Prince Wladomir bi-oke silence, and said :

"The enigmas of the wise are, to the foolish, a nut in a

toothless mouth, a pearl which the cock scratches from the

sand, a lantern in the hand of the blind. O Princess, be not

wroth with us, that we neither knew the use nor the value of

thy gift ; we misinterpreted thy purpose ; thought that tliou

hadst cast an apple of contention on our path, to awaken us to

strife and deadly feud ; therefore each gave up his share, and

we renounced the divisive fruit, whose sole possession neither

of us would have peaceably allowed the other !"

" You have given sentence on yourselves," replied the Fr.au-

lein :
" if an apple could inflame your jealousy, what fighting

would ye not have fouj^ht for a myrtle-garland twined about a

crown !"

With this response she dismissed the Knights, who now
lamented that they had given ear to the unwise arbiter, and

thouglulessly cast away the pledge of love, which, as it ap-

peared, had been the casket of their lairest hopes. They
meditated severally how they might still execute their jjurpose,

and by force or guile get jiussession of the throne, with its

lovely occupant.

Friiulein Libussa, in the mean while, was not spending in

iilleness the three days given her for consideration ; but dili-

gently l:)l:iug conn ;il wiili ini i-lf, how she mi;;ht meet the im-
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portunate demand of her people, give Bohemia a Duke, and

herself a husband according to the choice of her heart. She

dreaded lest Prince Wladomir might still more pressingly assail

her, and perhaps deprive her of the throne. Necessity com-

bined with love to make her execute a plan, with which she

had often entertained herself as with a pleasant dream ; for

what mortal's head has not some phantom walking in it, to-

wards which he turns in a vacant hour, to play with it as with

a puppet .-* There is no more pleasing pastime for a strait-shod

maiden, when her galled corns are resting from the toils of the

pavement, than to think of a stately and commodious equipage;

the coy beauty dreams gladly of counts sighing at her feet ;

Avarice gets prizes in the Lottery ; the debtor in the jail falls

heir to vast possessions ; the scjuanderer discovers the Hermetic

Secret ; and the poor woodcutter finds a treasure in the hollow

of a tree ; all merely in fancy, yet not without the enjoyment of

a secret satisfaction. The gift of prophecy has always been

united with a warm imagination ; thus the fair Libussa had,

like others, willingly and frequently given heed to this seduc-

tive playmate, which, in kind companionship, had always en-

tertained her with the figure of the young Archer, so indelibly

impressed upon her heart. Thousands of projects came into

her mind, which Fancy palmed on her as feasible and easy.

At one time she formed schemes of drawing forth her darling

youth from his obscurity, placing him in the army, and raising

him from one post of honour to another ; and then instantly

she bound a laurel garland about his temples, and led him,

crowned with victory and honour, to the throne she' could have

been so glad to share with him. At other times, she gave a

different turn to the romance : she equipped her darling as a

knight-errant, seeking for adventures ; brought him to her Court,

and changed him into a Huon of Bourdeaux ; nor was the won-
drous furniture wanting, for endowing him as highly as Friend

Oberon did his ward. But when Common Sense again got

possession of the maiden's soul, the many-coloured forms of the

magic-lantern waxed ])ale in the beam of prudence, and the fair

vision vanished into air. She then bethought her what hazards

would attend such an enterprise ; what mischief for her people,

when jealousy and envy raised the hearts of her grandees in

rebellion against her, and the alaruni beacon of discord gave
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the signal for uproar and sedition m the land. Therefore she

sedulously hid the wishes of her heart from the keen glance of

the spy, and disclosed no glimpse of them to any one.

But now, when the people were clamouring for a Prince,

the matter had assumed another form : the point would now
be attained, could she combine her wishes with the national

demand. She strengthened her soul with manly resolution
;

and as the third day dawned, she adorned herself with all her

jewels, and her head was encircled with a myrtle crown. At-

tended by her maidens, all decorated with flower garlands, she

ascended the throne, full of lofty courage and soft dignity. The
assemblage of knights and vassals around her stood in breath-

less attention, to learn from her lips the name of the happy
Prince with whom she had resolved to share her heart and

throne. "Ye nobles of my people," thus she spoke, "the lot

of your destiny still lies untouched in the urn of concealment
;

you are still free as my coursers that graze in the meadows,

before the bridle and the bit have curbed them, or their smooth

backs have been pressed by the burden of the saddle and the

rider. It now rests with you to signify. Whether, in the space

allowed me for the choice of a spouse, your hot desire for a^

Prince to rule over you has cooled, and given place to more
calm scrutiny of this intention ; or you still persist inflexibly in

your demand." She paused for a moment ; but the hum of

the multitude, the whispering and buzzing, and looks of the

whole Senate, did not long leave her in uncertainty, and their

speaker ratified the conclusion, that the vote was still for ai

Duke. " Then be it so !" said she ;
" the die is cast, the issue

of it stands not with me ! The gods have appointed, for the

kingdom of Bohemia, a Prince who shall sway its sceptre with

justice and wisdom. The young cedar does not yet overtop the

firm-set oaks; concealed among the trees of the forest it grows,

encircled with ignoble shrubs ; but soon it shall send forth

branches to give shade to its roots ; and its top shall touch the

clouds. Choose a deputation, ye nobles of the people, oi twelve

honourable men from among you, that they hasten to seek out

the Prince, and attend him to the throne. My steed will point

out your path ; unloaded and free it shall course on before you

;

and as a token that you have found what you are sent forth to

seek, observe that the man wliom the gods have selected lor
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your Prince, at the time when you approach him, will be eat-

ing his repast on an iron table, under the open sky, in the sha-

dow of a solitary tree. To him you shall do reverence, and

clothe his body with the princely robe. The white horse will

let him mount it, and bring him hither to the Court, that he

may be my husband and your lord."

She then left the assembly, with the cheerful yet abashed

countenance which brides wear, when they look for the arrival

of the bridegroom. At her speech there was much wondering
;

and the prophetic spirit breathing from it worked upon the

general mind like a divine oracle, which the populace blindly

believe, and which thinkers alone attempt investigating. The
messengers of honour were selected, the white horse stood in

readiness, caparisoned with Asiatic pomp, as if it had been

saddled for carrying the Grand Signior to mosque. The caval-

cade set forth, attended by the concourse, and the loud huzza-

ing of the people ; and the white horse paced on before. But

the train soon vanished from the eyes of the spectators : and
nothing could be seen but a little cloud of dust whirling up afar

off : for the spirited courser, getting to its mettle when it

reached the open air, began a furious gallop, like a British racer,

so that the squadron of deputies could hardly keep in sight of

it. Though the quick steed seemed abandoned to its own
guidance, an unseen power directed its steps, pulled its bri-

dle, and spurred its flanks. Fraulein Libussa, by the magic
virtues inherited from her Elfine mother, had contrived so to

instruct the courser, that it turned neither to the right hand
nor to the left from its path, but with winged steps hastened on

to its destination : and she herself, now that all combined to

the fulfilment of her wishes, awaited its returning rider with

tender longing.

The messengers had in the mean time been soundly gal-

loped ; already they had travelled many leagues, up hill and
down dale ; had swum across the Elbe and the Moldau ; and
as their gastric juices made them think of dinner, they recalled

to mind the strange table, at which, according to the Fraulein's

oracle, their new Prince was to be feeding. Their glosses and
remarks on it were many. A forward knight observed to his

companions : "In my poor view of it, our gracious lady has it

m her eye to bilk us, ,ind make April messengers of us ; for
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who ever heard of any man in 15ohemia that ate his victuals off

an iron table ? What use is it ? our sharp galloping will bring

us nothing but mockery and scorn." Another, of a more pene-

trating turn, imagined that the iron table might be allegori-

cal ; thiit they should perhaps fall in with some knight-errant,

who, after the manner of the wandering brotherhood, had
sat down beneath a tree, and spread out his frugal dinner on
his shield. A third said, jesting :

" I fear our way will lead

us down to the workshop of the Cyclops ; and we shall find

the lame Vulcan, or one of his journeymen, dining from his

stithy, and must bring him to our Venus."

Amid such conversation, they observed their guiding quad-

ruped, which had got a long start of them, turn across a new-

ploughed field, and, to their wonder, halt beside the plough-

man. They dashed rapidly forward, and found a peasant sitting

on an upturned plough, and eating his black bread from the

iron plough-share, which he was using as a table, under the

shadow of a fresh pear-tree. He seemed to like the stately

horse ; he patted it, offered it a bit of bread, and it ate from

his hand. The Embassy, of course, was much surprised at

this phenomenon ; nevertheless, no member of it doubted but

that they had found their man. They approached him rever-

ently, and the eldest among them opened his lips, and said :

" The Duchess of Bohemia has sent us hither, and bids us sig-

nify to thee the will and purpose of the gods, that thou change

thy plough with the throne of this kingdom, and thy goad with

its sceptre. She selects thee for her husband, to rule with

her over the Bohemians." The young peasant thought they

meant to banter him ; a thing little to his taste, especially as

he supposed that they had guessed his love-secret, and were

now come to mock his weakness. Therefore he answered

somewhat stoutly, to meet mockery with mockery :
" But is

your dukedom worth this plough? If the prince cannot eat

with better relish, drink more joyously, or sleep more soundly

than the peasant, then in soolh it is not worth while to

change this kindly furrow-field with the Bohemian kingdom, or

this smooth ox-goad with its sceptre. For, tell me. Are not

three grains of salt as good for seasoning my morsel as three

bushels?"

Then one oi the Twelve answered : " The purblind mole
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digs underground for worms to feed upon ; for he has no eyes

which can endure the dayhght, and no feet which are formed

for running like the nimble roe ; the scaly crab creeps to and

fro in the mud of lakes and marshes, delights to dwell under

tree-roots and shrubs by the banks of rivers, for he wants the

tins for swimming ; and the barn-door cock, cooped up within

his hen-fence, risks no flight over the low wall, for he is too

timorous to trust in his wings, like the high-soaring bird of

prey. Have eyes for seeing, feet for going, tins for swimming,

and pinions for flight been allotted thee, thou wilt not grub

like a mole underground ; nor hide thyself like a dull shell-

fish among mud ; nor, like the king of the poultry, be content

with crowing from the barn-door : but come forward into day ;

run, swim, or fly into the clouds, as Nature may have fur-

nished thee with gifts. For it suffices not the active man to

continue what he is ; but he strives to become what he may
be. Therefore, do thou try being what the gods have called

thee to ; then wilt thou judge rightly whether the Bohemian
kingdom is worth an acre of corn-land in barter, yea or not."

This earnest oration of the Deputy, in whose face no jest-

ing feature was to be discerned ; and still more the insignia of

royalty, the purple robe, the sceptre and the golden sword,

which the ambassadors brought forward as a reference and
certificate of their mission's authenticity, at last overcame the

mistrust of the doubting ploughman. All at once, light rose on

his soul ; a rapturous thought awoke in him, that Libussa had

discovered the feelings of his heart ; had, by her skill in seeing

what was secret, recognised his faithfulness and constancy :

and was about to recompense him, so as he had never ventured

even in dreams to hope. The gift of prophecy predicted to

him by her oracle, then came into his mind ; and he thought

that now or never it must be fulfilled. Instantly he grasped

his hazel staff; stuck it deep into the ploughed land ; heaped
loose mould about it as you plant a tree ; and, lo, immediately

the staff got buds, and shot forth sprouts and boughs with

leaves and flowers. Two of the green twigs withered, and
their dry leaves became the sport of the wind ; but the third

grew up the more luxuriantly, and its fruits ripened. Then
came the spirit oi prophecy upon the rapt ploughman ; he

opened his mouth, and said : "Ye messengers of the Princess

VOL. I. H
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Libussa and of the Bohemian people, hear the words of Primis-

laus the son of Mnatha, the stout-hearted Knight, for whom,
blown upon by the spirit of prophecy, the mists of the Future

part asunder. The man who guided the ploughshare, ye have

called to seize the handles of your princedom, before his day's

work was ended. O that the glebe had been broken by the

furrow, to the boundary-stone ; so had Bohemia remained an

independent kingdom to the utmost ages ! But since ye have

disturbed the labour of the plougher too early, the limits of

your country will become the heritage of your neighbour, and
your distant posterity will be joined to him in unchangeable

union. The three twigs of the budding Staff are three sons

which your Princess shall bear me : two of them, as unripe

shoots, shall speedily wither away; but the third shall inherit

the throne, and by him shall the fruit of late grandchildren be

matured, till the Eagle soar over your mountains and nestle in

the land
; yet soon fly thence, and return as to his own posses-

sion. And then, when the Son of the Gods arises,* who is

his plougher's friend, and smites the slave-fetters from his

limbs, then mark it. Posterity, for thou shalt bless thy destiny !

For when he has trodden under his feet the Dragon of Super-

stition, he will stretch out his arm against the waxing moon, to

pluck it from the firmament, that he may himself illuminate

the world as a benignant star."

The venerable deputation stood in silent wonder, gazing at

the prophetic man, like dumb idols : it was as if a god were

speaking by his lips. He himself turned away from them to

the two white steers, the associates of his toilsome labour ; he

unyoked and let them go in freedom from their farm-service
;

at which they began frisking joyfully upon the grassy lea, but

at the same time visibly decreased in bulk ; like thin vapour

melted into air, and vanished out of sight. Then Primislaus

doffed his peasant wooden shoes, and proceeded to the brook

to clean himself. The precious robes were laid upon him ; he

begirt himself with the sword, and had the golden spurs put on

him like a knight ; then stoutly sprang upon the white horse,

which bore him peaceably along. Being now about to quit his

still asylum, he commanded the ambassadors to bring his

wooden shoes after him, and kec|) them carefully, as a token

• Emjieror Joseph II.
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that the humblest among the people had once been exalted to

the higheiit dignity in Bohemia ; and as a memorial for his

posterity to bear their elevation meekly, and, mindful of their

origin, to respect and defend the peasantry, from which them-

selves had sprung. Hence came the ancient practice of ex-

hibiting a pair of wooden shoes before the Kings of Bohemia
on their coronation ; a custom held in observance till the male

line of Primislaus became extinct.

The planted hazel rod bore fruit and grew ; striking roots

out on every side, and sending forth new shoots, till at last the

whole field was changed into a hazel copse; a circumstance of

great advantage to the neighbouring township, which included

it within their bounds; for, in memory of this miraculous plan-

tation, they obtained a grant from the Bohemian Kings, ex-

empting them from ever paying any public contribution in the

land, except a pint of hazel nuts ; which royal privilege their

late descendants, as the story runs, are enjoying at this day.^

Though the white courser, which was now proudly carrying

the bridegroom to his mistress, seemed to outrun the winds,

Primislaus did not fail now and then to let him feel the golden

spurs, to push him on still faster. The quick gallop seemed to

him a tortoise-pace, so keen was his desire to have the fair

Libussa, whose form, after seven years, was still so new and

lovely in his soul, once more before his eyes ; and this not

merely as a show, like some bright peculiar anemone in the

variegated bed of a flower-garden, but for the blissful appropri-

ation of victorious love. He thought only of the myrtle-crown,

which, in the lover's valuation, far outshines the crown of sove-

reignty; and had he balanced love and rank against each other,

the Bohemian throne without Libussa would have darted up,

like a clipped ducat in the scales of the money-changer.

The sun was verging to decline, when the new Prince, with

his escort, entered Vizegrad. Frjiulein Libussa was in her

garden, where she had just plucked a basket of ripe pluniLs

when her future husband's arrival was announced to her. She

* /Eneas Sylvius alliinis that he saw, with his own eyes, a renewal

of this charter from Charles IV. Vidi inter privilegia rci^ni litcras

Caroli Quarti, Romanoricm Imperatoris, dim Sigisinundi patris, rn qui-

!>!<$ {villa: illius incolce) libertate donnntur ; nee plus tribud penderc ju

bentur, quam nucziin illius arbons exigiiam mensuram.
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went forth modestly, with all her maidens, to meet him ; re-

ceived him as a bridegroom conducted to her by the gods,

veiling the election of her heart under a show of submission to

the will of Higher Powers. The eyes of the Court were eagerly

directed to the stranger ; in whom, however, nothing could be

seen but a fair handsome man. In respect of outward form,

there were several courtiers who, in thought, did not hesitate

to measure with him ; and could not understand why the gods

should have disdained the anti-chamber, and not selected from

it some accomplished and ruddy lord, rather than the sunburnt

ploughman, to assist the Princess in her government. Espe-

cially in Wladomir and Mizisla, it was observable that their

pretensions were reluctantly withdrawn. It behoved the Frau-

lein then to vindicate the work of the gods ; and show that

Squire Primislaus had been indemnified for the defect of splen-

did birth, by a fair equivalent in sterling common sense and
depth of judgment. She had caused a royal banquet to be

prepared, no whit inferior to the feast with which the hospit-

able Dido entertained her pious guest ^"Eneas. The cup of

welcome passed diligently round, the presents of the Princess

had excited cheerfulness and good-humour, and a part of the

night had already vanished amid jests and pleasant pastime,

when Libussa set on foot a game at riddles; and, as a dis-

covery of hidden things was her proper trade, she did not fail

to solve, with satisfactory decision, all the riddles that were in-

troduced.

When her own turn came to propose one, she called Prince

Wladomir, Mizisla and Primislaus to her, and said :
" Fair

sirs, it is now for you to read a riddle, which I shall submit to

you, that it may be seen who among you is the wisest and of

keenest judgment. I intended, for you three, a present of this

basket of plums, which I plucked in my garden. One of you

shall have the half, and one over ; the next shall have the

half of what remains, and one over ; the third shall again have

the half, and three over. Now, if so be that the basket is then

crni^tied, tell me, I low many plums arc in it now .''"

The headlong Ritter Mizisla took the measure of the fruit

with his eye, not the sense of the riddle with his understand-

ing, and said : "What can be decided with the sword I might

undertake to decide ; but thy riddles, gracious Princess, are, I



LIBUSSA. loi

fear, too hard for me. Yet at thy request I will risk an arrow

at the bull's-eye, let it hit or miss : I suppose there is a matter

of some three score plums in the basket."

" Thou hast missed, dear Knight," said Friiulein Libussa.
" Were there as many again, half as many, and a third part

as many as the basket has in it, and five over, there would
then be as many above three score as there are now below it."

Prince Wladomir computed as laboriously and anxiously,

as if the post of Comptroller-General of Finances had depended
on a right solution ; and at last brought out the net product

five-and-forty. The Friiulein then said :

" Were there a third, and a half, and a sixth as many again

of them, the number would exceed forty-five as much as it now
falls short of it."

Though, in our days, any man endowed with the arithme-

tical faculty of a tapster, might have solved this problem without

difficulty, yet, for an untaught computant, the gift of divination

was essential, if he meant to get out of the affair with honour,

and not stick in the middle of it with disgrace. As the wise

Primislaus was happily provided with this gift, it cost him
neither art nor exertion to find the answer.

"Familiar companion of the heavenly Powers," said he,

" whoso undertakes to pierce thy high celestial meaning, un-

dertakes to soar after the eagle when he hides himself in the

clouds. Yet I will pursue thy hidden flight, as far as the eye,

to which thou hast given its light, will reach. I judge that of

the plums which thou hast laid in the basket, there are thirty

in number, not one fewer, and none more."

The Fraulein cast a kindly glance on him, and said :

" Thou tracest the glimmering ember, which lies deep-hid

among the ashes ; for thee light dawns out of darkness and
vapour : thou hast read my riddle."

Thereupon she opened her basket, and counted out fifteen

plums, and one over, into Prince Wladomir's hat, and fourteen

remained. Of these she gave Ritter Mizisla seven and one

over, and there were still six in the basket ; half of these she

gave the wise Primislaus and three over, and the basket was
empty. The whole Court was lost in wonder at the fair Li-

bussa's ciphering gift, and at the penetration of her cunning

spouse. Nobody could comprehend how human wit was able,
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on the one hand, to enclose a connnon number so mysteriously

in words ; or, on the other hand, to drag it forth so accurately

from its enigmatical concealment. The empty basket she con-

ferred upon the two Knights, who had failed in soliciting her

love, to remind them that their suit was voided. Hence comes
it, that when a wooer is rejected, people say. His love has

given him the basket, even to the present day.

So soon as all was ready for the nuptials and coronation,

both these ceremonies were transacted with becoming pomp.

Thus the Bohemian people had obtained a Duke, and the fair

Libussa had obtained a husband, each according to the wish of

their hearts ; and what was somewhat wonderful, by virtue of

Chicane, an agent who has not the character of being too

beneficent or prosperous. And if either of the parties had been

overreached in any measure, it at least was not the fair Libussa.

Bohemia had a Duke in name, but the administration now, as

formerly, continued in the female hand. Primisfeus was the

proper pattern of a tractable obedient husband, and contested

Vv'ith his Duchess neither the direction of her house nor of her

empire. His sentiments and wishes sympathised with hers, as

perfectly as two accordant strings, of which when the one is

struck, the other voluntarily trembles to the self-same note. Nor
was Libussa like those haughty overbearing dames, who would

pass for great matches ; and having, as they think, made the

fortune of some hapless wight, continually remind him of his

wooden shoes . but she resembled the renowned Palmyran

Queen ; and ruled, as Zenobia did her kindly Odenatus, by

superiority of mental talent.

The happy couple lived in the enjoyment of unchangeable

love; according to the fashion of those times, when the instinct

which united hearts was as lirm and durable, as the mortar and

cement with which they built their indestructible strongholds.

Duke Primislaus soon became one of the most accomplished

and valiant knights of his time, and the Bohemian Court the

most splendid in Germany. By degrees, many knights and

nobles, and multitudes of peoi)lo from all quarters of the em-

pire, drew to it ; so that Vizegrad became too narrow for its

inhabitants ; and, in consequence, Libiis?a called her oflicers

before her, and connnandcd them to found a city, on the spot

wliere they sliould lind a man at noontide making tlip wisest
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use of his teeth. They set forth, and at the time appcinted

found a man engaged in sawing a block of wood. They judged

that this industrious character was turning his saw-teeth, at

noontide, to a far better use than the parasite does his jaw-teeth

by the table of the great ; and doubted not but they had found

the spot, intended by the Princess for the site of their town.

They marked out a space upon the green with the ploughshare,

for the circuit of the city walls. On asking the workman what
he meant to make of his sawed timber, he replied, " Prah,"

which in the Bohemian language signifies a door-threshold. So
Libussa called her new city Praha, that is Prague, the well-

known capital upon the Moldau. In process of time, Primis-

laus's predictions were punctually fuIiiUed. His spouse became
the mother of three Princes ; two died in youth, but the third

grew to manhood, and from him went forth a glorious royal

line, which flourished for long centuries on the Bohemian
throne.
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Father Gregory, the ninth of the name who sat upon St.

Peter's chair, had once, in a sleepless night, an inspiration

from the spirit, not of prophecy, but of political chicane, to clip

the wings of the German Eagle, lest it rose above the head of

his own haughty Rome. No sooner had the first sunbeam en-

lightened the venerable Vatican, than his Holiness summoned
his attendant chamberlain, and ordered him to call a meeting

of the Sacred College ; where Father Gregory, in his pontifical

apparel, celebrated high mass, and after its conclusion moved
a new Crusade ; to which all his cardinals, readily surmising

the wise objects of this armament for God's glory and the com-

mon weal of Christendom, gave prompt and cordial assent.

Thereupon, a cunning Nuncio started instantly for Naples,

where the Emperor Frederick of Swabia had his Court ; and

took with him in his travelling-bag two boxes, one of which was

filled with the sweet honey of persuasion ; the other with tinder,

steel and flint, to light the fire of excommunication, should the

mutinous son of the Church hesitate to pay the Holy Father

due obedience. On arriving at Court, the Legate opened his

sweet box, and copiously gave out its smooth confectionery.

But the Emperor Frederick was a man delicate in palate ; he

soon smacked the taste of the physic hidden in this sweetness,

and he knew too well its effects on the alimentary canal ; so he

turned away from the treacherous mess, and declined having

any more of it. Then the Legate opened his other box, and

made it spit some sparks, which singed the Imperial beard, and

stung the skin like nettles ; whereby the Emperor discovered

that the Holy Father's finger might, ere long, be heavier on

him thin the Legate's loins ; therefore plied himself to the pur-
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pose, engaged to lead the armies of the Lord against the Un-
believers in the East, and appointed his Princes to assemble

for an expedition to the Holy Land. The Princes communi-

cated the Imperial order to the Counts, the Counts summoned
out their vassals, the Knights and Nobles ; the Knights equipped

their Squires and Horsemen ; all mounted, and collected, each

under his proper banner.

Except the night of St. Bartholomew, no night has ever

caused such sorrow and tribulation in the world, as this, which

God's Vicegerent upon Earth had employed in watching to pro-

duce a ruinous Crusade. Ah, how many warm tears flowed,

as knight and squire pricked off, and blessed their dears ! A
glorious race of German heroes never saw the light, because of

this departure ; but languished in embryo, as the germs of

plants in the Syrian desert, when t^he hot Sirocco has passed

over them. The ties of a thousand happy marriages were vio-

lently torn asunder ; ten thousand brides in sorrow hung their

garlands, like the daughters of Jerusalem, upon the Babylonian

willow-trees, and sat and wept ; and a hundred thousand lovely

maidens grew up for the bridegroom in vain, and blossomed

like a rose-bed in a solitary cloister garden, for there was no

hand to pluck them, and they withered away unenjoyed. Among
the sighing spouses, whom this sleepless night of his Holiness

deprived of their husbands, were St. Elizabeth, the Landgrafof

Thuringia's lady, and Ottilia, Countess of Gleichen ; a wife not

standing, it is true, in the odour of sanctity, yet in respect of

personal endowments, and virtuous conduct, inferior to none of

her contemporaries.

Landgraf Ludwig, a trusty feudatory of the Emperor, had

issued general orders for his vassals to collect, and attend him
to the camp. But most of them sought pretexts for politely

declining this honour. One was tormented by the gout, another

by the stone ; one had got his horses foundered, another's ar-

moury had been destroyed by fire. Count Ernst of Gleichen,

however, with a little troop of stout retainers, who were free and
unencumbered, and took pleasure in the prospect of distant ad-

ventures, equipped their squires and followers, obeyed the orders

of the Landgraf, and led their people to the place of rendezvous.

The Count had been wedded for two years ; and in this period

his lovely consort had presented him with two children, a little
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master and a little miss, whieii, according to the custom of those

stalwart ages, had been born without the aid of science, fair and

softly as the dew from the Twihght. A third pledge, which she

carried under her heart, was, by virtue of the Pope's insomno-

lency, destined, when it saw the light, to forego the embraces

of its father. Although Count Ernst put on the rugged aspect

of a man, Nature maintained her rights in him, and he could

not hide his strong feelings of tenderness, when at parting he

quitted the embraces of his weeping spouse. As in dumb sor-

row he was leaving her, she turned hastily to the cradle of her

children
;
plucked out of it her sleeping boy

;
pressed it softly

to her breast, and held it with tearful eyes to the father, to im-

print a parting kiss on its unconscious cheek. With her little

girl she did the same. This gave the Count a sharp twinge

about the heart ; his lips began to quiver, his mouth visibly in-

creased in breadth ; and sobbing aloud, he pressed the iniajits

to his steel cuirass, under which there beat a very soft and feel-

ing heart ; kissed them from their sleep, and recommended them,

together with their much loved mother, to the keeping of God
and all the Saints. As he winded down along the castle road

with his harnessed troop from the high fortress of Gleichen, she

looked after him with desolate sadness, till his banner, upon

which she herself had wrought the Red-cross with line purple

silk, no longer floated in her vision.

Landgraf Ludwig was exceedingly contented as he saw his

stately vassal, and his knights and squires, advancing with theit

flag unfurled ; but on viewing him more narrowly, and noticing

his trouble, he grew wroth ; for he thought the Count was faint

of heart, and out of humour with the expedition, and following

it against his will. Therefore his brow wrinkled down into

frowns, and the landgraphic nostrils sniffed displeasure. Count

Ernst had a fine pathognomic eye ; he soon observed what ailed

his lord, and going boldly up, disclosed to him the reason of his

cloudy mood. His words were as oil on the vinegar of discon-

tent ; the Landgraf, with honest fi-ankness, seized his vassal's

liand, and said : "Ah, is it so, good cousin.? Then the shoe

])inchcs both of us in one place; Elizabeth's good-b'ye has given

me a sore heart too. 15ut be of good cheer ! While we are

fighting aljroad, our wives will be praying at home, that we

may return witli renown ami fjory." .Such wns tlie custom of
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the country in those days : while the husband took the field, the

wife continued in her chamber, solitary and still, fasting and

praying, and making vows without end, for his prosperous re-

turn. This old usage is not universal in the land at present
;

as the last crusade of our German warriors to the distant West,^

by the rich increase of famihes during the absence of their

heroic heads, has sufficiently made manifest.

The pious Elizabeth felt no less pain at parting from her

husband than her fair companion in distress, the Countess of

Gleichen. Though her lord the Landgraf was rather of a stormy

disposition, she had lived with him in the most perfect unity :

and his terrestrial mass was by degrees so imbued with the

sanctity of his helpmate, that some beneficent historians have

appended to him likewise the title of .Saint ; which, however,

must be looked on rather as a charitable compliment than a real

statement of the truth ; as with us, in these times, the epithets

of great, magnanimous, immortal, erudite, profound, for the

most part indicate no more than a little outward edge-gilding.

.So much appears from all the circumstances, that the elevated

couple did not always harmonise in works of holiness; nay, that

the Powers of Heaven had to interfere at times in the domestic

difterences thence arising, to maintain the family peace : as the

following example will evince. The pious lady, to the great dis-

satisfaction of her courtiers and lip-licking pages, had the custom

of reserving from the Landgraf's table the most savoury dishes

for certain hungry beggars, who incessantly beleaguered the

castle ; and she used to give herself the satisfaction, when the

court dinner was concluded, of distributing this kind donation

to the poor with her own hands. According to the courtly sys-

tem, whereby thrift on the small scale is always to make up for

wastefulness on the great, the meritorious cook-department every

now and then complained of this as earnestly as if the whole

dominions of Thuringia had run the risk of being eaten up by

these lank-sided guests ; and the Landgraf, who dabbled some-

what in economy, regarded it as so important an affair, that, in

all seriousness, he strictly forbade his consort this labour of love,

which had through time become her spiritual hobby. Never-

theless, one day the impulse of benevolence, and the temptation

' Of the Ilessiiin troops to America, during; the Revolutionary War,
—Ed.
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to break through her husband's oi^ders in pursuit of it, became

too strong to be resisted. She beckoned to her women, who
were then uncovering the table, to take off some untouched

dishes, with a few rolls of wheaten bread, and keep them as

smuggled goods. These she packed into a little basket, and

stole out with it by a postern gate.

But the watchers had got wind of it, and betrayed it to the

Landgraf, who gave instant orders for a strict guard upon all

the outlets of the castle. Being told that his lady had been

seen gliding with a heavy load through the postern, he proceeded

with majestic strides across the court-yard, and stept out upon

the drawbridge, as if to take a mouthful of fresh air. Alas !

The pious lady heard the jingling of his golden spurs ; and fear

and terror came upon her, till her knees trembled, and she could

not move another footstep. She concealed the victual-basket

under her apron, that modest covering of female charms and

roguery ; but whatever privileges this inviolable asylum may
enjoy against excisemen and officers of customs, it is no wall

of brass for a husband. The Landgraf, smelling mischief, has-

tened to the place ; his sunburnt cheeks wei'e reddened with

indignation, and the veins swelled fearfully upon his brow.

"Wife," said he, in a hasty tone, "what hast thou in the

basket thou art hiding from me ? Is it victuals from my table,

for thy vile crew of vagabonds and beggars ?"

" Not at all, dear lord," replied Elizabeth, meekly, but with

embarrassment, who held herself entitled, without prejudice to

her sanctity, to make a little shp in the present critical position

of affairs :
" it is nothing but a few roses that I gathered in the

garden."

Had the Landgrafbeen one of our contemporaries, he must

have believed his lady on her word of honour, and desisted from

farther search ; but in those wild times the minds of men were

not so polished.

" Let us see," said the imiicrious husband, and sharply

pulled the apron to a side. The tender wife had no defence

against this violence but by recoiling :
" O ! softly, softly, my

dear husband !" said she, anil blushed for shame at being de-

tected in a falsehood, in presence of her servants. But, O
wonder upon wonder ! the corpKn dt'licti was in very deed trans-

formed into the fairest Ijlooniing roses ; the rolls had changed
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to white roses, the sausages to red, the omelets to yellow ones

!

With joyful amazement the saintly dame observed this meta-

morphosis, and knew not whether to believe her eyes ; for she

had never given credit to her Guardian Angel for such delicate

politeness, as to work a miracle in favour of a lady, when the

point was to cajole a rigorous husband, and make good a female

affirmation.

So visible a proof of innocence allayed the fierceness of

the Lion, He now turned his tremendous looks on the down-
stricken serving-men, who, as it was apparent, had been ground-

lessly calumniating his angelic wife ; he scornfully rated them,

and swore a deep oath, that the first eaves-dropping pickthank

who again accused his virtuous wife to him, he would cast into

the dungeon, and there let him lie and rot. This done, he took

a rose from the basket, and stuck it in his hat, in triumph for

his lady's innocence. History has not certified us, whether, on
the following day, he found a withered rose or a cold sausage

there : in the mean time it assures us, that the saintly wife,

when her lord had left her with the kiss of peace, and she her

self had recovered from her fright, stept down the hill, much
comforted in heart, to the meadow where her nurslings, the

lame and blind, the naked and the hungry, were awaiting her,

to dole out among them her intended bounty. For she well

knew that the miraculous deception would again vanish were

she there, as in reality it did ; for, on opening her victual-maga-

zine she found no roses at all, but in their stead the nutritious

crumbs which she had snatched from the teeth of the castle

bone-polishers.

Though now, by the departure of her husband, she was to

be freed from his rigorous superintendence, and obtain free

scope to execute her labours of love in secret or openly, when
and where it pleased her, yet she loved her imperious husband

so faithfully and sincerely, that she could not part from him
without the deepest sorrow. Ah ! she foreboded but too well,

that in this world she should not see him any more. And for

the enjoyment of him in the other, the aspect 01 affairs was
little better. A canonised Saint has such preferment there,

that all other Saints compared with her are but a heavenly

mob.

High as the Landgraf had been stationed in this sublunary
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world, it was a question whether, in the courts of Heav-en, he

might be found worthy to kneel on the footstool of her throne,

and raise his eyes to his former bedmate. Yet, many vows as

she made, many good works as she did, much as her prayers

in other cases had availed with all the Saints, her credit in the

upper world was not sufficient to stretch out her husband's

term a span. He died on this march, in the bloom of life, of

a malignant fever, at Otranto, before he had acquired the

knightly merit of chining a single Saracen. While he was

preparing for departure, and the time was come for him to

give the world his blessing, he called Count Ernst from among
his other servants and vassals to his bedside ; appointed him

commander of the troops which he himself had led thus far,

and made him swear that he would not return till he had thrice

drawn his sword against the Infidel. Then he took the holy

viaticum from the hands of his marching chaplain ; and order-

ing as many masses for his soul, as might have brought himself

and all his followers triumpliantly into the New Jerusalem, he

breathed his last. Count Ernst had the corpse of his lord em-

balmed : he enclosed it in a silver coffin, and sent it to the

widowed lady, who wore mourning for hei husband like a

Roman P^mpress, for she never lard her weeds aside while she

continued in this world.

Count Ernst of Gleichen forwarded the pilgrimage as much
as possible, and arrived in safety with his people in the camp at

Ptolemais. Here, it was rather a theatrical emblem of war than

a serious campaign that met his view. For as on our stages,

when they represent a camp or field of battle, there are merely

a few tents erected in the foreground, and a little handful of

players scuffling together ; but in the distance many painted

tents and squadrons to assist the illusion, and cheat the eye,

the whole being merely intended for an artificial deception of

the senses ; so also was the crusading army a mixture of fic-

tion and reality. Of the numerous heroic hosts that left their

native country, it was always the smallest part that reached

the boundaries of the land they had gone forth to conquer.

Hut few were devoured by the swords of the Saracens. These

Infidels bad powerful allies, whom they sent beyond their

frontiers, and who made brisk work among their enemies,

though getting neither wages nor thanks for their good service.
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These allies were, Hunger and Nakedness, Perils by land and

water and among bad brethren, Frost and Heat, Pestilence and

malignant Boils ; and the grinding Home-sickness also fell at

times like a heavy Incubus upon the steel harness, and crushed

it together like soft pasteboard, and spurred the steed to a

quick return. Under these circumstances. Count Ernst had

little hope of speedily fulfilling his oath, and thrice dyeing his

knightly sword in unbelieving blood, as must be done before

he thought of returning. For three days' journey round the

camp, no Arab archer was to be seen ; the weakness of the

Christian host lay concealed behind its bulwarks and entrench-

ments ; they did not venture out to seek the distant enemy,

but waited for the slow help of his slumbering Holiness, who,

since the wakeful night that gave rise to this Crusade, had en-

joyed unbroken sleep, and about the issue of the Holy War
had troubled himself very little.

In this inaction, as inglorious to the Christian army, as of

old that loitering was to the Greeks before the walls of bloody

but courageous Troy, where the godlike Achilles, with his con-

federates, moped so long about his fair Briseis,—the chivalry

of Christendom kept up much jollity and recreation in their

camp, to kill lazy time, and scare away the blue devils ; the

Italians, with song and harping, to which the nimble-footed

Frenchmen danced ; the solemn Spaniards with chess ; the

English with cockfighting ; the Germans with feasting and

wassail.

Count Ernst, taking small delight in any of these pastimes,

amused himself with hunting ; made war on the foxes in the

dry wildernesses, and pursued the shy chamois into the barren

mountains. The knights of his train " disagreed" with the

glowing sun by day, and the damp evening air under the

open sky, and sneaked to a side when their lord called for his

horses ; therefore, in his hunting expeditions, he was generally

attended only by his faithful Squire, named the mettled Kurt,

and a single groom. Once, his eagerness in clambering after

the chamois had carried him to such a distance, that the sun

was dipping in the Mid-sea wave before he thought of return-

ing ; and, fast as he hastened homewards, night came upon

him at a distance from the camp. The appearance of some
treacherous ignes fatui, which he mistook for the watch-fires.
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led him off still farther. On discovering his error, he resolved to

rest beneath a tree till daybreak. The trusty Squire prepared

a bed of soft moss for his lord, who, wearied by the heat of

the day, fell asleep before he could lift his hand to bless him-

self, according to custom, with the sign of the cross. But to

the mettled Kurt there came no wink of sleep, for he was by
nature watchful like a bird of darkness ; and though this gift

had not belonged to him, his faithful care for his lord would
have kept him waking. The night, as usual in the climate of

Asia, was serene and still ; the stars twinkled in pure diamond
light ; and solemn silence, as in the Valley of Death, reigned

over the wide desert. No breath of air was stirring, yet the

nocturnal coolness poured life and refreshment over herb and
living thing. But about the third watch, when the morning
star had begun to announce the coming day, there arose a din

in the dusky remoteness, like the voice of a forest stream rush-

ing over some steep precipice. The watchful squire listened

eagerly, and sent his other senses also out for tidings, as his

sharp eye could not pierce the veil of darkness. He hearkened,

and snuffed at the same time, like a bloodhound, for a scent

came towards him as of sweet-smelling herbs and trodden

grass, and the strange noise appeared to be approaching. He
laid his ear to the ground, and heard a trampling as of horses'

hoofs, which led him to conclude that the Infernal Chase was
hunting in these parts. A cold shudder passed over him, and
his terror grew e.xtreme. He shook his master from sleep

;

and the latter, having roused himself, soon saw that here

another than a spectral host was to be fronted. Whilst his

groom girded up the horses, the Count had his harness buckled

on in all haste.

The dim shadows gradually withdrew, and the advancing

morning tinted the eastern hem of the horizon with purple light.

The Count now discovered, what he had anticipated, a host of

Saracens approaching, all equipped for fight, to snatch some
booty from the Christians. To escape their hands was hope-

less, and the hospitable tree in tlic wide solitary plain gave no

shelter to conceal horse and man behind it. Unluckily the

massy steed was not a Hippogryph, but a heavy-bodied Fries-

lander, to which, by reason of its make, the happy talent of

bearing off its master on the wings of the wind had not been
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allotted ; therefore the gallant hero gave his soul to the keep-

ing of God and the Holy Virgin, and resolved on dying iike a

knight. He bade his servants follow him, and sell their lives as

dear as might be. Thereupon he pricked the Frieslander boldly

forward, and dashed right into the middle of the hostile squadron,

who had been expecting no such sudden onset from a single

knight. The Pagans started in astonishment, and flew asunder

like light chaff when scattered by the wind. But seeing that

the enemy was only three men strong, their courage rose, and
there began an unequal battle, in which valour was surpassed

by number. The Count meanwhile kept plunging yarely through

the ranks ; the point of his lance gleamed death and destruc-

tion to the Infidel ; and when it found its man, he flew inevit-

ably from his saddle. Their Captain himself, who ran at him
with grim fury, his manly arm laid low, and with his victorious

spear transfixed him writhing in the dust, as St. George of

England did the Dragon. The mettled Kurt went on with no

less briskness; though availing little for attack, he was a mas-

ter in the science of dispatching, and sent all to pot who did

not make resistance ; as a modern ciiitic butchers the defence-

less rabble of the lame and halt, who venture with such courage

in our days into the literary tilt-yard : and if now and then some
fainting invalid, with furious aim, like an exasperated Reviewer-

hunter, did hurl a stone at him with enfeebled fist, he heeded

it little ; for he knew well that his basnet and iron jack would

turn a moderate thump. The groom, too, did his best to make
clear ground about him, and kept his master's back unharmed.

But as nine gad-flies will beat the strongest horse ; four Caffre

bulls an African lion ; and, by the common tale, one troop of

mice an archbishop, as the Mdusethurm, or Mouse-tower, on

the Rhine, by Hiibner's account, gives open testimony; so the

Count of Gleichen, after doing knightly battle, was at length

overpowered by the number of his enemies. His arm grew

weary, his lance was shivered into sphnters, his sword became
blunt, and his Friesland horse at last staggered down upon the

gory battle-field. The Knight's fall was the watch-word of vic-

tory ; a hundred valiant arms stormed in on him to wrench

away his sword, and his hand had no longer any strength for

resistance. As the mettled Kurt observed the Knight come
VOL. I. I
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down, his own courage sank also, and along with it the po'je-

axe, wherewith he had so magnanimously hammered in the

Saracenic skulls. He surrendered at discretion, and pressingly

entreated quarter. The groom stood in blank rumination
;

bore himself enduringly ; and awaited with oxlike equanimity

the stroke of some mace upon his basnet, which should crush

him to the ground.

But the Saracens were less inhuman victors than the con-

quered could have expected ; they disarmed their three prisoners

of war, and did them no bodily harm whatever. This mild usage

took its rise not in any movement of philanthropy, but in mere

spy's-mercy : from a dead enemy there is nothing to be learnt,

and the special object of this roaming troop had been to get

correct intelligence about the state of matters in the Chris-

tian host at Ptolemais. The captives, being questioned and

heard, were next, according to the Asiatic fashion, furnished

with slave-fetters ; and as a ship was just then lying ready to

set sail for Alexandria, the Bey of Asdod sent them off with it

as a present to the Sultan of Egypt, to confirm at Court their

description of the Christian resources and position. The rumour

of the bold Frank's valour had arrived before him at the gates

of Grand Cairo ; and so pugnacious a prisoner might, on enter-

ing the hostile metropolis, have merited as pompous a recep-

tion as the Twelfth of April saw bestowed upon the Comte de

Grasse in London, where the merry capital emulously strove

to let the conquered sea-hero feel the honour which their victory

had done him : but Moslem self-conceit allows no justice to

foreign merit. Court Ernst, in the garb of a felon, loaded with

heavy chains, was quietly locked into the Grated Tower, where

the Sultan's slaves were wont to be kept.

Here, in long painful nights, and mournful solitary days, he

had time and leisure to survey the grim stony aspect of his future

life ; and it rec[uired as niucli steadfastness and courage to bear

up under these contemplations, as to tilt it on the battle-held

among a wandering horde of Arabs. The image of his former

domestic happiness kept hovering before his eyes ; he thought

of his gentle wife, and the tender shoots of their chaste love.

Ah ! how he cursed the miserable feud of Mother-church with

the Gog and Magog of the East, which had robbed him of his

fair lot in existence, and fettered him in slave-shackles never
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to be loosed ! In such inonients he was ready to despaii alto-

gether ; and his piety had well-nigh made shipwreck on this

rock of oft'ence.

In the days of Count Ernst there was current, among
anecdotic persons, a wondrous story of Duke Henry the Lion,

which at that period, as a thing that had occurred within the

memory of man, found great credence in the German Empire.

The Duke, so runs the tale, while proceeding over sea to the

Holy Land, was, in a tempest, cast away upon a desert part

of the African coast ; where, escaping alone from shipwreck,

he found shelter and succour in the den of a hospitable Lion.

This kindness in the savage owner of the cave had its origin

not in the heart, but in the left hind-paw ; while hunting in the

Libyan wilderness, he had run a thorn into his foot, which so

tormented him, that he could hardly move, and had entirely

forgotten his natural voracity. The acquaintance being formed,

and mutual confidence established between the parties, the

Duke assumed the office of chirurgeon to the royal beast, and
laboriously picked out the thorn from his foot. The patient

rapidly recovered, and, mindful of the service, entertained his

lodger with his best from the produce of his plunder ; and,

though a Lion, was as friendly and officious towards him as

a lap-dog.

The Duke, however, soon grew weary of the cold collations

of his four-footed landlord, and began to long for the flesh-pots

of his own far-distant kitchen ; for in readying the game
handed in to him, he by no means rivalled his Brunswick cook.

Then the home-sickness came upon him like a heavy load ;

and seeing no possibility of ever getting back to his paternal

heritage, the thought of this so grieved his soul, that he

wasted visibly, and pined like a wounded hart. Thereupon
the Tempter, with his wonted impudence in desert places,

came before him, in the figure of a little swart wrinkled mani-

kin, whom the Duke at first sight took for an ourang-outang ;

but it was the Devil himself, Satan in proper person, and he

grinned, and said :
" Duke Henry, what ails thee ? If thou trust

to me, I will put an end to all thy sorrow, and take thee home
to thy wife to sup with her this night in the Castle of Bruns-

wick ; for a lordly supper is making ready there, seeing she is

about to wed another man, having lost hope of thy life,"
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This despatch came rolling like a thunder-clap into the

Duke's ear, and cut him through the heart like a sharp two-

edged sword. Rage burnt in his eyes like flames of fire, and
desperation uproared in his breast. If Heaven will not help me
in this crisis, thought he, then let Hell ! It was one of those

entangling situations which the Arch-crimp, with his consum-
mate skill in psychological science, can employ so dextrously

when the enlisting of a soul that he has cast an eye on is to

prosper in his hands. The Duke, without hesitation, buckled

on his golden spurs, girded his sword about his loins, and put

himself in readiness. " Quick, my good fellow !" said he ;

" carry me, and this my trusty Lion, to Brunswick, before the

varlet reach my bed !"—"Well !" answered Blackbeard, " but

dost thou know the carriage-dues ?"— " Ask what thou wilt !"

said Duke Henry ;
" it shall be given thee at thy word."

—

" Thy soul at sight in the other world," replied Beelzebub.

—

"Done! Be it so!" cried furious jealousy, from Henry's

mouth.

The bargain was forthwith concluded in legal form, be-

tween the two contracting parties. The Infernal Kite directly

changed himself into a winged Griffin, and seizing the Duke in

the one clutch, and the trusty Lion in the other, conveyed them
both in one night from the Libyan coast to Brunswick, the

towering city, founded on the lasting basis of the Harz, which

even the lying prophecies of the Zillerfeld vaticinator have not

ventured to overthrow. There he set down his burden safely

in the middle of the market-place, and vanished, just as the

watchman was blowing his horn with intent to proclaim the

hour of midnight, and then carol forth a superannuated bridal-

song from his rusty mum-washed weasand. The ducal palace,

and the whole city, still gleamed like the starry heaven with the

nuptial illumination ; every street resounded with the din and
tumult of the gay people streaming forward to gaze on the

decorated bride, and the solemn torch-dance with which the

festival was to conclude. The Aeronaut, unwearied by his voy-

age, pressed on amid the crowding multitude, through the en-

trance of the Palace ; advanced with clanking spurs, under the

guidance of his trusty Lion, to the banquet-chamber ; drew his

sword, and cried :
" With me, whoever stands by Duke Henry;

and to traitors, death and hell!" The Lion also bellowed, as if
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seven thunders had been uttering their united voices ; shook

his awful mane, and furiously erected his tail, as the signal

of attack. The cornets and kettle-drums struck silent sud-

denly, and a hoirid sound of battle pealed from the tumult

in the wedding-hall, up to the ver}' Gothic roof, till the walls

rang with it, and the thresholds shook.

The golden-haired bridegroom, and his party-coloured but-

terflies of courtiers, fell beneath the sword of the Duke, as the

thousand Philistines beneath the ass's jaw-bone, in the sturdy

fist of the son of Manoah ; and he who escaped the sword,

rushed into the Lion's throat, and was butchered like a defence-

less lamb. When the forward wooer and his retinue of serv-

ing-men and nobles were abolished, Duke Henry, having used

his household privilege as sternly as of old the wise Ulysses to

the wooing club of his chaste Penelope, sat down to table, re-

freshed in spirit, beside his wife, who was just beginning to

recover from the deadly fright his entrance had caused her.

While briskly enjoying the dainties of his cook, which had not

been prepared for him, he cast a glance of triumph on his new
conquest, and perceived that she was bathed in ambiguous
tears, which might as well refer to loss as to gain. However,

like a man that knew the world, he explained them wholly to

his own advantage ; and merely reproving her in gentle words

for the hurry of her heart, he from that hour entered upon all

his former rights.

Count Ernst had often listened to this strange story, from

the lips of his nurse
; yet in riper years, as an enlightened

sceptic, entertained doubts of its truth. But in the dreary lone-

liness of his Grated Tower, the whole incident acquired a form

of possibility, and his wavering nursery belief increased almost

to conviction. A transit through the air appeared to him the

simplest thing in nature, if the Prince of Darkness, in the

gloomy midnight, chose to lend his bat-wings for the purpose.

Though in obedience to his religious principles, he no night

neglected to cut a large cross before him as he went to sleep
;

yet a secret longing awoke in his heart, without its own distinct

consciousness, to accomplish the same adventure. If a wander-

ing mouse in the night-season happened to scratch upon the

wainscot, he immediately supposed the Hellish Proteus was
announcing his arrival, and at times in thought he went so far
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as settling the freight charges beforehand. But except the il-

lusion of a dream, which juggled him into an aerial journey to

his German native land, the Count gained nothing by his

nursery faith, except employing with these fantasies a few va-

cant hours ; and like a reader of novels, transporting himself

into the situation of the acting hero. Why old Abaddon showed
himself so sluggish in this case, when the kidnapping of a soul

was in the wind, and in all likelihood the enterprise must have

succeeded, may be accounted for in two ways. Either the

Count's Guardian Angel was more watchful than the one to

whom Duke Henry had intrusted the keeping of his soul, and
resisted so stoutly that the Evil One could get no advantage

over him ; or the Prince of the Air had grown disgusted with

the transport-trade in this his own element, having been bub-

bled out of his stipulated freightage by Duke Henry after all

their engagements ; for when it came to the point with Henry,

his soul was found to have so many good works on her side of

the account, that the scores on the Infernal tally were alto-

gether cancelled by them.

Whilst Count Ernst was weaving in romantic dreams a

feeble shadow of hope for deliverance from his captivity, and

for a few moments in the midst of them forgetting his dejection

and misery, his returning servants brought the Countess tidings

that their master had vanished from the camp, and none knew
what had become of him. Some supposed that he had been

the prey of snakes or dragons ; others that a pestilential blast

of wind had met him in the Syrian desert, and killed him
;

others that he liad been robbed and murdered, or taken captive,

by some plundering troop of Arabs. In one point all agreed :

'i'hat he was to be held pro ino7-tno, dead in law, and that the

Countess was entirely relieved and enfranchised from her

matrimonial engagements. But to the Countess herself, a se-

cret foreboding still whispered that her lord was alive notwith-

standing. Nor did she by any means repress this thought,

which so solaced her heart ; for hope is always the stoutest stay

of the afflicted, and the sweetest dream of life. To maintain

it, she secretly equipped a trusty servant, and sent him out for

tidings, over sea into the Holy Land. Like the raven from

the Ark, this scout fievv to and iro upon the waters, and was

no more heard of. Then she sent another lorth ; who returned
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after several years' cruising over sea and land ; but no olive-

leaf of hope was in his bill. Nevertheless the steadfast lady

doubted not in the least that she should yet meet her lord in the

land of the living : for she had a firm persuasion that so tender

and true a husband could not possibly have left the world with-

out in the catastrophe remembering his wife and little children

at home, and giving them some token of his death. Now, since

the Count's departure, there had nothing happened in the Cas-

tle ; neither in the armoury by rattling of the harness, nor in the

garret by a rolling joist, nor in the bed-chamber by a faint

footstep, or heavy-booted tread. Nor had any nightly moan-
ing chanted its NcBuia down from the high battlements of the

palace ; nor had the baleful bird Kreideweiss ever issued its

lugubrious death-summons. In the absence of all these signs

of evil omen, she inferred by the principles of female common-
sense philosophy, which even in our own times are by no

means fallen into such desuetude among the fair sex, as Father

Aristotle's Orgamim is among the male, that her rnuch-loved

husband was still living ; a conclusion which we know was
perfectly correct. The fruitless issue of her first two missions

of discovery, the object of which was more important to her

than the finding of the Southern Polar Continent is to us, she

allowed not in the least to deter her from sending out a third

Apostle into All the World. This third was of a slow turn, and
had imprinted on his mind the adage. As soon gets tiie snail io

Jiis bed as the sivalloiv ; therefore he called at eve^ry inn, and
treated himself well. And it being infinitely more < onvenient

that the people whom he was to question about his master

should come to him, than that he should go tracking and spy-

ing them out in the wide world, he determined on choosing a

position where he could examine every passenger from the

East, with the insolent inquisitiveness of a toll-man behind his

barrier ; and fixed his quarters by the harbour of Venice. This

Queen of the Waters was at that time, as it were, the general

gate, which all pilgrims and crusaders from the Holy Land
passed through in their way home. Whether this shrewd

genius chose the best or the worst means for discharging his

appointed function, will appear in the sequel.

After a seven-years narrow custody in the Grated Tower at

Grand Cairo,—a term which to the Count seemed far lonj/er
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than to the Seven Sleepers their seventy-years sleep in the

Roman catacombs,—he concluded himself to be forsaken of

Heaven and Hell, and utterly gave up hope of ever getting out

in the body from this melancholy cage, where the kind face of the

sun was not allowed to visit him, and the broken daylight strug-

gled faintly in through a window secured with iron bars. His

devil-romance was long ago concluded ; and his faith in miracu-

lous assistance from his Guardian Saint was lighter than a

mustard-seed. He vegetated rather than lived; and if in these

circumstances any wish arose in him, it was the wish to be an-

nihilated.

From this lethargic stupor he was suddenly aroused by the

rattling of a bunch of keys, before the door of his cell. Since

the day of his entrance, his jailor had never more performed

for him the office of turnkey ; for all the necessaries of the pri-

soner had been conveyed through a trap-board in the door.

Accordingly, it was not without long resistance, and the bribery

of a little vegetable-oil, that the rusty bolt obeyed him. But

the creaking of the iron hinges, as the door went up with reluc-

tant grating, was to the Count a compound of more melodious

notes than ever came from the Harmonica of Franklin. A
foreboding palpitation of the heart set his stagnant blood in

motion ; and he expected with impatient longing the intelli-

gence of a change in his fate : for the rest, it was indifferent to

him whether it brought life or death. Two black slaves en-

tered with his jailor, at whose signal they loosed the fetters

from the prisoner ; and a second mute sign from the solemn gray-

beard commanded him to follow. He obeyed with faltering

steps ; his feet refused their service, and he needed the support

of the two slaves, to totter down the winding stone stair. He
was then conducted to the Captain of the Prison, who, looking

at him with a reproachful air, thus spoke :
" Obstinate Frank,

what made thee hide the craft thou art acquainted with, when

thou wert put into the Grated Tower ? One of thy fellow-pri-

soners has betrayed thee, and informed us that thou art a

master in the art of gardening. Go, whither the will of the

.Sultan calls thee; lay out a garden in the manner of the Franks,

and watch over it like the apple of thy eye ; that the Flower

of the World may blossom in it pleasantly, for the adorning

ufllic East."



MELECHSALA. 121

If the Count had got a call to Paris to be Rector of the

Sorbonne, the appointment could not have astonished him
more, than this of being gardener to the Sultan of Egypt.

About gardening he understood as little as a laic about the se-

crets of the Church. In Italy, it is true, he had seen many
gardens ; and at Niirnberg, where the dawn of that art was
now first penetrating into Germany, though the horticultural

luxury of the Niirnbergers did not yet extend much farther

than a bowling-green, and a few beds of roman lettuce. But

about the planning of gardens, and the cultivation of plants,

like a martial nobleman, he had never troubled his head ; and
his botanic science was so limited, that the Flower of the

World had never once come under his inspection. Hence he

knew not in the least by what method it was to be treated

;

whether like the aloe it must be brought to blossom by the aid

of art, or like a common marigold by the genial virtue of nature

alone. Nevertheless, he did not venture to acknowledge his ig-

norance, or decline the preferment offered him ; being reason-

ably apprehensive that they might convince him of his fitness

for the post, by a bastinading on the soles.

A pleasant park was assigned him, which he was to change
into a European garden. The spot had, either by the hand of

bountiful Nature, or of ancient cultivation, been so happily

disposed and ornamented already, that the new Abdalonymus,
let him cudgel his brains as he would, could perceive no error

or defect in it, nothing that admitted of improvement. Besides,

the aspect of living and active nature, which for seven long

years in his dreary prison he had been obliged to forego, af-

fected him at once so powerfully, that he inhaled rapture from
every grass-flower, and looked at all things around him with

dehght, like the First Man in Paradise, to whom the scientific

thought of censuring anything in the arrangement of his Eden
did not occur. The Count therefore found himself in no small

embarrassment about discharging his commission creditably

;

he feared that every change would rob the garden of a beauty,

and were he detected as a botcher, he must travel back into

his Grated Tower.

In the mean time, as Shiek Kiamel, Overseer of the Gar-
dens and favourite of the Sultan, was diligently stimulating him
to begin the work, he required fifty slaves, as necessary for the
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execution of his enterprise. Next morning at dawn, they were
all ready, and passed muster before their new commander, who
as yet saw not how he should employ a man of them. But how
great was his joy as he perceived the mettled Kurt and the

ponderous Groom, his two companions of misfortune, ranked

among the troop ! A hundredweight of lead rolled off his heart,

the wrinkle of dejection vanished from his brow, and his eyes

were enlightened, as if he had dipt his staff in honey and tasted

thereof. He led the trusty Squire aside, and frankly informed

him into what a heterogeneous element he had been cast by the

caprices of fate, where he could neither fly nor swim; nor could

he in the least comprehend what enigmatical mistake had ex-

changed his knightly sword with the gardener's spade. No
sooner had he done speaking, than the mettled Kurt, with wet

eyes, fell at his feet, then lifted up his voice and said :
" Par-

don, dear master! It is I that have caused your perplexity and

your deliverance from the rascally Grated Tower, which has

kept you so long in ward. Be not angry that the innocent de-

ceit of your servant has brought you out of it ; be glad rather

that you see God's sky again above your head. The Sultan

required a garden after the manner of the Franks, and had

proclamation made to all the Christian captives in the Bazam,

that the proper man sliould step forth, and expect great recom-

pense if the undertaking prospered. No one of them durst

meddle with it ; but 1 recollected your heavy durance. Then
some good spirit whispered me the lie of announcing you as an

adept in the art of gardening, and it has succeeded perfectly.

And now never vex yourself about the way of managing the

business : the Sultan, like the great people of the world, has a

fancy not for something better than he has already, but for

something different, that may be new and singular. Therefore,

delve and devastate, and cut and carve, in this glorious held,

according to your pleasure ; and depend upon it, everything

you do or purpose will be right in his eyes."

This speech was as the murmur of a running Ijrook in the

ears of a tired wanderer in the desert. The Coimt drew balsam

to his soul from it, and courage to commence with boldness

tiie ungainly undertaking. He set his men to work at random,

without pl;ui ; and proceeded with the well-ordered shady park,

as one of your "bold geniuses" proceeds witli an antiquated
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author, who falls into his creative hands, and, nill he will he,

must submit to let himself be modernised, that is to say, again

made readable and likeable ; or as a new pedagogue with the

ancient forms of the Schools. He jumbled in variegated con-

fusion what he found before him, making all things different,

nothing better. The profitable fruit-trees he rooted out, and

planted rosemary and valerian, and exotic shrubs, or scentless

amaranths, in their stead. The rich soil he dug away, and

coated the naked bottom with many-coloured gravel, which he

carefully stamped hard, and smoothed like a threshing-floor,

that no blade of grass might spring in it. The whole space he

divided into various terraces, which he begirt with a hem of

green; and through these a strangely-twisted flower-bed ser-

pentised along, and ended in a knot of villanously-smeUing box-

wood. And as from his ignorance of botany, he paid no heed

to the proper seasons for sowing and planting, his garden pro-

ject hovered for a long time between life and death, and had

the aspect of a suit of clothes a feinlle monraiite.

Shiek Kiamel, and the Sultan himself, allowed the Western

gardener to take his course, without deranging his conception

by their interference or their dictatorial opinion, and by pre-

mature hypercriticism interrupting the procedure of his horti-

cultural genius. In this they acted more wisely than our

obstreperous public, which, from our famous philanthropic

scheme of sowing acorns, expected in a summer or two a stock

of strong oaks, fit to be masts for three-deckers ; while the

plantation was as yet so soft and feeble, that a few frosty nights

might have sent it to destruction. Now, indeed, almost in the

middle of the second decade of years from the commencement
of the enterprise, when the first fruits must certainly be over-

ripe, it were in good season for a German Kiamel to step tor-

ward with the question :
" Planter, what art thou about ? Let

us see what thy delving, and the loud clatter of thy cars and

wheelbarrows have produced V And if the plantation stood

before him like that of the Gleichic Garden at Grand Cairo,

in the sere and yellow leaf, then were he well entitled, after

due consideration of the matter, like the Shiek, to shake his

head in silence, to spit a squirt through his teeth, and think

within himself : If this be all, it might have staj'ed as it was.

For one day, as the gardener was surveying his new creation
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with contentment, sitting in judgment on himself, and pro-

nouncing that the work praised the master, and that, every-

thing considered, it had fallen out better than he could have
anticipated, his whole ideal being before his eyes, not only

what was then, but what was to be made of it,—the Overseer,

the Sultan's favourite, stept into the garden, and said :
" Frank,

what art thou about ? And how far art thou got with thy

labour ?" The Count easily perceived that the produce of his

genius would now have to stand a rigorous criticism ; however,

he had long been ready for this accident. He collected all his

presence of mind, and answered confidently: " Come, sir, and
see ! This former wilderness has obeyed the hand of art, and
is now moulded, after the pattern of Paradise, into a scene

which the Houris would not disdain to select for their abode."

The Shiek, hearing a professed artist speak with such apparent

warmth and satisfaction of his own performance, and giving

the master credit for deeper insight in his own sphere than he

himself possessed, restrained the avowal of his discontentment

with the whole arrangement, modestly ascribing this dislike to

his inacquaintance with foreign taste, and leaving the niatter

to rest on its own basis. Nevertheless, he could not help

putting one or two questions, for his own information ; to

which the garden satrap was not in the least behindhand with

his answers.

" Where are the glorious fruit-trees," began the Shiek,

"which stood on this sandy level, loaded with peaches and

sweet lemons, which solaced the eye, and invited the prome-

nader to refreshing enjoyment ?"

" They are all hewn away by the surface, and their place is

no longer to be found."

"And why so .''"

" Could the garden of the Sultan admit such trash of trees,

which the commonest citizen of Cairo cultivates, and the fruit

of which is offered for sale by assloads every day ?"

" What moved thee to desolate the pleasant grove of dates

and tamarinds, which was the wanderer's shelter against the

sultry noontide, and gave him coolness and refection under the

vault of its shady boughs?"
" What has shade to do in a garden which, while the sun

shoots forth scorching l)(.Tims, stands solitary and deserted, and
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only exhales its balsamic odours when fanned by the cool breeze

of evening ?"

" But did not this grove cover, with an impenetrable veil,

the secrets of love, when the Sultan, enchanted by the charms

of a fair Circassian, wished to hide his tenderness from the

jealous eyes of her companions ?"

"An impenetrable veil is to be found in that bower, over-

arched with honeysuckle and ivy ; or in that cool grotto, where

a crystal fountain gushes out of artificial rocks into a basin of

marble ; or in that covered walk with its trellises of clustering

vines ; or on the sofa, pillowed with soft moss, in the rustic

reed-house by the pond ; nor will any of these secret shrines

afford lodging for destructive worms, and buzzing insects, or

keep away the wafting air, or shut up the free prospect, as the

gloomy grove of tamarinds did."

" But why hast thou planted sage, and hyssop which grows

upon the wall, here on this spot where formerly the precious

balm-tree of Mecca bloomed ?"

" Because the Sultan wanted no Arabian, but a European
garden. In Italy, and in the German gardens of the Niirn-

bergers, no dates are ripened, nor does any balm-tree of Mecca
bloom."

To this last argument no answer could be made. As neither

the Shiek nor any of the Heathen in Cairo had ever been at

Niirnberg, he had nothing for it but to take this version of the

garden from Arabic into German, on the word of the interpreter.

Only, he could not bring himself to think that the present horti-

cultural reform had been managed by the pattern of the Para-

dise, appointed by the Prophet for believing Mussulmans : and,

allowing the pretension to be true, he promised to himself, from

the joys of the future life, no very special consolation. There
was nothing for him, therefore, but, in the way above men-
tioned, to shake his head, contemplatively squirt a dash of liquid

out over his beard, and go the way whence he had come.

The Sultan who at that time swayed the Egyptian sceptre

was the gallant Malek al Aziz Othman, a son of the renowned
Saladin. The fame of Sultan Malek rests less upon his quali-

ties in the field or the cabinet, than upon the unexampled nu-

merousness of his offspring. Of princes he had so many, that

had every one of them been destined to wear a crown, he might
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have stocked with them all the kingdoms of the then known
world. Seventeen years ago, however, this copious spring had,

one hot summer, finally gone dry. Princess Melechsala termi-

nated the long series of the Sultanic progeny ; and, in the

unanimous opinion of the Court, she was the jewel of the whole.

She enjoyed to its full extent the prerogative of youngest chil-

dren, preference to all the rest ; and this distinction was en-

hanced by the circumstance, that of all the Sultan's daughters,

she alone had remained in life ; while Nature had adorned her

with so many charms, that they enchanted even the paternal

eye. For this must in general be conceded to the Oriental

Princes, that in the scientific criticism of female beauty they

are infinitely more advanced than our Occidentals, who arc

every now and then betraying their imperfect culture in this

point.- Melechsala was the pride of the Sultan's family; her

brothers themselves were unremitting in attentions to her, and

in efforts to outdo each other in affectionate regard. The grave

Divan was frequently employed in considering what Prince, by

means of her, might be connected, in the bonds of love, with

the interest of the Egyptian state. This her royal father made
his smallest care ; he was solely and incessantly concerned to

grant this darling of his heart her every wish, to keep her spirit

always in a cheerful mood, that no cloud might overcast the

serene horizon of her brow.

The first years of childhood she had passed under the

superintendence of a nurse, who was a Christian, and of Italian

extraction. This slave had in early youth been kidnap])cd from

the beach of her native town by a Barbary pirate ; sold in Alex-

andria ; and, by the course of trade, transmitted from one hand

to another, till at last she had arrived in the palace of the Sultan,

where her hale constitution recommended her to this office,

which she filled with the greatest reputation. Though less

tuneful than the French court-nurse, who used to give the signal

lor a general chorus over all Versailles, whenever she uplifted,

with melodious throat, her MarlboroHi^li soi va-t-oi guerre

;

yet nature had sufficiently indemnified her by a glibness of

tongue, in which she was unrivalled. She knew as many tales

and stories as the f.iir .Shehcrazadc in the Thousand-and-one

Nights; a species of entertainment for which it would appear

'' yoninal. oj Fashions, Juno 1786.



MELECHSALA. 127

the race of Sultans, in the privacy of their seraglios, liave con-

siderable liking. The Princess, at least, found pleasure in it,

not for a thousand nights, but for a thousand weeks ; and when

once a maiden has attained the age of a thousand weeks, she

can no longer be contented with the histories of others, for she

sees materials in herself to make a history of her own. In

process of time, the gifted waiting-woman changed her nursery-

tales with the theory of European manners and customs ; and

being herself a warm patriot, and recollecting her native country

with delight, she painted the superiorities of Italy so vividly,

that the fancy of her tender nursling became filled with the

subject, and the pleasant impression never afterwards faded fi^om

her memory. The more this fair Princess grew in stature, the

stronger grew in her the love for foreign decoration ; and her

whole demeanour shaped itself according to the customs of

Europe rather than of Egypt.

From youth upwards she had been a great lover of flowers

:

part of her occupation had consisted in forming, according to

the manner of the Arabs, a constant succession of significant

nosegays and garlands ; with which, in delicate expressiveness,

she used to disclose the emotions of her heart. Nay, she at

last grew so inventive, that, by combining flowers of various

properties, she could compose, and often very happily, whole

sentences and texts of the Koran. These she would then sub-

mit to her playmates for interpretation, which they seldom failed

to hit. Thus one day, for example, she formed with Chalce-

donic Lychnis the figure of a heart ; surrounded it with white

Roses and Lilies ; fastened under it two mounting Kingsweeds,

enclosing a beautifully marked Anemone between them ; and
her women, when she showed them the wreath, unanimously

read : Innocence of heart is above Birth and Beauty. She
frequently presented her slaves with fresh nosegays : and these

flower-donations commonly included praise or blame for their

receivers. A garland of Peony-roses censured levity ; the

swelling Poppy, dulness and vanity ; a bunch of odoriferous

Hyacinths, with drooping bells, was a panegyric for modesty ;

the gold Lily, which shuts her leaves at sunset, for prudence ;

the Marine Convolvulus rebuked eye-service ; and the blossoms

of the Thorn-Apple, with the Daisy whose roots are poisonous,

indicated slander and private envy.
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Father Othman took a secret pleasure in this sprightly play

of his daughter's fancy, though he himself had no talent for de-

ciphering these witty hieroglyphics, and was frequently obliged

to look with the spectacles of his whole Divan before he could

pierce their meaning. The exotic taste of the Princess was
not hidden from him ; and though, as a plain Mussulman, he

could not sympathise with her in it, he endeavoured, as a ten-

der and indulgent parent, rather to maintain than to suppress

this favourite tendency of his daughter. He fell upon the pro-

ject of combining her passion for flowers with her preference

for foreign parts, and laying out a garden for her in the taste

of the Franks. This idea appeared to him so happy, that he

lost not a moment in imparting it to his favourite, Shiek Kiamel,

and pressing him with the strictest injunctions to realise it as

speedily as possible. The Shiek, well knowing that his master's

wishes were for him commands, which he must obey without

reply, presumed not to mention the difficulties which he saw in

the attempt. He himself understood as little about European
gardens as the Sultan ; and in all Cairo there was no mortal

known to him, with whom he might find counsel in the busi-

ness. Therefore he made search among the Christian slaves

for a man skilful in gardening ; and lighted exactly on the

wrong hand for extricating him from his difficulty. It was no

wonder, then, that Shiek Kiamel shook his head contempla-

tively as he inspected the procedure of this horticultural im-

provement ; for he was apprehensive, that if it delighted the

Sultan as little as it did himself, he might be involved in a

heavy responsibility, and his favouriteship, at the very least,

might take wings and fly away.

At Court, this project had hitherto been treated as a secret,

and the entrance of the place prohibited to every one in the

seraglio. The .Sultan purposed to surprise his daughter with

this present on her birthday ; to conduct her with ceremony into

the garden, and make it over to her as her own. This day was

now approaching ; and his Highness had a wish to take a view

of everything beforehand, to get acquainted with the new ar-

rangements ; that he might give himself the happiness of point-

ing out in person to his daughter the peculiar beauties of her

garden. He communicated this to the Shiek, whom the tidings

Hid not much exhilarate ; and who, in consequence, composed



MELFXHSALA. 129

a short defensive oration, which he fondly hoped might extri-

cate his head from the noose, if the Sultan showed hmiself dis-

satisfied with the appearance of his Christian garden.

"Commander of the Faithful," he purposed to say, "thy

nod is the director of my path ; my feet hasten whither thou

leadest them, and my hand holds fast what thou committest to

it. Thou wishedst a garden after the manner of the Franks ;

here stands it before thy eyes. These untutored barbarians

have no gardens ; but meagre wastes of sand, which, in their

own rude climate, where no dates or lemons ripen, and there

is neither Kalaf nor Bahobab,'' they plant with grass and weeds.

P'or the curse of the Prophet has snntten with perpetual barren-

ness the plains of the Unbeliever, and forbidden him any fore-

taste of Paradise by the perfume of the Mecca balm-tree, or the

enjoyment of spicy fruits."

The day was far spent, when the Sultan, attended only by

the Shiek, stept into the garden, in high expectation of the

wonders he was to behold. A wide unobstructed prospect over

a part of the city, and the mirror surface of the Nile with its

Miisherns, SJiamdccks and Shconico/ts'^ sailing to and fro ; in

the background, the skyward-pointing pyramids, and a chain

of blue vapoury mountains, met his eye from the upper terrace,

no longer shrouded-in by the leafy grove of palms. A refresh-

ing breath of air was also stirring in the place, and fanning

him agreeably. Crowds of new objects pressed on him from

every side. The garden had in truth got a strange foreign

aspect ; and the old park which had been his promenade from

youth upwards, and haci long since wearied him by its everlast-

ing sameness, was no longer to be recognised. The knowing

Kurt had judged wisely, that the charm of novelty would have

its influence. The Sultan tried this horticultural metamor-

phosis not by the principles of a critic, but by its first impres-

sion on the senses ; and as these arc easily decoyed into con-

tentment by the bait of singularity, the whole seemed good and

right to him there as he found it. Even the crooked unsym-

inetrical walks, overlaid with hard stamped gravel, gave his

' KalaJ, a shrub, from whose blossoms a liquor is extracted, re-

sembling our cherry-water, and much used in domestic medicine. Ba-
hohab, a sort of fruit, in great esteem among the Egyptians.

Various sorts of sailing craft in use there.

VOL. I. K
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feet an elastic force, and a light firm tread, accustomed as he

wab to move on nothing else but Persian carpetb, or on the soft

greensward. He could not satisfy himself with wandering up
and down the labyrinthic walks ; and he showed himself espe-

cially contented with the rich variety of wild flowers, which had

been fostered and cultivated with the greatest care, though they

were blossoming of their own accord, outside the wall, with

equal luxuriance and in greater multitude.

At last, having placed himself upon a seat, he turned to

the Shiek with a cheerful countenance, and said :
" Iviamel,

thou hast not deceived my expectation : I well anticipated that

thou wouldst transform me this old park into something singu-

lar, and diverse from the fashion of the land; and now I will

not hide my satisfaction from thee. Melechsala may accept

thy work as a garden after the manner of the Franks."

The Shiek, when he heard his despot talk in this dialect,

marvelled much that all things took so well ; and blessed him-

self that he had held his tongue, and retained his defensive ora-

tion to himself. Perceiving that the Sultan seemed to look

upon the whole as his invention, he directly turned the rudder

of his talk to the favourable breeze which was rustling his sails,

and spoke thus :
" Puissant Commander of the Faithful, be it

known to thee that thy obedient slave took thought with him-

self day and night how he might produce out of this old date-

grove, at thy ucck and order, something unexampled, the like of

which had never been in Egypt before. Doubtless it was an in-

spiration of the Prophet that suggested the idea of planning it

according to the pattern of Paradise ; for I trusted, that by so

doing I should not fail to meet the intention of thy Highness."

The worthy Sultan's conception of the Paradise, which to

all appearance by the course of nature he must soon become
possessed of, liad still been exceedingly confused ; or rather,

like the favoured of fortune, who take their ease in this lower

world, he had never troubled himself much about the other.

But whenever any Dervish or Iman, or other spiritual person,

mentioned Paradise, some image of his old park used to rise

on his fancy ; and the park was not by any means his fa-

vourite scene. Now, however, his imagination had been steered

on quite a different tack. The new picture of his future hap-

piness filled his soul with joy ; at least he could now suppose
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that Paradise might not be so dull as he had hitherto figured it

:

and believing that he now possessed a model of it on the small

scale, he formed a high opinion of the garden ; and expressed

this forthwith, by directly making Shick Kiamel a Bey, and

presenting 'him with a splendid caftan. Your thorough-paced

courtier belies his nature in no quarter of the world : Kiamel,

without the slightest hesitation, modestly appropriated the re-

ward of a service which his functionary had performed ; not

uttering a syllabic about him to the Sultan, and thinking him
rather too liberally rewarded by a few aspers which he added

to his daily pay.

About the time when the Sun enters the Ram, a celestial

phenomenon, which in our climates is the watch-word for win-

ter to commence his operation ; but under the milder sky of

Egypt announces the fmest season of the year, the Flower of

the World stept forth into the garden which had been prepared

for her, and found it altogether to her foreign taste. She her-

self was, in truth, its greatest ornameflt : any scene where she

had wandered, had it been a desert in Arabia the Stony, or a

Greenland ice-tield, would, in the eyes of a gallant person,

have been changed into Elysium at her appearance. The
wilderness of flowers, which chance had mingled in intermin-

able rows, gave equal occupation to her eye and her spirit

:

the disorder itself she assimilated, by her sprightly allegories,

to methodical arrangement.

According to the custom of the country, every time she

entered the garden, all specimens of the male sex, planters,

diggers, water-carriers, were expelled by her guard of Eunuchs.

The Grace for whom our artist worked was thus hidden from

his eyes, much as he could have wished for once to behold this

Flower of the World, which had so long been a riddle in his

botauy. But as the Princess used to overstep the fashions of

the East in many points, so by degrees, while she grew to like

the garden more and more, and to pay it several visits daily,

she began to feel obstructed and annoyed by the attendance

of her guard sallying out before her in solemn parade, as if

the Sultan had been riding to Mosque in the Bairam festival.

She frequently appeared alone, or leaning on the arm Oi some
favourite waiting-woman ; always, however, with a thin veil

over her face, and a little rush basket in her hand : she wan-
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dered up and down the walks, plucking flowers, which, accord-

ing to custom, she arranged into emblems of her thoughts, and
distributed among her people.

One morning, before the hot season of the day, while the

dewdrops were still reflecting all the colours of the rainbow

from the grass, she visited her Tempo to enjoy the cool morn-

ing air, just as her gardener was employed in lifting from the

ground some faded plants, and replacing them by others newly

blown, which he was carefully transporting in flower-pots, and
then cunningly inserting in the soil with all their appurten-

ances, as if by a magic vegetation they had started from the

bosom of the earth in a single night. The Princess noticed

with pleasure this pretty deception of the senses, and having

now found out the secret of the flowers which she plucked

away being daily succeeded by fresh ones, so that there was

never any want, she thought of turning her discovery to ad-

vantage, and instructing the gardener how and when to ar-

range them, and make fhem blossom. On raising his eyes,

the Count beheld this female Angel, whom he took for the pos-

sessor of the garden, for she was encircled with celestial charms

as with a halo. He was so surprised by this appearance that

he dropped a flower-pot from his hands, forgetful of the pre-

cious colocassia contained in it, which ended its tender life aj

tragically as the Sieur Pilastre do Rosier, though both only fell

into the bosom of their mother Earth.

The Count stood petrified like a statue without life or mo-

tion ; one might have broken ofl'his nose, as the Turks do with

stone statues in temples and gardens, and never have aroused

him. Ihit the sweet voice of the Princess, who opened her

purple lips, recalled him to his senses. " Christian," said she,

" be not afraid ! It is my blame that thou art here beside me ;

go forward with thy work, and order thy flowers as I shall bid

thee."—" Glorious Flower of the World !" replied the gardener,

" in whose splendour all the colours of this blossomy creation

wax pale, thou rcigncst here as in thy firmament, like the vStar-

qucen on the battlements of Heaven. Let thy nod enliven the

hand of the hap])icst among thy slaves, who kisses his fetters,

so thou think him worthy to perform thy commands." The
Princess had not expected that a slave would open his mouth

to her, still less pay lici compliments, and her cycb had been
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directed rather to the flowers than the planter. She now

deigned to cast a glance on him, and was astonished to behold

a man of the most noble form, surpassing in mascuhne grace

all that she had ever seen or dreamed of.

Count Ernst of Gleichen had been celebrated for his manly

beauty over all Germany. At the tournament of Wiirzburg,

lie had been the hero of the dames. When he raised his visor

to take air, the running of the boldest spearman was lost for

every female eye ; all looked on him alone ; and when he closed

his helmet to begin a course, the chastest bosom heaved higher,

and all hearts beat anxious sympathy with the lordly Knight.

The partial hand of the Duke of Bavaria's love-sick niece h.nd

crowned him with a guerdon, which the young man blushed to

receive. His seven years' durance in the Grated Towei, had

indeed paled his blooming cheeks, relaxed his firm-set limbs,

and dulled the fire of his eyes ; but the enjoyment of the free

atmosphere, and Labour, the playmate of Health, had now
made good the loss, with interest. He v/as flourishing like a

laurel, which has pined throughout the long winter in the green-

house, and at the return of spring sends forth new leaves, and

gets a fair verdant crown.

With her predilection for all foreign things, the Princess

rould not help contemplating with satisfaction the attractive

t^igure of the stranger ; and it never struck her that the sight ot

an Kndymion may have quite another influence on a maiden's

heart, than the creation of a milliner, set up for show in her

booth. With kind gentle voice, she gave her handsome gar-

dener orders how to manage the arrangement of his flowers ;

often asked his own advice respecting it, and talked with him

so long as any horticultural idea was in her head. She left him

at length, but scarcely was she gone five paces when she turned

to give him fresh commissions ; and as she took a promenade
along the serpentine-walk, she called him again to her, and put

new questions to him, and proposed new improvements before

she went away. As the day began to cool, she again felt the

want of fresh air, and scarcely had the sun returned to gild the

waxing Nile, when a wish to see the awakening flowers unfold

their blossoms, brought her back into the garden. Day after

day her love of fresh air and awakening flowers increased ; and

in these visits she never failed to go directly to the place where
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her florist was labourinfj, and give him new orders, which he

strove punctually and speedily to execute.

One day the Bostangi,^ when she came to see him, was not

to be found ; she wandered up and down the intertwisted walks,

regardless of the flowers that were blooming around her, and,

by the high tints of their colours and the balmy air of their per-

fumes, as if striving with each other to attract her attention
;

she expected him behind every bush, searched every branching

plant that might conceal him, fancied she should find him in

the grotto, and, on his failing to appear, made a pilgrimage to

all the groves in the garden, hoping to surprise him somewhere
asleep, and enjoying the embarrassment which he would feel

when she awoke him ; but the head-gardener nowhere met her

eye. By chance she came upon the stoical Viet, the Count's

Groom, a dull piece of mechanism, whom his master had been

able to make nothing out of but a drawer of water. On per-

ceiving her, he wheeled with his water-cans to the left-about,

that he might not meet her, but she called him to her, and
asked, Where the Bostangi was? "Where else," said he, in

his sturdy way, "but in the hands of the Jewish quack-salver,

who will sweat the soul from his body in a trice ?" These tid-

ings cut the lovely Princess to the heart, for she had never

dreamed that it was sickness which prevented her Bostangi

from appearing at his post. She immediately returned to her

palace, where her women saw, with consternation, that the

serene brow of their mistress was overcast, as when the moist

breath of the south wind has dimmed the jnirror of the sky,

and the hovering vapours have collected into clouds. In retir-

ing to the Seraglio, she had plucked a variety of flowers, but

all were of a mournful character, and bound with cypress and
rosemary, indicating clearly enough the sadness of her mood.

.She did the same for several days, which brought her council

of women into much perplexity, and many deep debates about

the cause of their fair Melechsala's grief; but withal, as in fe-

male consultations too often happens, they arrived at no conclu-

sion, as in calling for the vote there was such a dissonance of

opinions, that no harmonious note could be discovered in them.

The truth was. Count I\rnst's too zealous efforts to anticipate

every nod of the Princess, and realise whatever she exprer.sed

• 1 1 eail [hardener
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the faintest hint of, had so acted on a frame unused to labour,

that his health suft'ered under it, and he was seized with a fever.

Yet the Jewish pupil of Galen, or rather the Count's fine con-

stitution, mastered the disease, and in a few days he was able

to resume his tasks. The instant the Princess noticed him,

the clouds fled away from her brow ; and her female senate, to

whom her melancholy humour had remained an inexplicable

riddle, now unanimously voted that some flower-plant, ofwhose
progress she had been in doubt, had now taken root and begun

to thrive,—a conclusion not inaccurate, if taken allegorically.

Princess Melechsala was still as innocent in heart as she

had come from the hands of Nature. She had never got the

smallest warning or foreboding of the rogueries, which Amor
is wont to play on inexperienced beauties. Hitherto, on

the whole, there has been a want of Hints for Prmcesses atid

Afaii/ens in regard to love ; though a satisfactory theory of that

kind might do infinitely greater service to the world than any
Hintsfor tlie Iitst)-ncto7-s of Princes j*^ a class of persons who
regard no hint, however broad, nay sometimes take it ill

;

whereas maidens never fail to notice every hint, and pay heed
to it, their perception being finer, and a secret hint precisely

their affair. The Princess was still in the first novitiate of love,

and had not the slightest knowledge of its mysteries. She
therefore yielded wholly to her feelings, without scrupling in

the least, or ever calling a Divan of the three confidantes of

her heart. Reason, Prudence and Reflection, to deliberate on

the business. Had she done so, doubtless the concern she

felt in the circumstances of the P.ostangi would have indicated

to her that the germ of an unknown passion was already vege-

tating strongly in her heart, and Reason and Reflection would
have whispered to her that this passion was love. Wliether in

the Count's heart there was any similar process going on in

secret, we have no diplomatic evidence before us : his over-

anxious zeal to execute the commands of his mistress might
excite some such conjecture ; and if so, a bunch of Lovage
with a withered stalk of Honesty, tied up together, might have
befitted him as an allegorical nosegay. Perhaps, however, it

was nothing but an innocent chivalrous feeling which occa-

* Allusion to a small Treati-^e, which, about the time Musasus
wi-ote his story, had appeared under that title.—WiELAND.
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sioiied this distinguished alacrity ; for in those times il was the

most inviolable law of Knighthood, that its professors should

in all things rigorously conform to the injunctions of the fair.

No day now passed without the good Melechsala's holding

trustful conversation with her Bostangi. The soft tone of her

voice delighted his ear, and every one of her expressions seemed
to say something flattering to him. Had he been endowed
with the self-confidence of a court lord, he would have turned

so fair a situation to profit for making farther advances : but

he constantly restrained himself within the bounds of modesty.

And as the Princess was entirely inexperienced in the science

of coquetry, and knew not how to set about encouraging the

timid shepherd to the stealing of her heart, the whole intrigue

revolved upon the axis of mutual good-will ; and might un-

doubtedly have long continued so revolving, had not Chance,

which we all know commonly officiates as pri)num inobile in

every change of things, ere long given the scene another form.

About sunset, one very beautiful day, the Princess visited

the garden ; her soul was as bright as the horizon ; she talked

delightfully with her Bostangi about many indifferent matters,

for the mere purpose of speaking to him ; and after he had
filled her flower-basket, she seated herself in a grove, and
bound up a nosegay, with which she presented him. The
Count, as a mark of reverence to his fair mistress, fastened it,

with a look of surprise and delight, to the breast of his wai^^t-

coat, without ever dreaming that the flowers might have a secret

import ; for these hieroglyphic; were hidden from his eyes, as

from the eyes of a discerning public the secret wheel-work of

the famous Wooden Chess-player. And as the Princess did

not afterwards expound that secret import, it has withered

away with the blossoms, and been lost to the knowledge of

posterity. Meanwhile she herself supposed that the language

of flowers must be as plain to all mortals as their mother-

tongue ; she never doubled, therefore, but her favourite had
underslo(jd the whole quite right ; and as he looked at her

with su( h an air of reverence when he took the nosegay, she

accepted his gestures as expressions of modest thanks for the

praise of his activity and zeal, which, in all probability, the

flowers had been meant to convey. She now took a thought

ijf putting his inventiveness to proof in h^^r turn, and trying
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whether in this flowery dialect of thanks he could pay a pretty

compliment ; or, in a word, translate the present aspect of his

countenance, which betrayed the feelings of his heart, into

flower-writing ; and accordingl)-, she asked him for a nosegay

of his composition. The Count, affected by such a proof of con-

descending goodness, darted to the end of the garden, into a

remote greenhouse, where he had established his flower-d^pot,

and out of which he was in the habit of transferring his plants

to the soil as they came into blossom, without stirring them
from their pots. There chanced to be an aromatic plant just

then in bloom, a flower named Mushirumii by the Arabs,

and which hitherto had not appeared in the garden. With
this novelty Count Ernst imagined he might give a little harm-

less pleasure to his fair florist ; and accordingly, for want

of a salver, having put a broad fig-leaf under it, he held it to

her on his knees, with a look expressive of humility, yet claim-

ing a little merit ; for he thought to earn a word of praise by

it. But, with the utmost consternation, he perceived that the

Princess turned away her face, and, so far as he could notice

through the veil, cast down her eyes as if ashamed, and looked

on the ground, without uttering a word. She hesitated, and
seemed embarrassed in accepting it ; not deigning to cast a

look on it, but laying it beside her on the seat. Her gay

humour had departed ; she assumed a majestic attitude, an-

nouncing haughty earnestness ; and after a few moments left

the grove, without taking any farther notice of her favourite,

not, however, leaving her MitshiniDU Ijehind her, but carefully

conceahng it under her veil.

The Count was thunderstruck at this enigmatiqal catastro-

phe ; he could not for his life understand the meaning of this

behaviour, and continued sitting on his knees, in the position

of a man doing penance, for some time after his Princess had
left the place. It grieved him to the heart that he should have
displeased and alienated this divinity, whom, for her conde-

scending kindness, he venerated as a Saint of Heaven. When
his first consternation had subsided, he slunk home to his

dwelling, timid and rueful, like a man conscious of some
heavy crime. The mettled Kurt had supper on the table ; but

his master would not bite, and kept forking about in the plate,

' Hyadnihus MuscaH.
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without carrying a morsel to his lips. By this the trusty

Dapifer perceived that all was not right with the Count ;

wherefore he vanished speedily from the room, and uncorked

a flask of Chian wine ; which Grecian care-dispeller did not

fail in its effect. The Count became communicative, and dis-

closed to his faithful Squire the adventure in the garden.

Their speculations on it were protracted to a late hour, with-

out affording any tenable hypothesis for the displeasure of the

Princess ; and as with all their pondering nothing- could be

discovered, master and servant betook them to repose. The
latter found it without difficulty ; the former sought it in vain,

and watched throughout the painful night, till the dawn re-

called him to his employments.

At the hour when Melechsala used to visit him, the Count

kept an eager eye on the entrance, but the door of the Seraglio

did not open. He waited the second day ; then the third :

the door of the Seraglio was as if walled up within. Had not

the Count of Gleichen been a sheer idiot in flower-language,

he would readily have found the key to this surprising be-

haviour of the Princess. By presenting the flower to her, he

had, in fact, without knowing a syllable of the matter, made a

formal declaration of love, and that in no Platonic sense. For

when an Arab lover, by some trusty hand, privily transmits a

Mushirumi flower to his mistress, he gives her credit for

penetration enough to discover the only rhyme which exists in

the Arabian language for the word. This rhyme is Ydskerioni,

which, delicately rendered, means reward of love. '^ To this

invention it must be conceded, that there cannot be a more

compendious method of proceeding in the business than this

of the; Muxhiruini, whicli might well deserve the imitation of

our Western lovers. The wiiole insipid scribbling of Billt'tx-

doiir, whicli often cost their authors so much toil and brain-

beating, often when they come into the wrong hand are piti-

lessly mangled by hanl-hearted jesters, often by the fair

receivers themselves mistreated or falsely interpreted, might

by this means be disjiensed with. It need not be objected

that the Mushirumi, or Musradine-Iiyaciut/t, flowers but rarely

and for a short time in our climates ; because an imitation

of it n>ight be made by our i'arisian or native gumflower-

• Hasselquist's Travels in Palestine.
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makers, to supply the wants of lovers at all seasons of the

year ; and an inland trade in this domestic manufacture might

easily afford better profit than our present speculations with

America. Nor would a Chevalier in Europe have to dread

that the presenting of so eloquent a flower might be charged

upon him as a capital offence, for which his life might have to

answer, as in the East could very simply happen. Had not

Princess Melechsala been so kind and soft a soul, or had not

omnipotent Love subdued the pride of the Sultan's daughter,

the Count, for this flower-gallantry, innocently as on his part it

was intended, must have paid with his head. But the Princess

was in the main so little indignant at receiving this expressive

flower, that on the contrary the fancied proffer struck a chord

in her heart, which had long been vibrating before, and drew
from it a melodious tone. Yet her virgin modesty was hard put

to proof, when her favourite, as she supposed, presumed to en-

treat of her the reward of love. It was on this account that

she had turned away her face at his proposal. A purple blush,

which the veil had hidden from the Count, overspread her ten-

der cheeks, her snow-white bosom heaved, and her heart beat

higher beneath it. Bashfulness and tenderness were fighting

a fierce battle within it, and her embarrassment was such that

she could not utter a word. For a time she had been in doubt

what to do with the perplexini; Mushirumi ; to disdain it, was
to rob her lover of all hope ; to accept it, was the promise
that his wishes should be granted. The balance of resolution

wavered, now to this side, now to thiit, till at length love de-

cided ; she took the flower with her, and this at least secured

the Count's head, in the first place. But in her solitary cham-
ber, there doubtless ensued much deep deliberation about the

consequences which this step might produce ; and the situation

of the Princess was the more difficult, that in her ignorance of

the concerns of the heart, she knew not how to act of herself

;

and durst not risk disclosing the affair to any other, if she

would not leave the life of her beloved and her own fate at the

caprice of a third party.

It is easier to watch a goddess at the bath than to pene-

trate the secrets of an Oriental Princess in the bedchamber of

the Seraglio. It is therefore difficult for the historian to de-

termine whether Melechsala left the Mu%hirumi which she had
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accepted of to wither on her drefising-table ; or put it in fresh

water, to preserve it for the solace of her eyes as long as possi-

ble. In like manner, it is difficult to discover whether this fair

Princess spent the night asleep, with gay dreams dancing

round her, or awake, a victim to the wasting cares of love.

The latter is more probable, since early in the morning there

arose great dole and lamentation in the Palace, as the Princess

made her appearance with pale cheeks and languid eyes ; so

that her female council dreaded the approach of grievous sick-

ness. The Court Physician was called in ; the same bearded

Hebrew who had floated off the Count's fever in his sweat-

bath ; he was now to examine the pulse of a more delicate

patient. According to the custom of the country, she was
lying on a sofa, with a large screen in front of it, provided

with a little opening, through which she stretched her beauti-

fully turned arm, twice and three times wrapt with fine muslin,

to protect it from the profane glance of a masculine eye.

" God help me !" whispered the Doctor into the chief waiting-

woman's ear : "Things have a bad look with her Highness ;

the pulse is quivering like a mouse-tail." At the same time,

with practical policy, he shook his head dubitatingly, as cun-

ning doctors are wont ; ordered abundance of Kalaf and other

cordials, and with a shrug of the shoulders predicted a danger-

ous fever.

Nevertheless, these alarming symptoms, which the medical

gentleman considered as so many heralds announcing the ap-

proach of a malignant distemper, appeared to be nothing more
than the consequences of a bad night's-rest ; for the patient

having taken her sir's/a about noon, found herself, to the

Israelite's astonishment, out of danger in the evening ; needed

no more drugs, and by the orders of her yf'^sculapius was re-

quired merely to keep quiet for a day or two. This space she

employed in maturely deliberating her intrigue, and devising

ways and means for fulfilling the demands of the Mitxhrninu.

.She was diligently occupied, inventing, proving, choosing and
rejecting. One hour fancy smoothed away the most impass-

able mountains ; and the next, she saw nothing but clefts and
abvsses, from the brink of wiiicli she shuddered liack, and over

v.liirh the l)oldesl iniaginiilion could not build a bridge. Yet

on all these rorks of oflenre she groundi^d the firm resolution
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to obey the feelings of her heart, cornc what come might ; a piect

of heroism, not unusual with Mother Kve's daughters ; which in

the mean time they often pay for with the happiness and con-

tentment of their lives.

The bolted gate of the Seraglio at last went up, and the

fair Melechsala again passed through it into the garden, like

the gay Sun through the portals of the East. The Count ob-

served her entrance from behind a grove of ivy ; and there

began a knocking in his heart as in a mill ; a thumping and

hammering as if he had just run a race. Was it joy, was it

fear, or anxious expecting of what this visit would announce to

him—forgiveness or disfavour ? Who can unfold so accurately

the heart of man, as to trace the origin and cause of every

start and throb in this irritable muscle ? In short. Count Ernst

did feel considerable palpitations of the heart, so soon as he

descried the Princess from afar ; but of their Whence or Wh)',

he could give his own mind no account. She very soon dis-

missed her suite ; and from all the circumstances it was clear

that poetical anthology was not her business in the present

case. She bent her course to the giove ; and as the Count

was not playing hide-and-seek with much adroitness or zeal,

she found him with great ease. While she was still at some

distance, he fell upon his knees with mute eloquence before

her, not venturing to raise his eyes, and looked as ruefully as

a delinquent when the judge is ready to pass sentence on him.

The Princess, however, with a soft voice and friendly gesture,

said to hitn :
" Bostangi, rise and follow me into this grove."

Bostangi obeyed in silence ; and she having taken her seat,

spoke thus :
" The will of the Prophet be done ! I have called

on him three days and three nights long, to direct me by a

sign if my conduct were wavering between error and folly.

He is silent; and approves the purpose of the Ringdove to

free the captive Linnet from the chain with which he toilsomely

draws water, and to nestle by his side. The Daughter of the

Sultan has not disdained the Mnshirmni from thy fettered

hand. My lot is cast ! Loiter not in seeking the Iman, that

he lead thee to the Mosque, and confer on thee the Seal of

the Faithful. Then will my Father, at my request, cause thee

to grow as the Nile-stream, when it oversteps its narrow

banks, and pours itself into the valley. And when thou art
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governing a Province as its Bey, thou mayst confidently raise

thy eyes to the throne : the Sultan will not reject the son-in-

law whom the Prophet has appointed for his daughter."

Like the conjuration of some potent Fairy, this address

again transformed the Count into the image of a stone statue
;

he gazed at the Princess without life or motion ; his cheeks

grew pale, and his tongue was chained. On the whole, he

had caught the meaning ol the speech : but how he was to

reach the unexpected honour of becoming the Sultan of Egypt's

son-in-law was an unfathomable mystery. In this predicament,

he certainly, for an accepted wooer, did not make the most

imposing figure in the world ; but awakening love, like the

rising sun, coats everything with gold. The Princess took his

dumb astonishment for excess of rapture, and attributed his

visible perplexity of spirit to the overwhelming feeling of his

unexpected success. Yet in her heart there arose some virgin

scruples lest she might have gone too fast to work with the

ultimatum of the courtship, and outrun the expectations of her

lover ; therefore she again addressed him, and said ;
" Thou

art silent, Bostangi ? Let it not surprise thee that the per-

fume oi thy Mus/itrumi hvcdihcs back on thee the odour of

my feelings ; in the curtain of deceit my heart has never been

shrouded. Ought I by wavering hope to increase the toil of

the steep path, which thy foot must climb before the bridal

chamber can be opened to thee ?"

During this speech the Count had found time to recover

his senses ; he roused himself, like a warrior from sleep when

the alarm is sounded in the camp. " Resplendent Flower of

the East," said he, " how shall the tiny herb that grows among
the thorns presume lo blosom under thy shadow ? Would not

the watchful hand of the gardener pluck it out as an unseemly

weed, and cast it forth, to be trodden under foot on the high-

way, or withered in the scorching sun ? If a breath of air stir

up the dust, that it soil thy royal diadem, are not a hundred

hands in instant employment wiping it away? How should a

slave desire the precious fruit, which ripens in the garden of

the Sultan for the palate of Princes ? At thy command 1

sought a pleasant flower for thee, and found the Mnshirnmi,

the name of which was as unknown to me, as its secret import

still is. Think iiol that I nic.inl aught with it but to obey thee."
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This response distorted the fair plan of the Princess very

considerably. She had not expected that it could be possible

for a European not to combine with the Mushiruini, when
presented to a lady, the same thought which the two other

quarters of the world unite with it. The error was now clear

as day ; but love, which had once for all taken root in her

heart, now dextrously winded and turned the matter ; as a

seamstress does a piece of work which she has cut wrong, till

at last she makes ends meet notwithstanding. The Princess

concealed her embarrassment by the playing of her fair hands

with the hem of her veil ; and, after a few moments' silence,

she said, with gentle gracefulness: "Thy modesty resembles

the night-violet, which covets not the glitter of the sun, yet is

loved for its aromatic odour. A happy chance has been the

interpreter of thy heart, and elicited the feelings of mine. They
are no longer hid from thee. Follow the doctrine of the Pro-

phet, and thou art on the way to gain thy wish."

The Count now began to perceive the connection of the

matter more and more distinctly ; the darkness vanished from

his mind by degrees, as the shades of night before the dawn.

Here, then, the Tempter, whom, in the durance of the Grated

Tower, he had expected under the mask of a horned satyr, or

a black shrivelled gnome, appeared to him in the figure of

winged Cupid, and was employing all his treacherous arts,

persuading him to deny his faith, to forsake his tender spouse,-

and forget the pledges of her chaste love. " It stands in thy

power," said he, "to change thy iron fetters with the kind ties

of love. The first beauty in the world is smiling on thee, and
with her the enjoyment of all earthly happiness ! A flame, pure

as the fire of Vesta, burns for thee in her bosom, and would

waste her life, should folly and caprice overcloud thy soul to

the refusing her favour. Conceal thy faith a little while under

the turban ; Father Gregory has water enough in his absolu-

tion-cistern to wash thee clean from such a sin. Who knows
but thou mayest earn the merit of saving the pure maiden's

soul, and leading it to the Heaven for which it was intended?"

To this deceitful oration the Count would willingly have lis-

tened longer, had not his good Angel twitched him by the ear,

and warned him to give no farther heed to the voice of tempta-

tion. So he thought that he must not speak with flesh and
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blood any longer, but by one bold effort gam the victory over

himself. The word died away more than once in his mouth
;

but at last he took heart, and said : "The longing of the wan-

derer, astray in the Libyan wilderness, to cool his parched lips

m the fountains of the Nile, but aggravates the torments of his

thirsty heart, when he must still languish in the torrid waste.

Therefore think not, O best and gentlest of thy sex, that such

a wish has awakened within me, which, like a gnawing worm,
would consume my heart, since I could not nourish it with

hope. Know that, in my home, I am already joined by the

indissoluble tie of marriage to a virtuous wife, and her three

tender children lisp their father's name. How could a heart,

torn asunder by sadness and longing, aspire to the Pearl of

Beauty, and offer her a divided love ?"

This explanation was distinct ; and the Count believed that,

as it were by one stroke, and in the spirit of true knighthood,

he had ended this strife of love. He conceived that the Prin-

cess would now see her over-hasty error, and renounce her

plan. But here he was exceedingly mistaken. The Princess

could not bring herself to think that the Count, a young bloom-

ing man, could be without eyes for her; she knew that she was

lovely; and this frank exposition of the state of his heart made
no impression on her whatever. According to the fashion of

her country, she had no thought of appropriating to herself

the sole possession of it; for, in the parabolic sport of the Se-

raglio, she had often heard, that man's love is like a thread of

silk, which may be split and parted, so that every filament

shall still remain a whole. In truth, a sensible similitude
;

which the wit of our Occidental ladies has never yet lighted

on ! Her father's Harem had also, from her earliest years, set

before her numerous instances of sociality in love ; the favour-

ites of the Sultan lived there with one another in the kindesf

unity.

" Thou naincst mc the Flower of the World," replied the

Princess ;
" but behold, in this garden there are many" flowers

blossoming beside me, to delight eye and heart by their variety

of loveliness ; nor do I forbid thee to partake in this enjoy-

ment along with mc. Should I require of thee, in thy own gar-

den, to jilant but a single flower, with the constant sight of

which thy eye would grcnv weary .'' Thy wife shall be sharer
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of the happiness I am providing for thee ; thou shalt bring her

into thy Harem ; to me she shall be welcome ; for thy sake she

shall become my dearest companion, and for thy sake she will

love me in return. Her little children also shall be mine ; I

will give them shade, that they bud pleasantly, and take root

in this foreign soil."

The doctrine of Toleration in Love lias, in our enlightened

century, made far slower progress than that of Toleration in

Religion ; otherwise this declaration of the Princess could not

seem to my fair readers so repulsive, as in all probability it

will. But Melechsala was an Oriental ; and under that mild

sky, Megaera Jealousy has far less influence on the lovelier half

of the species than on the stronger ; whom, in return, she does

indeed rule with an iron sceptre.

Count Ernst was affected by this meek way of thinking
;

and who knows what he might have resolved on, could he

have depended on an equal liberality of sentiment from his

Ottilia at home, and contrived in any way to overleap the

other stone of stumbling which fronted him,—the renunciation

of his creed ? He by no means hid this latter difficulty from

the goddess who was courting him so frankly ; and, easy as it

had been for her to remove all previous obstacles, the present

was beyond her skill. The confidential session was adjourned,

without any settlement of this contested point. When the

conference broke up, the proposals stood as in a frontier con-

ference between two neighbouring states, where neither party

will relinquish his rights, and the adjustment of the matter is

postponed to another term, while the commissioners in the in-

terim again live in peace with each other, and enjoy good cheer

together.

In the secret conclave of the Count, the mettled Kurt, as

we know, had a seat and vote ; his master opened to him in

the evening the whole progress of his adventure, for he was

much disquieted ; and it is very possible that some spark of

love may have sputtered over from the heart of the Princess

into his, too keen for the ashes of his lawful fire to quench.

An absence of seven years, the relinquished hope of ever being

re-united with the first beloved, and the offered opportunity of

occupying the heart as it desires, are three critical circum-

stances, which, in so active a substance as love, may easily pro-

VOL. I. L
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duce a fermentation that shall quite change its nature. The
sagacious Squire pricked up his ears at hearing of these inter-

esting events ; and, as if the narrow passage of the auditory

nerves had not been sufficient to convey the tidings fast enough
into his brain, he likewise opened the wide doorway of his

mouth, and both heard and tasted the unexpected news with

great avidity. After maturely weighing everything, his vote

ran thus : To lay hold of the seeming hope of release with

both hands, and realise the Princess's plan ; meanwhile, to do
nothing either for it or against it, and leave the issue to Heaven.

"You are blotted out from the book of the living," said he, "in

your native land ; from the abyss of slavery there is no de-

liverance, if you do not hitch yourself up by the rope of love.

Your spouse, good lady, will never return to your embraces. If,

in seven years, sorrow for your loss has not overpowered her

and cut her off. Time has overpowered her sorrow, and she is

happy by the side of another. But, to renounce your religion !

That is a hard nut, in good sooth ; too hard for you to crack.

Yet there are means for this, too. In no country on Earth is

it the custom for the wife to teach the husband what road to

take for Heaven ; no, she follows his steps, and is led and
guided by him as the cloud by the wind ; looks neither to the

right hand nor to the left, nor behind her, like Lot's wife, who
was changed into a pillar of salt : for where the husband arrives,

there is her abode. I have a wife at home, too ; but think you,

if I were stuck in Purgatory, she would hesitate to follow me,

and waft fresh air upon my poor soul with her fan ? So, depend

on it, the Princess will renounce her false Prophet. If she

love you truly, she will, to a certainty, be glad to change her

Paradise for ours."

The mettled Kurt added much farther speaking to persuade

his master that he ought not to resist this royal passion, but to

forget all other ties, and free himself from his captivity. It did

not strike him, that by his conlidence in the affection of his

wife, he had recalled to his master's memory the affection of

his own amiable spouse ; a remembrance which it was his

object to abolish. The heart of the Count felt crushed as in

a press ; he rolled to this side and that on his bed ; and his

thoughts and purposes ran athwart each other in the strangest

perplexity, till, towards morning, wearied out by this internal
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tumult, he fell into a dead sleep. He dreamed that his fairest

front-tooth had dropped out, at which he felt great grief and
heaviness of heart ; but on looking at the gap in the mirror,

to see whether it deformed him much, a fresh tooth had grown
forth in its place, fair and white as the rest, and the loss could

not be observed. So soon as he awoke, he felt a wish to have

his dream interpreted. The mettled Kurt soon hunted out a

prophetic Gipsy, who by trade read fortunes from the hand
and brow, and also had the talent of explaining dreams. The
Count related his to her in all its circumstances ; and the dingy

wrinkled Pythoness, after meditating long upon it, opened her

puckered mouth, and said :
" What was dearest to thee death

has taken away, but fate will soon supply thy loss."

Now, then, it was plain that the sage Squire's supposi-

tions had been no idle fancies, but that the good Ottilia, from

sorrow at the loss of her beloved husband, had gone down to

the grave. The afflicted widower, who as little doubted of this

tragic circumstance as if it had been notified to him on black-

edged paper with seal and signature, felt all that a man who
values the integrity of his jaw must feel when he loses a tooth,

which bountiful Nature is about to replace by another ; and
comforted himself under this dispensation with the well-known

balm of widowers :
" It is the will of God ; I must submit to

it !" And now, holding himself free and disengaged, he bent

all his sails, hoisted his flags and streamers, and steered

directly for the haven of happy love. At the next interview,

he thought the Princess lovelier than ever; his looks languished

towards her, and her slender form enchanted his eye, and her

light soft gait was like the gait of a goddess, though she actually

moved the one foot past the other, in mortal wise, and did not,

in the style of goddesses, come hovering along the variegated

sand-walk with unbent limbs. " Bostangi," said she, with me-
lodious voice, " hast thou spoken to the Iman ?" The Count
was silent for a moment ; he cast down his beaming eyes, laid

his hand submissively on his breast, and sank on his knee be-

fore her. In this humble attitude, he answered resolutely :

" Exalted daughter of the Sultan ! my life is at thy nod, but

not my faith. The former I will joyfully offer up to thee ; but

leave me the latter, which is so interwoven with my soul, that

only death can part them." From this, it was apparent to the
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Princess that her tine enterprise was verging towards ship-

wreck ; wherefore she adopted a heroical expedient, undoubt-

edly of far more certain effect than our animal magnetism,

with all its renowned virtues : she unveiled her face. There
stood she, in the full radiance of beauty, like the Sun when he

first raised his head from Chaos to hurl his rays over the

gloomy Earth. Soft blushes overspread her cheeks, and higher

purple glowed upon her lips ; two beautifully-curved arches,

on which love was sporting like the many-coloured Iris on the

rainbow, shaded her spirit -speaking eyes ; and two golden

tresses kissed each other on her lily breast. The Count was
astonished and speechless ; the Princess addressed him, and said:

"See, Bostangi, whether this form pleases thy eyes, and
whether it deserves the sacrifice which I require of thee."

" It is the form of an Angel," answered he, with looks of the

highest rapture, " and deserves to shine, encircled with a glory,

in the courts of the Christian Heaven, compared with which,

the delights of the Prophet's Paradise are empty shadows."

These words, spoken with warmth and visible conviction,

found free entrance into the open heart of the Princess : espe-

cially the glory, it appeared to her, must be a sort of head-dress

that would sit not ill upon the face. Her quick fancy fastened

on this idea, which she asked to have explained ; and the Count

w'J^ all eagerness embraced this opportunity of painting the

Cnristian Heaven to her as charming as he possibly could ; he

chose the loveliest images his mind would suggest ; and spoke

with as much confidence as if he had descended directly from

the place on a mission to the Princess. Now, as it has pleased

the Prophet to endow the fair sex with very scanty expectations

in the other world, our apostolic preacher failed the less in his

intentions ; though it cannot be asserted that he was preeminently

qu.dified for the missionary duty. But whether it were that

Heaven itself favoured the work of conversion, or that the foreign

tastes of the Princess extended to the spiritual conceptions of the

Western nations, or that the person of this Preacher to the

Heathen mixed in the effect, certain it is she was all ear, and

would have listened to her pedagogue with pleasure for many
hours longer, had not the approach of night cut short their les-

son. For the present, she hastily dropped her veil, and retired

to the Seraglio.
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It is a well-known fart, that the children of princes are always

very docile, and make giant steps in every branch of profitable

knowledge, as our Journals often plainly enough testify ; while

the other citizens of this world must content themselves with

dwarf steps. It was not surprising, therefore, that the Sultan

of Egypt's daughter had in a short space mastered the whole

synopsis of Church doctrine as completely as her teacher could

impart it, bating a few heresies, which, in his inacquaintance

with the delicate shades of faith, he had undesignedly mingled

with it. Nor did this acquisition remain a dead letter with her;

it awakened the most zealous wish for proselytising. Accord-

ingly, the plan of the Princess had now in so far altered, that

she no longer insisted on converting the Count, but rather felt

inclined to let herself be converted by him ; and this not only

in regard to unity in faith, but also to the purposed unity in love.

The whole question now was, by what meansthis intention could

be realised. She took counsel with Bostangi, he with the mettled

Kurt, in their nocturnal deliberations on this weighty matter
;

and the latter voted distinctly to strike the iron while it was hot
;

to inform the fair proselyte of the Count's rank and birth
;
pro-

pose to her to run away with him ; instantly to cross the water

for the European shore ; and live together in Thuringia as

Christian man and wife.

The Count clapped loud applause to this well-grounded

scheme of his wise Squire ; it was as if the mettled Kurt had
read it in his master's eyes. Whether the fulfilment of it might

be clogged with difticulties or not, was a point not taken into

view in the first fire of the romantic project: Love removes all

mountains, overleaps walls and trenches, bounds across abyss

and chasm, and steps the barrier of a city as lightly as it does

a straw. At the next lecture, the Count disclosed the plan to

his beloved catechumena.

"Thou reflection of the Holy Virgin," said he, "chosen of

Heaven from an outcast people, to gain the victory over preju-

dice and error, and acquire a lot and inheritance in the Abodes
of Felicity, hast thou the courage to forsake thy native country,

then prepare for speedy flight. I will >',uide thee to Rome,
where dwells the Porter of Heaven, .St. Peter's deputy, to whom
are committed the keys of Heaven's "ate ; that he may receive

thee into the bosom of the Cliurrh, and ble-os the covenant ol
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our love. Fear not that thy father's potent arm may reach us

;

every cloud above our heads will be a ship manned with angelic

hosts, with diamond shields and flaming swords ; invisible in-

deed to mortal eye, but armed with heavenly might, and ap-

pointed to watch and guard thee. Nor will I conceal any longer,

that I am, by birth and fortune, all that the Sultan's favour

could make me ; a Count, that is a Bey born, who rules over

land and people. The limits ofmy lordship include towns and

villages
;
palaces also and strongholds. Knights and squires

obey me ; horses and carriages stand ready for my service. In

my native land, thou thyself, enclosed by no walls of a seraglio,

shalt live and rule in freedom as a queen."

This oration of the Count the Princess thought a message

from above ; she entertained no doubts of his truth ; and it

seemed to please her that the Ringdove was to nestle, not beside

a Linnet, laut beside a bird of the family of the Eagle. Her

warm fancy was filled with such sweet anticipations, that she

consented, with all the alacrity of the Children of Israel, to for-

sake the land of Egypt, as if a new Canaan, in another quarter

of the world, had been waiting her beyond the sea. Confident

in the protection of tlie unseen life-guard promised to her, she

would have followed her conductor from the precincts of the

Palace forthwith, had he not instructed her that many prepara-

tions were required, before the great enterprise could be engaged

in with any hope of a happy issue.

Among all privateering transactions by sea or land, there is

none more ticklish, or combined with greater difficulties, than

that of kidnapping the Grand Signior's favourite from liis arms.

Such a masterstroke could only be imagined by the teeming

fancy of a W*z*l,y nor could any but a Kakerlak achieve it.

Yet the undertaking of Count Ernst of Gleichen to carry off the

Sultan of Egypt's daughter, was environed with no fewer diffi-

culties ; and as these two heroes come, to a certain extent, into

competition in this matter, we must say, that the adventure of

the Count was infinitely bolder, seeing everything proceeded

merely by the course of Nature, and no serviceable F'airy put a

finger in the pie : nevertheless, the result of both these cor-

responding enterprises, in the one as well as in the other, came

•
J. K. Wetzel, autlioi of some plays and novels; among the latter,

of Kakerlak.—Eu.
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about entirely to the wish of parties. The Princess filled her

jewel-box sufficiently with precious stones ; changed her royal

garment with a Kaftan ; and one evening, under the safe-con-

duct of her beloved, his trusty Squire and the phlegmatic Water-

drawer, glided forth from the Palace into the Garden, unob-

served, to enter on her far journey to the West. Her absence

could not long remain concealed ; her women sought her, as

the proverb runs, like a lost pin ; and as she did not come to

light, the alarm in the Seraglio became boundless. Hints here

and there had already been dropped, and surmises made, about

the private audiences of the Bostangi ; supposition and fact

were strung together ; and the whole produced, in sooth, no

row of pearls, but the horrible discovery of the real nature of

the case. The Divan of Dames had nothing for it but to send

advice of the occurrence to the higher powers. Father Sultan,

whom the virtuous Melechsala, everything considered, might

have spared this pang, and avoided flying her country to make
purchase of a glory, demeaned himself at this intelligence like

an infuriated lion, who shakes his brown mane with dreadful

bellowing, when by the uproar of the hunt, and the baying of

the hounds, he is frightened from his den. He swore by the

Prophet's beard that he would utterly destroy every living soul

in the Seraglio, if at sunrise the Princess were not again in her

father's power. The Mameluke guard had to mount, and gallop

towards the four winds, in chase of the fugitives, by every road

from Cairo ; and a thousand oars were lashing the broad back

of the Nile, in case she might have taken a passage by water.

Under such ellorts, to elude the far-stretching arm of the

Sultan was impossible, unless the Count possessed the secret of

rendering himself and his travelling party invisible ; or the mira-

culous gift of smiting all Egypt with blindness. But of these

talents neither had been lent him. Only the mettled Kurt had
taken certain measures, which, in regard to their effect, might

supply the place of miracles. He had rendered his flying cara-

van invisible, by the darkness of an unlighted cellar in the

house of Adullam the sudorific Hebrew. This Jewish Hermes
did not satisfy himself with practising the healing art to good
advantage, but drew profit likewise from the gift which he had
received by inheritance from his fathers ; and thus honoured

Mercury in all his three qualities, of Patron to Doctors, to
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Merchants, and to Thieves. He drove a great trade in spi caries

and herbs with the Venetians, from which he had acquired

much wealth ; and he disdained no branch of business where

by anything was to be made. This worthy IsraeHte, who for

money and money's worth, stood ready, without investigating

moral tendencies, for any sort of deed, the trusty Squire had
prevailed on, by a jewel from the casket of the Princess, to un-

dertake the transport of the Count, whose rank and intention

were not concealed from him, with three servants, to a Venetian

ship that was loading at Alexandria ; but it had prudently been
hidden from him, that in the course of this contraband trans-

action, he must smuggle out his master's daughter. On hrst

inspecting his cargo, the figure of the fair youth struck him
somewhat ; but he thought no ill of it, and took him for a page
of the Count's. Ere long the report of the Princess Melech-

sala's disappearance sounded over all the city : then Adullam's

eyes were opened ; deadly terror took possession of his heart,

so that his gray beard began to stir, and he wished with all his

soul that his hands had been free of this perilous concern. But
now it was too late ; his own safety required him to summon
all his cunning, and conduct this breakneck business to a happy
end. In the first place, he laid his subterranean lodgers under
rigorous quarantine ; and then, after the sharpest of the search

was over, the hope of finding the Princess considerably faded,

and the zeal in seeking for her cooled, he packed the whole cara-

van neatly up in four bales of herbs, put them on board a Nile-

boat, and sent them with a proper invoice, under God's guidance,

safe and sound to Alexandria ; where, so soon as the Venetian

had gained the open sea, they were liberated, all and sundry,

from their strait confinement in the herb sacks. ^**

Whether the celestial body-guard, with diamond shields and
flaming swords, posted on a gorgeous train of clouds, did follow

the swift ship, could not now, as they were invisible, be properly

substantiated in a court of justice
;
yet there are not wanting

symptoms in the matter which miglit lead to some such conjec-

'" The invention oflravelling in a sack wa.s several times employed
iluring the Cnisatles. 1 )i(;tricli the Hard-liestecl, Markgraf of Meissen

(Misnia), returned from Palestine to his hereditary possessions, under

this incognito, and so escaped the snares of the Emperor Henry VI.,

who had an eye to tlie productive mines of Freyberg.—M.
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tiire. All the four winds of Heaven seem to have combined to

make the voyage prosperous ; the adverse held their breath ;

and the favourable blew so gaily in the sails, that the vessel

ploughed the soft-playing billows with the speed of an arrow.

The friendly moon was stretching her horns from the clouds

for the second time, when the Venetian, glad in heart, ran into

moorings in the harbour of his native town.

Countess Ottilia's watchful spy was still at Venice ; undis-

mayed by the fruitless toil of vain inquiries, from continuing

his diets of examination, and diligently questioning all pas-

sengers from the Levant. He was at his post when the Count,

with the fair Melechsala, came on land. His master's physi-

ognomy was so stamped upon his memory, that he would have

undertaken to discover it among a thousand unknown faces.

Nevertheless the foreign garb, and the finger of Time, which

in seven years produces many changes, made him for some
moments doubtful. To be certain of his object, he approached

the stranger's suite, made up to the trusty Squire, and asked

him : " Comrade, whence come you ?"

The mettled Kurt rejoiced to meet a countryman, and hear

the sound of his mother-tongue ; but saw no profit in submit-

ting his concerns to the questioning of a stranger, and answered

brietly : " From sea."

" Who is the gentleman thou foUowesr ?

'

" My master."

" From what country come you ?"

•' From the East."

" Whither are you going ?"

"To the West."

"To what province?"
" To our home."
" Where is it

?"

" Miles of road from this."

" What is thy name ?"

" Start-the-game, that is my name. Strike-for-a-word,

people call my sword. Sorrow-of-life, so hight my wife. Rise,

Lig-a-bed, she cries to iier maid. Still-at-a-stand, that is my
man. Hobbletehoy, I christened my boy. Lank-i'-the-bag, f

scold my nag. Shamble-and-stalk, we call his v.'alk. Trot-i'-

the-bog, 1 whistle my dog. Savv-ye-that, so jumps my cat.
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Snug-in-the-rug, he is my bug. Now thou knowest me, with

wife and child, and all my household."
" Thou seemest to me to be a queer fellow."

" I am no fellow at all, for I follow no handicraft."

"Answer me one question."

" Let us hear it."

" Hast thou any news of Count Ernst of Gleichen, from
the East ?"

" Wherefore dost thou ask ?"

"Therefore."
" Twiddle, twaddle ! Wherefore, therefore !"

" Because I am sent into all the world by the Countess

Ottilia his wife, to get her word whether her husband is still

living, and in what corner of the Earth he may be found."

This answer put the mettled Kurt into some perplexity;

and tuned him to another key, "Wait a httle, neighbour,"

said he; " perhaps my master knows about the thing." There-

upon he ran to the Count, and whispered the tidings in his ear.

The feeling they awoke was complex ; made up in equal pro-

portions ofjoy and consternation. Count Ernst perceived that

his dream, or the interpretation of it, had misled him ; and that

the conceit of marrying his fair travelling companion might
easily be baulked. On the spur of the moment he knew not

how he should get out of this embroiled aftair : meanwhile, the

desire to learn how matters stood at home outweighed all

scruples. He beckoned to the emissary, whom he soon recog-

nised for his old valet ; and who wetted with joyful tears the

hand of his recovered master, and told in many words what

jubilee the Countess would make, when she received the happy
message of her husband's return. The Count took him with

the rest to the inn ; and there engaged in earnest meditation

on the singular state of his heart, and considered deeply what

was to be done with his engagements to the fair Saracen.

Without loss of time the watcliful spy was dispatched to the

Countess with a letter, containing a true statement of the

Count's fortunes in slavery at Cairo, and of his deliverance by

means of the Sultan's daughter ; how she had abandoned throne

and country for his sake, under the condition that he was to

marry In r, which he himself, deceived by a dream, had pro-

mised, liy tliis narrative he meant nut only to prepare his wife
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foi- a participatress in her marriage rights ; but also endea-

voured, in the course of it, by many sound arguments, to gain

her own consent to the arrangement.

Countess Ottilia was standing at the window in her mourn-

ing weeds, as the news-bringer for the last time gave his breath-

less horse the spur, to hasten it up the steep Castle-path. Her
sharp eye recognised him in the distance ; and he too being

nothing of a blinkard,—a class of persons very rare in the days

of the Crusades,—recognised the Countess also, raised the let-

ter-bag aloft over his head, and waved it like a standard in

token of good news ; and the lady understood his signal, as

well as if the Hanau Synthematog)-aph had been on duty there.

" Hast thou found hiin, the husband of my heart ?" cried she,

as he approached. "Where lingers he, that I may rise and
wipe the sweat from his brow, and let him rest in my faithful

arms from his toilsome journeying?"— " Joy to you, my lady,"

said the post ; " his lordship is well. I found him in the Port

of Venice, from which he sends you this under his hand and
seal, to announce his arrival himself." The Countess could not

hastily enough undo the seal ; and at sight of her husband's

hand, she felt as if the breath of life were coming back to her.

Three times she pressed the letter to her beating heart, and
three times touched it with her languishing lips. A shower of

joyful tears streamed over the parchment, as she began read-

ing : but the farther she read, the drops fell the slower; artd

before the reading was completed, the fountain of tears had
dried up altogether.

The contents of the letter could not all interest the good
lady equally ; her husband's proposed partition treaty of his

heart had not the happiness to meet with her approval. Greatly

as the spirit of partition has acquired the upper hand nowadays,

so that parted love and parted provinces have become the de-

vice of our century ; these things were little to the taste of old

times, when every heart had its own key, and a master-key that

would open several was regarded as a scandalous thief-picklock.

The intolerance of the Countess in this point was at least a proof

of her unvarnished love: "Ah! that doleful Crusade," cried

she, " is the cause of it all. 1 lent the Holy Church a Loaf, of

which the Heathen have eaten ; and nothing but a Crust of it

returns to me." A vision of the night, however, soothed her
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troubled mind, and gave her whole view of the affair another

aspect. She dreamed that there came two pilgrims from the

Holy Sepulchre up the winding Castle-road, and begged a lodg-

ing, which she kindly granted them. One of them threw off his

cloak, and behold it was the Count her lord ! She joyfully

embraced him, and was in raptures at his return. The children

too came in, and lie clasped them in his paternal arms, pressed

them to his heart, and praised their looks and growth. Mean-
while his companion laid aside his travelling pouch ; drew from

it golden chains and precious strings of jewelry, and hung them
round the necks of the little ones, who showed delighted with

these glittering presents. The Countess was herself surprised

at this munificence, and asked the stranger who he was. He
answered : "I am the Angel Raphael, the guide of the loving,

and have brought thy husband to thee out of foreign lands."

His pilgrim garments melted away ; and a shining angel stood

befoie her, in an azure robe, with two golden wings on his

shoulders. Thereupon she awoke, and, in the absence of an

Egyptian Sibyl, herself interpreted the dream according to her

best skill ; and found so many points of similarity between the

Angel Raphael and the Princess Melechsala, that she doubted

not the latter had been shadowed forth to her in vision under

the figure of the former. At the same time she took into con-

sideration the fact that, without her help, the Count could

scarcely ever have escaped from slavery. And as it beho\es

the owner of a lost piece of property to deal generously with

the finder, who might have kept it all to himself, she no longer

hesitated to resolve on the surrender. The water-bailiff, well

rewarded for his watchfulness, was therefore dispatched forth-

with back into Italy, with tlie formal consent of the Countess

for her husband to complete the trefoil of his marriage without

loss of time.

Tlie only question now was, whether Father Gregory at

Rome would give his benediction to this matrimonial anomaly
;

and be persuaded, for the Count's sake, to refound, by the word
of his mouth, tlie substance, form and essence of the Sacrament
of Marriage. The pilj^rimage accordingly set fortii from Venice

to Rome, where the Princess Melechsala solemnly abjured

llu" Koran, and entered into the bosom ol the Church. At this

'piiitii il connufst tlie Holy l'\uii(r testified as niurh delight as
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if the kingdom of Antichrist had been entirely destroyed, or

reduced under subjection to the Romish chair ; and after the

baptism, on which occasion she had changed her Saracenic

name for the more orthodox Angelica, he caused a pompous
Te-deu>n to be celebrated in St. Peter's. These happy aspects

Count Ernst endeavoured to improve for his purpose, before

the Pope's good-humour should evaporate. He brought his

matrimonial concern to light without delay : but, alas ! no
sooner asked than rejected. The conscience of St. Peter's

Vicar was so tender in this case, that he reckoned it a greater

heresy to advocate triplicity in marriage than Tritheism itselt.

Many plausible arguments as the Count brought I'orward to

accomplish an exception from the common rule in his own
favour, they availed no jot in moving the exemplary Pope to

wink with one eye of his conscience, and vouchsafe the peti-

tioned dispensation : a result which cut Count Ernst to the

heart. His sly counsel, the mettled Kurt, had in the mean
time struck out a bright expedient for accomplishing the mar-

riage of his master with the fair convert, to the satisfaction of

the Pope and Christendom in general ; only he had not risked

disclosing it, lest it might cost him his master's favour. Yet

at last he found his opportunity, and put the matter into words.

" Dear master," said he, " do not vex yourself so much about

the Pope's perverseness. If you cannot get round him on the

one side, you must try him on the other : there are more roads

to the wood than one. If the Holy Father has loo tender a

conscience to permit your taking two wives, then it is fair for

you also to have a tender conscience, though you are no priest

but a layman. Conscience is a cloak that covers every hole,

and has withal the quahty that it can be turned according to

the wind : at present, when the wind is cross, you must put the

cloak on the other shoulder. Examine whether you are not

related to the Countess Ottiha within the prohibited degrees ;

if so, as will surely be the case, if you have a tender con-

science, then the game is your own. Get a divorce ; and who
the deuce can hinder you from wedding the Princess then ?"

The Count had listened to his Squire till the sense of his

oration was completely before him ; then he answered it with

two words, shortly and clearly :
" Peace, Dog !" In the same

moment, the mettled Kurt found himself lying at full length



158 . MUSyEUS.

without the door, and seeking for a tooth or two which had

dropped from him in this rapid transit. "Ah ! the precious

tooth," cried he from without, "has been sacrificed to my
faithful zeal !" This tooth monologue reminded the Count ot

his dream. "Ah! the cursed tooth," cried he from within,

" which I dreamed of losing, has been the cause of all this

mischief!" His heart, between self-reproaches for unfaith-

fulness to his amiable wife, and for prohibited love to the

charming Angelica, kept wavering hke a bell, which yields a

sound on both sides, when set in motion. Still more than the

tlame of his passion, the fire of indignation burnt and gnawed
him, now that he saw the visible impossibility of ever keeping

his word to the Princess, and taking her in wedlock. All

which distresses, by the way, led him to the just experimental

conclusion, that a parted heart is not the most desirable of

things ; and that the lover, in these circumstances, but too

much resembles the Ass Baldwin between his two bundles of

hay.

In such a melancholy posture of affairs, he lost his jovial

humour altogether, and wore the aspect of an atrabiliar, whom
in bad weather the atmosphere oppresses till the spleen is like

to crush the soul out of his body. Princess Angelica observed

that her lover's looks were no longer as yesterday, and ere-

yesterday : it grieved her soft heart, and moved her to resolve

on making trial whether she should not be more successful, if

she took the dispensation business in her own hand. She re-

quested audience of the conscientious Gregory ; and appeared

before him closely veiled, according to the fashion of her

country. No Roman eye had yet seen her face, except the

priest who baptised her. His Holiness received the new-born

daughter of the Church with all suitable respect, offered her

the palm of his right hand to kiss, and not his perfumed slip-

per. The fair stranger raised her veil a little to touch the

sacred hand with her lips ; tiicn opened her mouth, and clothed

her petition in a touching address. Yet this insinuation through

the Papal ear seemed not sufficiently to know the interior or-

ganisation of the Head of the Church ; for instead of taking

the road to the heart, it passed through the other ear out into the

air. Father Gregory expostulated long with the lovely suppli-

cant ; and imagined he had found a method for in some dc-
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gree contenting her desire of union with a bridegroom, without

offence to the ordinations of the Church : he proposed to her

a spiritual wedlock, if she could resolve on a slight change of

the veil, the Saracenic for the Nun's. This proposal suddenly

awakened in the Princess such a horror at veils, that she di-

rectly tore away her own ; sank full of despair before the holy

footstool, and with uplifted hands and tearful eyes, conjured

the venerable Father by his sacred slipper, not to do violence

to her heart, and constrain her to bestow it elsewhere.

The sight of her beauty was more eloquent than her lips
;

it enraptured all present ; and the tear which gathered in her

heavenlyeye fell like a burning drop of naphtha on the Holy Fa-

ther's heart, and kindled the small fraction of earthly tinder

that still lay hid there, and warmed it into sympathy for the

petitioner. " Rise, beloved daughter," said he, " and weep
not ! What has been determined in Heaven, shall be fulfilled

in thee on Earth. In three days thou shalt know whether this

thy first prayer to the Church can be granted by that gracious

Mother, or must be denied." Thereupon he summoned an

assembly of all the casuists in Rome ; had a loaf of bread and

a bottle of wine distributed to each ; and locked them up in

the Rotunda, with the warning that no one of them should be

let out again till the question had been determined unani-

mously. So long as the loaves and wine held out, the disputes

were so violent, that all the Saints, had they been convened in

the church, could not have argued with greater noise. But so

soon as the Digestive Faculty began to have a voice in the

meeting, he was listened to with the deepest attention, and
happily he spoke in favour of the Count, who had got a sump-

tuous feast made ready for the entertainment of the casuistic

Doctors, when the Papal seal should be removed from their

door. The Bull of Dispensation was drawn out in proper

form of law ; in furtherance of which the fair Angelica had,

not at all reluctantly, inflicted a determined cut upon the trea-

sures of Egypt. Father Gregory bestowed his benediction on
the noble pair, and sent them away betrothed. They lost no
time in leaving Peter's Patrimony for the territories of the

Count, to celebrate their nuptials on arriving.

When Count Ernst, on this side the Alps, again inhaled

his native air, and felt it come soft and kindly round his heart,
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he mounted his steed
;
galloped forward, attended only by the

heavy Groom, and left the Princess, under the escort of the

mettled Kurt, to follow him by easy journeys.

His heart beat high within him, when he saw in azure dis-

tance the three towers of Gleichen. He meant to take his

gentle Countess by surprise ; but the news of his approach had
preceded him, as on the wings of the wind ; she went forth

with man and maid, and met her husband a furlong from the

Castle, in a pleasant green, which, in memory of this event, is

called the Freudenthal, or Valley of Joy, to this day. The
meeting on both sides was as trustful and tender, as if no

partition treaty had ever been thought of ; for Countess Ottilia

was a proper pattern of the pious wife, that obeys without

conmientary the marriage precept of subjecting her will to the

will of her husband. If at times there did arise some small

bedition in her heart, she did not on the instant ring the

alarm-bell ; but she shut door and window, that no mortal

eye might look in and see what passed ; and then summoned
the rebel Passion to the bar of Reason, gave it over in cus-

tody to Prudence, and imposed on herself a voluntary pen-

ance.

She could not pardon her heart for having murmured at

the rival sun that was to shine beside her on the matrimonial

horizon ; and to expiate the offence, she had secretly commis-

sioned a triple bedstead, with stout fir posts, painted green,

the colour of Hope ; and a round vaulted tester, in the form

of a dome, adorned with winged puffy-checked heads of angels.

On the silken coverlet, which lay for show over the downy
quilts, was exhibited in line embroidery, the Angel Raphael,

as he had appeared to her in vision, beside the Count in pil-

grim weeds. This speaking proof of her re.ady matrimonial

complaisance affected her husband to the soul. He clasped

her to his breast, and overpowered her with kisses, at the sight

of this arrangement for the completion of his wedded joys.

" Glorious wife !" cried he with rapture, "this temple of

love exalts thee above thousands of thy sex ; as an honourable

memorial, it will transmit thy name to future ages ; and while

a splinter of this wood remains, husbands will recount to their

wives thy exemplary conduct."

In a few days afterwards, the Princess also arrived in



MELECHSALA. i6i

safety, and was> received by the Count in full gala. Ottilia

came to meet her with open arms and heart, and conducted

her into the Palace, as the partner in all its privileges. The
double bridegroom then set out to PIrfurt, for the Bishop to

perform the marriage ceremony. This pious prelate was ex-

tremely shocked at the proposal, and signified, that in his dio-

cese no such scandal could be tolerated. But, on Count Ernst's

bringing out the papal dispensation, signed and sealed in due

form, it acted as a lock on his Reverence's lips ; though his

doubting looks, and shaking of the head, still indicated that

the Steersman of the bark of the universal Church had bored

a hole in the keel, which bade fair to swamp the vessel, and

send it to the bottom of the sea.

The nuptials were celebrated with becoming pomp and
splendour ; Countess Ottilia, who acted as mistress of the

ceremonies, had invited widely ; and the counts and knights,

over all Thuringia, far and wide, came crowding to assist at

this unusual wedding. Before the Count led his bride to the

altar, she opened her jewel-box, and consigned to him all its

treasures that remained from the expenses of the dispensation,

as a dowry ; in return for which, he conferred on her the lands

of Ehrenstein, by way of jointure. The chaste myrtle twined

itself about the golden crown, which latter ornament the Sul-

tan's daughter, as a testimony of her high birth, retained

through life ; and was, in consequence, invariably named the

Oueen by her subjects, and by her domestics reverenced and

treated like a queen.

If any of my readers ever purchased for himself, for fifty

guineas, the costly pleasure of resting a night in Doctor Gra-

ham's Celestial Bed at London, he may form some slender con-

ception of the Count's delight, when the triple bed atGleichen

opened its elastic bosom to receive the twice-betrothed, with

both his spouses. Seven days long the nuptial festiviti''s con-

tinued ; and the Count declared himself richly compensated

by them for the seven dreary years which he had been obliged

to spend in the Grated Tower at Grand Cairo. Nor would

this appear to have been an empty compliment on his part to

his two faithful wives, if the experimental apophthegm is just,

that a single day of gladness sweetens into oblivion the bitter

dole and sorrow of a troublous year.

VOL. I. M
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Next to the Count, there \va5 none who relished this ex-

hilarating period better than his tr-usty Squire, the mettled

Knrt, who, in the well-stored kitchen and cellar, found the

elements of royal cheer, and stoutly emptied the cup of joy

which circulated fast among the servants ; while the full table

pricked up their ears as he opened his lips, his inner man once

satisfied with good things, and began to recount them his ad-

ventures. But when the Gleichic economy returned to its cus-

tomary frugal routine, he requested permission to set out for

Ordruff, to visit his kind wife, and overwhelm her with joy at

his unexpected return. During his long absence, he had con-

stantly maintained a rigorous fidelity, and he now longed for

the just reward of so exemplary a walk and conversation.

Fancy painted to his mind's eye the image of his virtuous Re-

becca in the liveliest colours ; and the nearer he approached

the walls which enclosed her, the brighter grew these hues.

He saw her stand before him in the charms which had de-

lighted him on his wedding-day ; he saw how excess of joy at

his happy arrival would overpower her spirits, and she would

sink in speechless rapture into his arms.

Encircled with this fair retinue of dreams, he arrived at the

gate of his native town, without observing it, till the watchful

guardian of public tranquillity let down his beam in front of

him, and questioned the stranger. Who he was, what business

had brought him to the town, and whether his intentions were

peaceable or not ? The mettled Kurt gave ready answer ; and

now rode along the streets at a soft pace, lest his horse's tramp

might too soon betray the secret of his coming. He fastened

his beast to the door-ring, and stole, without noise, into the

court of his dwelling, where the old chained house-dog first

received him with joyful bark. Yet he wondered somewhat

at the sight of two lively chub-faced children, like the Angels

in the Gleichcn bed-tester, frisking to and fro upon the area. He
had no time to speculate on the phenomenon, for the mistress

of the house, in her carefulness, stept out of doors to see who

was there. Alas, what a difference between ideal and original

!

The tooth of Time had, in these seven years, been mercilessly

busy with her charms
;

yet the leading features of her phy-

siognomy had been in so far spared, that to the eye of the critic,

slic was still recognisable, like the primary stamp of a worn coin.
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Joy at meeting somewhat veiled this want of beauty from the

mettled Kurt, and the thought that sorrow for his absence had

bO furrowed the smooth lace of his consort put him into a senti-

mental mood ; he embraced her with great cordiality, and said

:

" Welcome, dear wife of my heart 1 Forget all thy sorrow. See,

I am still alive ; thou hast got me back I"

The pious Rebecca answered this piece of tenderness by a

heavy thwack on the short ribs, which thwack made the mettled

Kurt stagger to the wall ; then raised loud shrieks, and shouted

to her sei"vants for help against violence, and scolded and stormed

like an Infernal Fury. The loving husband excused this unlov-

ing reception, on the score of his virtuous spouse's delicacy,

which his bold kiss of welcome had offended, she not knowing

who he was ; and tore his lungs with bawling to undo this

error ; but his preaching was to deaf ears, and he soon found

that there was no misunderstanding in the case. " Thou shame-

less varlet," cried she, in shrieking treble, " after wandering

seven long years up and down the world, following thy wicked

courses with other women, dost thou think that I will take thee

back to my chaste bed ? Off with thee ! Did not I pubhcly cite

thee at three church-doors, and wert not thou, for thy contu-

macious non-appearance, declared to be dead as mutton ?

Did not the High Court authorise me to put aside my widow's

chair, and marry Biirgermeister Wipprecht ? Have not we lived

six years as man and wife, and received these children as a bless-

ing of our wedlock ? And now comes the Marpeace to perplex

my house 1 Off with thee ! Pack, I say, this instant, or the

Amtmann shall crop thy ears, and put thee in the pillory, to

teach such vagabonds, that run and leave their poor tender

wives." This welcome from his once-loved helpmate was a

sword's-thrust through the heart of the mettled Kurt ; but the

gall poured itself as a defence into his blood.

"O thou faithless strumpet!" answered he; "what holds

me that I do not take thee and thy bastards, and wring your

necks this moment ? Dost thou recollect thy promise, and the

oath thou hast so often sworn in the trustful marriage-bed, that

death itself should not part thee from me ? Didst thou not

engage, unasked, that should thy soul fly up directly from thy

mouth to Heaven, and I were roasting in Purgatory, thou wouldst

turn again from Heaven's gate, and come down to me, to fan
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cool air upon me till I were delivered from the flames? Devil

broil thy false tongue, thou gallows carrion !"

Though the Prima Donna of Ordruff was endowed with a

glib organ, which, in the faculty of cursing, yielded no whit tii

that of the tumultuous pretender, she did not judge it good to

enter into farther debate with him, but gave her menials an
expressive sign ; and, in an instant, man and maid seized hold

of the mettled Kurt, and brevi ma)iu ejected his body from the

house ; in which act of domestic jurisdiction Dame Rebecca
herself bore a hand with the besom, and so swept away this

discarded helpmate from the premises. The mettled Kurt, half-

broken on the wheel, then mounted his horse, and dashed full

gallop down the street, which he had rode along so gingerly

some minutes before.

As his blood, when he was on the road home, began to cool,

he counted loss and gain, and found himself not ill contented

with the balance ; for he found, that except the comfort of hav-

ing cool air fanned upon his soul in Purgatory after death, his

smart amounted to nothing. He never more returned to Ord-

ruff, but continued with the Count at Gleichen all his life, and
was an eye-witness of the most incredible occurrence, that two

ladies shared the love of one man without quarrelling or jealousy,

and this even under one bed-tester ! The fair Angelica con-

tinued childless, yet she loved and watched over her associate's

children as if they had been her own, and divided with Ottilia

the care of their education. In the trefoil of this happy mar-

riage, she WHS the tirst leaf which faded away in the autumn of

life. Countess Ottilia soon followed her ; and the afflicted

widower, now all too lonely in his large castle and wide bed,

lingered but a few months longer. The firmly -established

arrangement of these noble spouses in the marriage-bed through

life, was maintained unaltered after their death. They rest all

three in one grave, in front of the Gleichen Altar, in St. Peter's

Church at PIrfurt, on the Hill ; where iheir place of sepulture

is still to be seen, overlaid with a stone, on which the noble

group are sculptured after the life. To the right lies the Count-

ess Ottilia, with a mirror in her hand, the emblem of her praise-

worthy prudence ; on the left Angelica, adorned with a royid

crown ; and in the midst, the Count reposing on his coat-of.
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arms, the lion-leopard.^^ Their famous triple bedstead is still

preserved as a relic in the old Castle ; it stands in the room
called the Junkernkammer, or Knight's Chamber ; and a splinter

of it, worn by way of busk in a lady's bodice, is said to have

the virtue of dispelling every movement of jealousy from her

heart.

" A plate of this tombstone may be seen in Falkenstein's AnaUcta

Nordgavienda.—M

.
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THE FAIR-HAIRED ECKBERT.^

In a district of the Harz dwelt a Knight, whose common desig-

nation in that quarter was the Fair-haired Eckbert. He was

about forty years of age, scarcely of middle stature, and short

light-coloured locks lay close and sleek round his pale and

sunken countenance. He led a retired life, had never inter-

fered in the feuds of his neighbours ; indeed, beyond the outer

wall of his castle he was seldom to be seen. His wife loved

solitude as much as he ; both seemed heartily attached to one

another ; only now and then they would lament that Heaven

had not blessed their marriage with children.

Few came to visit Eckbert ; and when guests did happen

to be with him, their presence made but little alteration in his

customary way of life. Temperance abode in his household,

and Frugality herself appeared to be the mistress of the enter-

tainment. On these occasions Eckbert was always cheerful

and lively ; but when he was alone, you might observe in him

a certain mild reserve, a still, retiring melancholy.

His most frequent guest was Philip Walther ; a man to

whom he had attached himself, from having found in him a

.way of thinking like his own. Walther's residence was in

Franconia ; but he would often stay for half a year in Eckbert's

neighbourhood, gathering plants and minerals, and then sorting

and arranging them. He lived on a small independency, and

was connected with no one. Eckbert frequently attended him

in his sequestered walks
;
year after year a closer friendship

grew betwixt them.

There are hours in which a man feels grieved that he should

' Prefatory Introduction to Tieck, suprii, at p. 245, Vol. VI. of

Works (Vol. i. of Miscellanies).



I70 LUDWIG TIECK.

have a secret from his friend, which, till then, he may have kept

with niggard anxiety ; some irresistible desire lays hold of our

heart to open itself wholly, to disclose its inmost recesses to our

friend, that so he may become our friend still more. It is in

such moments that tender souls unveil themselves, and stand

face to face ; and at times it will happen, that the one recoils

affrighted from the countenance of the other.

It was late in Autumn, when Eckbert, one cloudy evening,

was sitting, with his friend and his wife Bertha, by the parlour

fire. The flame cast a red glimmer through the room, and
sported on the ceiling ; the night looked sullenly in through

the windows, and the trees without rustled in wet coldness.

Walther complained of the long road he had to travel; and
Eckbert proposed to him to stay where he was, to while away
half of the night in friendly talk, and then to take a bed in the

house till morning. Walther agreed, and the whole was speedily

arranged : by and by wine and supper were brought in ; fresh

wood was laid upon the fire ; the talk grew livelier and more
confidential.

The cloth being removed, and the servants gone, Eckbert

took his friend's hand, and said to him :
" Now you must let

my wife tell you the history of her youth ; it is curious enough,

and you should know it." " With all my heart," said Walther
;

and the party again drew round the hearth.

It was now midnight ; the moon looked fitfully through the

breaks of the driving clouds. " You must not reckon me a

babbler," began the lady. " My husband says you have so

generous a mind, that it is not right in us to hide aught from

you. Only do not take my narrative for a fable, however

strangely it may sound.
" I was born in a little village ; my father was a poor herds-

man. Our circumstances were not of the best ; often we knew
not where to find our daily bread. But what grieved me far

more than this, were the quarrels which my father and mother

often had about their poverty, and the bitter reproaches they

cast on one another. Of myself too, 1 heard nothing said but

ill ; they were forever telling me that 1 was a silly stupid child,

that I could not do the simplest turn of work ; and in truth 1

was extrenu.'ly inexpert and helpless ; I let things fall ; I neither

learned to sew nor spin; I could be of no use to my parents;
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only their straits I understood too well. Often I would sit in

a corner, and till my little heart with dreams, how I would help

them, if I should all at once grow rich ; how I would overflow

them with silver and gold, and feast myself on their amazement

;

and then spirits came hovering up, and showed me buried

treasures, or gave me little pebbles which changed into precious

stones ; in short, the strangest fancies occupied me, and when
1 had to rise and help with anything, my inexpertness was still

greater, as my head was giddy with these motley visions.

" My father in particular was always very cross to me ; he

scolded me for being such a burden to the house ; indeed he

often used me rather cruelly, and it was very seldom that I

got a friendly word from him. In this way I had struggled on

to near the end of my eighth year ; and now it was seriously

fixed that I should begin to do or learn something. My father

still maintained that it was nothing but caprice in me, or a

lazy wish to pass my days in idleness : accordingly he set upon
me with furious threats ; and as these made no improvement,

he one day gave me a most cruel chastisement, and added that

the same should be repeated day after day, since I was nothing

but a useless sluggard.

" That whole night I wept abundantly ; I felt myself so

utterly forsaken, I had such a sympathy with myself that 1

even longed to die. I dreaded the break of day ; I knew not

on earth what I was to do or try. I wished from my very

heart to be clever, and could not understand how I should be

worse than the other children of the place. I was on the bor-

ders of despair.

"At the dawn of day I arose, and scarcely knowing what

I did, unfastened the door of our little hut. I stept upon the

open field ; next minute I was in a wood, where the light of

the morning had yet hardly penetrated. I ran along, not look-

ing round ; for I felt no fatigue, and I still thought my fathei

would catch me, and in his anger at my flight would beat me
worse than ever.

" 1 had reached the other side of the forest, and the sun

was risen a considerable way ; I saw something dim lying be-

fore me, and a thick fog resting over it. Ere long my path

began to mount, at one time I was climbing hills, at another

winding among rocks ; and 1 now guessed that I must be
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among the neighbouring Monntalns ; a thought that made me
shudder in my loneliness. For, living in the plain country, I

had never seen a hill ; and the very word Mountains, when I

heard talk of them, had been a sound of terror to my young
ear. I had not the heart to go back, my fear itself drove me
on ; often I looked round affrighted when the breezes rustled

over me among the trees, or the stroke of some distant wood-
man sounded far through the still morning. And when I be-

gan to meet with charcoal-men and miners, and heard their

foreign way of speech, I had nearly fainted for terror.

" I passed through several villages ; begging now and then,

for I felt hungry and thirsty ; and fashioning my answers as I

best could when questions were put to me. In this manner 1

had wandered on some four days, when I came upon a little

footpath, which led me farther and farther from the highway.

The rocks about me now assumed a different and far stranger

form. They were cliffs so piled on one another, that it looked

as if the first gust of wind would hurl them all this way and

that. I k.iew not whether to go on or stop. Till now I had

slept by night in the woods, for it was the finest season of the

year, or in some remote shepherd's hut ; but here I saw no

human dwelling at all, and could not hope to find one in this

wilderness ; the crags grew more and more frightful ; I had

many a time to glide along by the very edge of dreadful

abysses ; by degrees my footpath became fainter, and at last

all traces of it vanished from beneath me. I was utterly com-

fortless ; I wept and screamed ; and my voice came echoing

back from the rocky valleys with a sound that terrified me.

The night now came on, and I sought out a mossy nook to lie

down in. I could not sleep ; in the darkness 1 heard the

strangest noises ; sometimes I took them to proceed from wild-

beasts, sometimes from wind moaning through the rocks, some-

times from unknown birds. 1 prayed ; and did not sleep till

towards morning.
" When the light came upon my face, I awoke. Before

me was a steep rock ; I clomb up, in the hope of discovering

some outlet from the waste, perhaps of seeing houses or men.

Hut when 1 reached the top, there was nothing still, so lar as

my eye could reach, but a wilderness of crags and piecipices ;

ail was covered with a dim haze ; liie day was gray and trou-
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bled, and no tree, no inccidow, not even a bush could I hnd,

only a few shrubs shootinj; up stunted and solitary in the nar-

row clefts of the rocks. I cannot utter what a longing I felt

but to see one human creature, any living mortal, even though

I had been afraid of hurt from him. At the same time 1 was
tortured by a gnawing hunger ; I sat down, and made up my
mind to die. After a while, however, the desire of living

gained the mastery ; I roused myself, and wandered forward

amid tears and broken sobs all day ; in the end, I hardly knew
what I was doing ; I was tired and spent ; I scarcely wished

to live, and yet I feared to die.

" Towards night the country seemed to grow a little kind-

lier ; my thoughts, my desires revived, the wish for life awoke
in all my veins. I thought I heard the rushing of a mill afar

otf ; I redoubled my steps ; and how glad, how light of heart

was I, when at last I actually gained the limits of the barren

rocks, and saw woods and meadows lying before me, with boft

green hills in the distance ! I felt as if I had stept out of hell

into a paradise ; my loneUness and helplessness no longer

frightened me.
" Instead of the hoped-for mill, I came upon a waterfall,

which, in truth, considerably damped my joy. I was lifting a

drink from it in the hollow of my hand, when all at once I

thought I heard a slight cough some little way from me. Never
in my life was I so joyfully surprised as at this moment ; I

went near, and at the border of the wood 1 saw an old woman
sitting resting on the ground. She was dressed almost wholly

in black ; a black hood covered her head, and the greater part

of her face ; in her hand she held a crutch.

" I came up to her, and begged for help ; she made mc
sit by her, and gave me bread, and a little wine. While I ate,

she sang in a screeching tone some kind of spiritual song.

When she had done, she told me I might follow her.

" The offer charmed me, strange as the old woman's voice

and look appeared. With her crutch she limped away pretty

fast, and at every step she twisted her face so oddly, tViat at

first I was like to laugh. The wild rocks retired behind us

more and more : I never shall forget the aspect and the feel-

ing of that evening. All things were as molten into the softest

golden red ; the trees were standing with their tops in the
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glow of the sunset ; on the fields lay a mild brightness ; the

woods and the leaves of the trees were standing motionless
;

the pure sky looked out like an open paradise, and the gush-

ing of the brooks, and, from time to time, the rustling of the

trees, resounded through the serene stillness, as in pensive joy.

My young soul was here first taken with a forethought of the

world and its vicissitudes. I forgot myself and my conductress
;

my spirit and my eyes were wandering among the shining clouds.

"We now mounted an eminence planted with birch-trees ;

from the top we looked into a green valley, likewise full

of birches ; and down below, in the middle of them, was a

little hut. A glad barking reached us, and immediately a little

nimble dog came springing round the old woman, fawned on

her, and wagged its tail ; it next came to me, viewed me on

all sides, and then turned back with a friendly look to its old

mistress.

" On reaching the bottom of the hill, I heard the strangest

song, as if coming from the hut, and sung by some bird. It

ran thus

:

Alone in wood so gay

'Tis good to stay,

Morrow like today,

Forever and aye

:

O, I do love to stay

Alone in wood so gay.

"These few words were continually repeated, and to de-

scribe the sound, it was as if you heard forest-horns and shalms

sounded together from a far distance.

"My curiosity was wonderfully on the stretch; without

waiting for the old woman's orders, 1 stept into the hut. It

was already dusk ; here all was neatly swept and trimmed
;

some bowls were st.inding in a cupboard, some strange-looking

casks or pots on a table ; in a glittering cage, hanging by the

window, was a bird, and this in fact proved to be the singer.

The old woman coughed and panted: it seemed as if she never

would get over her fatigue : she patted the little dog, she

t.dkcd with the bird, which only answered her with its accus-

tomed song ; and for me, she did not seem to recollect that I

was there at all. Looking at her so, many quahns and fears

came over mc ; for her face was in perpetual motion ; and.
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besides, her head shook from old age, bo that, for my life, I

could not understand what sort of countenance she had.
" Having gathered strength again, she lit a candle, covered

a very small table, and brought out supper. She now looked

round for me, and bade me take a little cane-chair. I was
thus sitting close fronting her, with the light between us. She
folded her bony hands, and prayed aloud, still twisting her

countenance, so that I was once more on the point of laugh-

ing ; but I took strict care that I might not make her angry.
" After supper she again prayed, then showed me a bed in

a low narrow closet ; she herself slept in the room. I did not

watch long, for I was half stupefied ; but in the night I now
and then awoke, and heard the old woman coughing, and be-

tween whiles talking with her dog and her bird, which last

seemed dreaming, and replied with only one or two words of

its rhyme. This, with the birches rustling before the window,

and the song of a distant nightingale, made such a wondrous
combination, that I never fairly thought I was awake, but only

falling out of one dream into another still stranger.

"The old woman awoke me in the morning, and soon after

gave me work. I was put to spin, which I now learned very

easily ; I had likewise to take charge of the dog and the bird.

I soon learned my business in the house : I now felt as if it all

must be so ; I never once remembered that the old woman had
so many singularities, that her dwelling was mysterious, and lay

apart from all men, and that the bird must be a very strange

creature. Its beauty, indeed, always struck me, for its feathers

glittered with all possible colours ; the fairest deep blue, and
the most burning red, alternated about his neck and body ; and
when singing, he blew himself proudly out, so that his feathers

looked still finer.

" My old mistress often went abroad, and did not come
again till night ; on these occasions I went out to meet her with

the dog, and she used to call me child and daughter. In the

end I grew to like her heartily ; as our mind, especially in child-

hood, will become accustomed and attached to anything. In

the evenings she taught me to read ; and this was afterwards

a source of boundless satisfaction to me in my solitude, for

she had several ancient -written books, that contained the

strangest stories.
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"The recollection ot the life I then led is still singular to

me : Visited by no human creature, secluded in the circle of so

small a family ; for the dog and the bird made the same im-

pression on me which in other cases long-known friends pro-

duce. I am surprised that I have never since been able to

recall the dog's name, a very odd one, often as I then pro-

nounced it,

"Four years I had passed in this way (I must now have

been nearly twelve), when my old dame began to put more
trust in me, and at length told me a secret. The bird, 1 found,

laid every day an egg, in which there was a pearl or a jewel. I

had already noticed that she often went to fettle privately about

the cage, but I had never troubled myself farther on the sub-

ject. She now gave me charge of gathering these eggs in her

absence, and carefully storing them up in the strange-looking

pots. She would leave me food, and sometimes stay away
longer, for weeks, for months. My little wheel kept humming
round, the dog barked, the bird sang ; and withal there was
such a stillness in the neighbourhood, that I do not recollect

of any storm or foul weather all the time I stayed there. No
one wandered thither ; no wild-beast came near our dwelling :

I was satisfied, and worked along in peace from day to day.

One would perhaps be very happy, could he pass his life so

undisturbedly to the end.

" From the little that I read, I formed quite marvellous

notions of the world and its people ; all taken from myself and
my society. When I read of witty persons, I could not figure

them but like the little shock ; great ladies, I conceived, were

like the bird ; all old women like my mistress. 1 had read

somewhat of love, too ; and often, in fancy, I would sport

strange stories with myself. I figured out the fairest knight on

Earth ; adorned him with all perfections, without knowing

rightly, after all my labour, how he looked : but I could feel

a hearty pity for myself when he ceased to love me ; I would

then, in thought, make long melting speeches, or perhaps aloud,

to try if I could win him back. You smile ! These young days

are, in truth, far away from us all.

" I now liked better to be left alone, for I was then sole

mistress of the house. The clog loved me, and did all I wanted
;

the bird replied to all my (juestions with his rhyme; my wheel

i
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kept briskly turning, and at bottom I had never any wish for

change. When my dame returned from her long wanderings,

she would praise my diligence ; she said her house, since I

belonged to it, was managed far more perfectly ; she took a

pleasure in my growth and healthy looks; in short, she treated

me in all points like her daughter.

" ' Thou art a good girl, child,' said she once to me, in her

creaking tone ; 'if thou continuest so, it will be well with thee:

but none ever prospers when he leaves the straight path
;

punishment will overtake him, though it may be late.' I gave

little heed to this remark of hers at the time, for in all my tem-

per and movements I was very lively ; but by night it occurred

to me again, and I could not understand what she meant by it.

I considered all the words attentively ; I had read of riches,

and at last it struck me that her pearls and jewels might per-

haps be something precious. Ere long this thought grew

clearer to me. But the straight path, and leaving it ? What
could she mean by this ?

" 1 was now fourteen ; it is the misery of man that he ar-

rives at understanding through the loss of innocence. I now
saw well enough that it lay with me to take the jewels and the

bird in the old woman's absence, and go forth with them and

see the world which I had read of. Perhaps, too, it would then

be possible that I might meet that fairest of all knights, who
forever dwelt in my memory.

"At lirst this thought was nothing more than any other

thought ; but when I used to be sitting at my wheel, it still re-

turned to me, against my will ; and I sometimes followed it

so far, that I already saw myself adorned in splendid attire, with

princes and knights around me. On awakening from these

dreams, I would feel a sadness when I looked up, and found my-
self still in the little cottage. For the rest, if I went through

my duties, the old woman troubled herself little about what I

thought or felt.

" One day she went out again, telling me that she should

be away on this occasion longer than usual ; that I must take

strict charge of everything, and not let the time hang heavy on

my hands. I had a sort of fear on taking leave of her, for I

felt as if I should not see her any more. I looked long after

her, and knew not why I felt so sad ; it was almost as if my
VOL. I. N
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purpose had already stood before me, without myself being con-

scious of it.

" Never did 1 tend the dog and the bird with such diligence

as now ; they were nearer to my heart than formerly. The
old woman had been gone some days, when I rose one morning
in the tirm mind to leave the cottage, and set out with the bird

to see this world they talked so much of. I felt pressed and
hampered in my heart ; I wished to stay where I was, and yet

the thought of that afflicted me ; there was a strange contention

in my soul, as if between two discordant spirits. One moment
my peaceful solitude would seem to me so beautiful ; the next

the image of a new world, with its many wonders, would again

enchant me.
" I knew not what to make of it ; the dog leaped up con-

tinually about me ; the sunshine spread abroad over the fields;

the green birch-trees glittered ; I always felt as if I had some-

thing I must do in haste ; so I caught the little dog, tied him
up in the room, and took the cage with the bird under my arm.

The dog writhed and whined at this unusual treatment ; he

looked at me with begging eyes, but I feared to have him with

me. I also took one pot of jewels, and concealed it by me
;

the rest I left.

"The bird turned its head very strangely when I crossed

the threshold ; the dog tugged at his cord to follow mc, but he

was forced to stay.

" I did not take the road to the wild rocks, but went in the

opposite direction. The dog still whined and barked, and it

touched me to the heart to hear him ; the bird tried once or

twice to sing ; but as I was carrying him, the shaking put him
out.

"The farther I went, the fainter grew the barking, and at

last it altogether ceased. I wept, and had almost turned back,

but the longing to see something new still hindered me.
" I had got across the hills, and through some forests, when

the night came on, and I was forced to turn aside into a village.

I blushed exceedingly on entering the inn ; they showed me to

a room and bed ; I slept pretty quietly, only that I dreamed of

the old woman, and her threatening me.
" My journey had not much variety ; the farther I went, the

more was I afflicted by the recollection of my old mistress and
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the little dog ; t considered that in all likelihood the poor shock

would die of hunger, and often in the woods I thought my dame
would suddenly meet me. Thus amid tears and sobs I went
along ; when I stopped to rest, and put the cage on the

ground, the bird struck up his song, and brought but too

keenly to my mind the fair habitation I had left. As human
nature is forgetful, I imagined that my former journey, in my
childhood, had not been so sad and woful as the present ; I

wished to be as I was then.

" I had sold some jewels; and now, after wandering on for

several days, I reached a village. At the very entrance I was
struck with something strange ; I felt terrified and knew not

why ; but I soon bethought myself, for it was the village where

I was born ! How amazed was I ! How the tears ran down
my cheeks for gladness, for a thousand singular remembrances !

Many things were changed : new houses had been built, some
just raised when I went away, were now fallen, and had marks
of fire on them ; everything was far smaller and more confined

than I had fancied. It rejoiced my very heart that I should

see my parents once more after such an absence. 1 found

their little cottage, the well-known threshold ; the door-latch

was standing as of old ; it seemed to me as if I had shut it

only yesternight. My heart beat violently, I hastily lifted that

latch ; but faces I had never seen before looked up and gazed

at me. I asked for the shepherd Martin ; they told me that

his wife and he were dead three years ago. I drew back

quickly, and left the village weeping aloud.

" I had figured out so beautifully how I would surprise

them with my riches : by the strangest chance, what I had
only dreamed in childhood was become reality ; and now it

was all in vain, they could not rejoice with me, and that which

had been my first hope in life was lost forever.

" In a pleasant town I hired a small house and garden,

and took to myself a maid. The world, in truth, proved not

so wonderful as I had painted it : but I forgot the old woman
and my former way of life rather more, and, on the whole, I

was contented.

" For a long while the bird had ceased to sing ; I was
therefore not a little frightened, when one night he suddenly

began again, and with a different rhyme. He sang :
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Alone in wood so gay,

All, far away!

But thou wilt say

Sonie other day,

'Twere best to stay

Alone in wood so gay.

" Throughout the night 1 could not close an eye ; all things

again occurred to my remembrance ; and I felt, more than ever,

that I had not acted rightly. When I rose, the aspect of the

bird distressed me greatly ; he looked at me continually, and

his presence did me ill. There was now no end to his song ; he

sang it louder and more shrilly than he had been wont. The
more I looked at him, the more he pained and frightened me

;

at last I opened the cage, put in my hand, and grasped his

neck ; I squeezed my fingers hard together, he looked at me, I

slackened them ; but he was dead. I buried him in the garden.

" After this, there often came a fear over me for my maid;

I looked back upon myself, and fancied she might rob me or

murder me. For a long while I had been acquainted with a

young knight, whom I altogether liked : I bestowed on him

my hand ; and with this. Sir Walther, ends my story."

"Ay, you should have see her then," said Eckbert warmly

;

" seen her youth, her loveliness, and what a charm her lonely

way of life had given her. I had no fortune ; it was through

her love these riches came to me ; we moved hither, and our

marriage has at no time brought us anything but good."

"But with our tatthng," added Bertha, "it is growing very

late ; we must go to sleep."

She rose, and proceeded to her chamber ; Walther, with a

kiss of her hand, wished her good-night, saying :
" Many

thanks, noble lady ; I can well figure you beside your singing

bird, and how you fed poor little Strohmian."

Walther likewise went to sleep ; Eckbert alone still walked

in <i restless humour up and clown the room. "Are not men
fools ?" said he at last :

" I myself occasioned this recital of my
wife's history, and now such confidence appears to me impro-

per ! Will he not abuse it ? Will he not communicate the

secret to others ? Will he not, for such is human nature, cast

unblessed thoughts on our jewels, and form pretexts and lay

plans to get possession of them .''"
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It now occurred to his mind that Walther had not taken

leave of him so cordially as might have been expected after

such a mark of trust : the soul once set upon suspicion finds

in every trifle something to confirm it. Eckbert, on the other

hand, reproached himself for such ignoble feelings to his

worthy friend
;
yet still he could not cast them out. All night

he plagued himself with such uneasy thoughts, and got very

little sleep.

Bertha was unwell next day, and could not come to break-

fast ; Walther did not seem to trouble himself much about her

illness, but left her husband also rather coolly. Eckbert could

not comprehend such conduct ; he went to see his wife, and

found her in a feverish state ; she said her last night's story

must have agitated her.

From that day, Walther visited the castle of his friend but

seldom ; and when he did appear, it was but to say a few un-

meaning words and then depart. Eckbert was exceedingly

distressed by this demeanour : to Bertha or Walther he indeed

said nothing of it ; but to any person his internal disquietude

was visible enough.

Bertha's sickness wore an aspect more and more serious ;

the Doctor grew alarmed ; the red had vanished from hir.

patient's cheeks, and her eyes were becoming more and more

inflamed. One morning she sent for her husband to her bed-

side ; the nurses were ordered to withdraw.
" Dear Eckbert," she began, " I must disclose a secret to

thee, which has almost taken away my senses, which is ruining

my health, unimportant trifle as it may appear. Thou mayest

remember, often as I talked of my childhood, I could never

rail to mind the name of the dog that was so long beside me :

now, that night on taking leave, Walther all at once said to me

:

' I can well figure you, and how you fed poor little Strolimian'

Is it chance ? Did he guess the name ; did he know it, and

speak it on purpose ? If so, how stands this man connected

with my destiny ? At times I struggle with myself as if I but

imagined this mysterious business; but, alas ! it is certain, too

certain. I felt a shudder that a stranger should help me to

recall the memory of iny secrets. What sayest thou, Eckbert?"

Eckbert looked at his sick and agitated wife with deep

emotion ; he stood silent and thoughtful ; then spoke some
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words of comfort to her, and went out. In a distant chamber,

he walked to and fro in indescribable disquiet. Walther, for

many years, had been his sole companion ; and now this per-

son was the only mortal in the world whose existence pained

and oppressed him. It seemed as if he should be gay and light

of heart, were that one thing but removed. He took his bow,

to dissipate these thoughts ; and went to hunt.

It was a rough stormy winter-day ; the snow was lying deep

on the hills, and bending down the branches of the trees. He
roved about ; the sweat was standing on his brow ; he found

no game, and this embittered his ill-humour. All at once he saw
an object moving in the distance ; it was Walther gathering

moss from the trunks of trees. Scarce knowing what he did,

he bent his bow ; Walther looked round, and gave a threatening

gesture, but the arrow was already flying, and he sank trans-

fixed by it.

Eckbert felt relieved and calmed, yet a certain horror drove

him home to his castle. It was a good way distant ; he had
wandered far into the woods. On arriving, he found Bertha

dead : before her death, she had spoken much of Walther and
the old woman.

For a great while after this occurrence, Eckbert lived in

the deepest solitude : he had all along being melancholy, for

the strange history of his wife disturbed him, and he dreaded

some unlucky incident or other ; but at present he was utterly

at variance with himself. The murder of his friend arose in-

cessantly before his mind; he lived in the nnj'iiish of continual

remorse.

To dissipate his feelings, he occasionally moved to the

neighbouring town, where he mingled in society and its amuse-

ments. He longed for a friend to fill the void in his soul ; and

yet, when he remembered Walther, he would shudder at the

thought of meeting with a friend ; for he felt convinced that,

with any friend, he nmst be unhappy. He had lived so long

with his Bertha in lovely calmness ; the friendship of Walther

had cheered him through so many years ; and now both of

them were suddenly swept away. As he thought of these

things, there were many moments when his life appeared to him

some fabulous tale, rather than the artiial liistory of a living man.

A young knight, named Hugo, made advances to the silent
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melancholy Eckbert, and appeared to have a true affection for

him. Eckbert felt himself exceedingly surprised ; he met the

knight's friendship with the greater readiness, the less he had
anticipated it. The two were now frequently together ; Hugo
showed his friend all possible attentions ; one scarcely ever

went to ride without the other ; in all companies they got J;o-

gether. In a word, they seemed inseparable.

Eckbert was never happy longer than a few transitory mo-
ments : for he felt too clearly that Hugo loved him only by
mistake ; that he knew him not, was unacquainted with his

history ; and he was seized again with the same old longing to

unbosom himself wholly, that he might be sure whether Hugo
was his friend or not. But again his apprehensions, and the

fear of being hated and abhorred, withheld him. There were

many hours in which he felt so much impressed with his entire

worthlessness, that he believed no mortal not a stranger to his

history, could entertain regard for him. Yet still he was un-

able to withstand himself: on a solitary ride, he disclosed his

whole history to Hugo, and asked if he could love a murderer.

Hugo seemed touched, and tried to comfort him. Eckbert

returned to town with a lighter heart.

But it seemed to be his doom that, in the very hour ofcon-

fulence, he should always find materials for suspicion. Scarcely

had they entered the public hall, when, in the glitter of the many
lights, Hugo's looks had ceased to satisfy him. He thought he

noticed a malicious smile ; he remarked that Hugo did not

speak to him as usual ; that he talked with the rest, and seemed
to pay no heed to him. In the party was an old knight, who
had always shown himself the enemy of Eckbert, had often

asked about his riches and his wife in a peculiar style. With
this man Hugo was conversing ; they were speaking privately,

and casting looks at Eckbert. The suspicions of the latter

seemed confirmed ; he thought himself betrayed, and a tremen-

dous rage took hold of him. As he continued gazing, on a sud-

den he discerned the countenance of Walther, all his features,

all the form so well known to him ; he gazed, and looked, and
felt convinced that it was none but Walther who was talking to

the knight. His horror cannot be described ; in a state of

frenzy he rushed out of the hall, left the town overnight, and
after many wanderings, returned to his castle.
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Here, like an unquiet spirit, he hurried to and fro from

room to room ; no thought would stay with him ; out of one
frightful idea he fell into another still more frightful, and sleep

never visited his eyes. Often he believed that he was mad, that

a disturbed imagination was the origin of all this terror ; then,

again, he recollected Walther's features, and the whole grew
more and more a riddle to him. He resolved to take a jour-

ney, that he might reduce his thoughts to order ; the hope of

friendship, the desire of social intercourse, he had now forever

given up.

He set out, without prescribing to himself any certain

route ; indeed, he took small heed of the country he was
passing through. Having hastened on some days at the

quickest pace of his horse, he, on a sudden, found himself

entangled in a labyrinth of rocks, from which he could discover

no outlet. At length he met an old peasant, who took him by
a path leading past a waterfall : he offered him some coins for

his guidance, but the peasant would not have them. " What
use is it ?" said Eckbert. " 1 could believe that this man, too,

wasnone but Walther." He looked round once more, and it

was none but Walther. Eckbert spurred his horse as fast as

it could gallop, over meads and forests, till it sank exhausted

to the earth. Regardless of this, he hastened forward on foot.

In a dreamy mood he mounted a hill : he fancied he caught

the sound of lively barking at a little distance ; the birch-trees

whispered in the intervals, and in the strangest notes he heard

this song :

Alone in wood so gay,

Once more I stay

;

JNone dare me slay,

The evil far away :

Ah, here I stay,

Alone in wood so gay.

The sense, the consciousness of Eckbert had departed ; it

was a riddle which he could not solve, whether he was dream-

ing now, or had before dreamed of a wife and friend. The mar-

vellous was mingled with the common : the world around him

seemed enrlianled, :md lie himself ums incapable of thought or

lecollection.

A crooked, bent old woman, crawled coughing up the hill
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with a crutch. "Art thou bringing me my bird, my pearls,

my dog?" cried she to him. "See how injustice punishes

itself! No one but I was Walther, was Hugo."
" God of Heaven !" said Eckbert, muttering to himself

;

"in what frightful solitude have I passed my life .''"

" And Bertha was thy sister."

Eckbert sank to the ground.

"Why did she leave me deceitfully ? All would have been

fair and well ; her time of trial was already finished. She was
the daughter of a knight, who had her nursed in a shepherd's

house ; the daughter of thy father."

" Why have I always had a foiecast of this dreadful

thought ?" cried Eckbert.

"Because in early youth thy father told thee: he could

not keep this daughter by him for hisi second wife, her step-

mother."

Eckbert lay distracted and dying on the ground. Faint

and bewildered, he heard the old woman speaking, the dog
barking, and the bird repeating its song.
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Brave Burgundy no longer

Could fight for fatherland

;

The foe they were the stronger,

Upon the bloody sand.

He said: "The foe prevaileth,

My friends and followers fly,

My striving naught availeth,

My spirits sink and die.

No more can I exert me,

Or sword and lance can wield

O, why did he desert me,

Eckart, our trusty shield

!

In fight he used to guide me,

In danger was my stay

;

Alas, he's not beside me,

l"Ut stays at home today!

The crowds are gathering faster,

Took captive sliall 1 lie?

1 may not run like dastard,

J Ml die like soldier free."

Thu'; liurgundy so bitter,

flas at his breast his sword

;

When, see, breaks-in the Rittc-r

Eckart, to save his lord !

With cap and armour glancing,

l3old on the foe he rides.

His troop licliind iiiin prancing,

Ami his I wo sons besides.
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Burgundy sees their token,

And cries: "Now, God be praise<ll

Not yet we're beat or broken,

Since Eckart's flag is raised."

Then like a true knight, Eckart

Dash'd gaily through the foe:

But with his red blood flecker'd.

His little son lay low.

And when the fight was ended,

Then Burgundy he speaks

:

•'Thou hast nie well befriended,

Yet so as wets my cheeks.

The foe is smote and flying

;

Thou'st saved my land and life;

But here thy boy is lying.

Returns not from the strife."

Tlien Eckart wept almost,

The tear stood in his eye

;

He clasp'd the son he'd lost,

Close to his breast the l)oy.

' Why diedst thou, Heinz, so early,

And scarce wast yet a man ?

Thou'rt fallen in battle fairly;

For thee I'll not complain.

Thee, Prince, we Iiave deliver'd j

P'rom danger thou art free

:

•

The boy and 1 are sever'd ;

I give my son to thee."

Then Burgundy our chief.

His eyes grew moist and dim

;

He felt such joy and grief,

So great that love to him.

His heart was melting, flaming,

He fell on Eckart's breast,

With sobbing voice exclaiming:
'

' lickart, my champion best,

Thou stoodst when every other

Had fled from me away;
Therefore thou art my brother

Forever from this day.
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Tlie people sliall regard thee

As wert thou of my line

;

And could I more reward thee,

How gladly were it thine!"

And when we heard the same,

We joy'd as did our prince

;

And Trusty Eckart is the name
We've call'd him ever since.

The voire of an okl peasant sounded over the rocks, as he

sang this ballad ; and the Trusty Eckart sat in his grief, on

the declivity of the hill, and wept aloud. His youngest boy
was standing by him :

" Why weepest thou aloud, my father

Eckart ?" said he :
" Art thoii not great and strong, taller and

braver than any other mnn ? Whom, then, art thou afraid

of?"

Meanwhile the Duke of Burgundy was moving homewards
to his Tower. Burgundy was mounted on a stately horse, with

splendid trappings ; and the gold and jewels of the princely

Duke were glittering in the evening sun ; so that little Conrad
could not sate himself with viewing and admiring the magni-

ficent procession. The Trusty Eckart lose, and looked gloomily

over it ; and young Conrad, when the hunting train had disap-

peared, struck up this stave :

On good steed,

Sword and shield

Wouldst thou wield,

With spear and arrow;

Then had need

Til at the marrow
In ihy arm,

'J'hal Ihy hear! and Mnnd,

Be good,

To save thy head from hnvni.

The old man clasped his son to his bosom, looking with

wistful tenderness on his clear blue eyes. " Didst thou hear

that good man's song?" said he.

"Ay, wiiy not?" answerrd Conrad: "he sang it loud

enough, and thou art the Trusty Kf knrt thyself, so 1 liked to

listen."
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"That 3amc Duke is now my enemy," said Eckart ; "he
keeps my other son in prison, nay has already put him to death,

if I may credit what the people say."

" Take down thy broad-sword, and do not suffer it," cried

Conrad ;
" they will tremble to see thee, and all the people in

the whole land will stand by thee, for thou art their greatest

hero in the land."

" Not so, my son," said the other ;
" 1 were then the man

my enemies have called me ; I dare not be unfaithful to my
liege ; no, I dare not break the peace which I have pledged to

him, and promised on his hand."
" But what wants he with us, then?" said Conrad, impa-

tiently.

Eckart sat down again, and said :
" My son, the entire

story of it would be long, and thou wouklst scarcely understand

it. The great have always their worst enemy in their own
hearts, and they fear it day and night ; so Burgundy has now
come to think that he has trusted me too far ; that he has

nursed in me a serpent in his bosom. People call me the

stoutest warrior in our country ; they say openly that he owes

me land and life ; I am named the Trusty Eckart ; and thus

oppressed and suffering persons turn to me, that I may get

them help. All this he cannot suffer. So he has taken up a

grudge against me ; and every one that wants to rise in favour

with him increases his distrust ; so that at last he has quite

turned away his heart from me."

Hereupon the hero Eckart told, in smooth words, how Bur-

gundy had banished him from his sight, how they had become
entire strangers to each other, as the Duke suspected that he

even meant to rob him of his dukedom. In trouble and sor-

row, he proceeded to relate how the Duke had cast his son into

confinement, and was threatening the life of Eckart himself, as

of a traitor to the land.

But Conrad said to his father : "Wilt thou let me go, my
old father, and speak with the Duke, to make him reasonable

and kind to thee ? If he has killed my brother, then he is a

wicked man, and thou must punish him ; but that cannot be,

for he could not so falsely forget the great service thou hast

done him."
" Dost thou know the old proverb ?" said Eckart:
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'• Doth the kin<.T require thy aid,

Thou'rt a friend can ne'er be paid

;

Ilast thou help'd hiin through his trouble,

Friendship's grown an empty bubljlc.

Yes , my whole life has been wasted in vain. Why did he

make me great, to cast me down the deeper ? The friendship

of princes is like a deadly poison, which can only be employed
against our enemies, and with which at last we unwarily kill

ourselves."

" I will to the Duke," cried Conrad :
" I will call back into

his soul all that thou hast done, that thou hast suffered for him
;

and he will again be as of old."

"Thou hast forgot," said Eckart, "that they look on us as

traitors. Therefore let us fly together to some foreign country,

where a better fortune may betide us."

"At thy age," said Conrad, "wilt thou turn away thy face

from thy kind home ? I will to Burgundy ; I will quiet him,

and reconcile him to thee. What can he do to me, even though

he still hate and fear thee ?"

"I let thee go unwillingly," said Eckart; "for my soul

forebodes no good ; and yet I would fain be reconciled to him,

for he is my old friend ; and fain save thy brother, who is pin-

ing in the dungeon beside him."

The sun threw his last mild rays on the green Earth : Eckart

sat pensively leaning back against a tree ; he looked long at

Conrad, then said : "If thou wilt go, my little boy, go now,

before the night grow altogether dark. The windows in the

Duke's Castle are already glittering with lights, and I hear

afar off the sound of trumpets from the feast
;
perhaps his

son's bride may have arrived, and his mind may be friendlier

to us."

Unwillingly he let him go, for he no longer trusted to his

fortune : but Conrad's heart was light ; for he thought it would

be an easy task to turn the mind of Burgundy, who had played

with him so kindly but a short while before. "Wilt thou come
back to me, my little boy?" sobbed Eckart :

" if I lose thee,

no other of my race remains." The boy consoled him ; flat-

tered him with caresses : at last they parted.

Conrad knocked at the gate of the Castle, and was let in ;

old Eckart stayed without in the night alone. " Him too have
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I lost," moaned he in his solitude, "I shall never see his face

again."

Whilst he so lamented, there came tottering towards him a

gray-haired man ; endeavouring to get down the rocks ; and

seeming, at every step, to fear that he should stumble into the

abyss. Seeing the old man's feebleness, Eckart held out his

hand to him, and helped him to descend in safety.

" Which way come ye ?" inquired Eckart.

The old man sat down, and began to weep, so that the

tears came running over his cheeks. Eckart tried to soothe

him and console him with reasonable words ; but the sorrow-

ful old man seemed not at all to heed these well-meant speeches,

but to yield himself the more immoderately to his sorrows.

" What grief can it be that lies so heavy on you as to over-

power you utterly ?" said Eckart.

" Ah, my children !" moaned the old man.

Then Eckart thought of Conrad, Heinz and Dietrich, and

was himself altogether comfortless. "Yes," said he, " if your

children are dead, your misery in truth is very great."

"Worse than dead," replied the old man, with his mourn-

ful voice ; "for they are not dead, but lost forever to me. O,

would to Heaven that they were but dead !"

These strange words astonished Eckart, and he asked the

old man to explain the riddle ; whereupon the latter answered :

" The age we live in is indeed a marvellous age, and surely the

last days are at hand ; for the most dreadful signs are sent into

the world, to threaten it. Every sort of wickedness is casting

off its old fetters, and stalking bold and free about the Earth
;

the fear of God is drying up and dispersing, and can fmd no

channel to unite in ; and the Powers of Evil are rising auda-

ciously from their dark nooks, and celebrating their triumph.

Ah, my dear sir ! we are old, but not old enough for such pro-

digious things. You have doubtless seen the Comet, that won-

drous light in the sky, that shines so prophetically down upon

us ? All men predict evil ; and no one thinks of beginning the

reform with himself, and so essaying to turn off the rod. Nor
is this enough ; but portents are also issuing from the Earth,

and breaking mysteriously from the depths below, even as the

light shines frightfully on us from above. Have you never

heard of the Hill, which people call the Hill of Venus?"
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" Never," said Eckart, "far as I have travelled."

" I am surprised at that," replied the old man ; "for the

matter is now grown as notorious as it is true. To this Moun-
tain have the Devils fled, and sought shelter in the desert

centre of the Earth, according as the growth of our Holy Faith

has cast down the idolatrous worship of the Heathen. Here,

they say, before all others, Lady Venus keeps her court, and
all her hellish hosts of worldly Lusts and forbidden Wishes

gather round her, so that the Hill has been accursed since time

immemorial."
" But in what country lies the Hill ?" inquired Eckart.

"There is the secret," said the old man, "that no one can

tell this, except he have first given himself up to be Satan's ser-

vant ; and, indeed, no guiltless person ever thinks of seeking

it out. A wonderful Musician on a sudden issues from below,

whom the Powers of Hell have sent as their ambassador ; he

roams through the world, and plays, and makes music on a

pipe, so that his tones sound far and wide. And whoever hears

these sounds is seized by him with visible yet inexplicable force,

and drawn on, on, into the wilderness ; he sees not the road he

travels ; he wanders, and wanders, and is not weary; his strength

and his speed go on increasing ; no power can restram him

;

but he runs frantic into the Mountain, from which he can never-

more return. This power has, in our day, been restored to

Hell ; and in this inverse direction, the ill-starred, perverted

pilgrims are travelling to a Shrine where no deliverance awaits

them, or can reach them any more. For a long while, my two

sons had given me no contentment ; they were dissolute and

immoral ; they despised their parents, as they did religion ; but

now the Sound has caught and carried them off, they are gone

into unseen kingdoms ; the world was too narrow for them, they

arc seeking room in Hell."

" And what do you intend to do in such a mystery ?" said

Eckart.
" With this crutch I set out," replied the old man, "to wan-

der through the world, to find them again, or die of weariness

and woe."

So saying, he tore himself from his rest with a strong effort

;

and hastened forth with his utmost speed, as if he had found

himself neglecting his most precious earthly hope ; and Eckart
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looked with compassion on his vain toil, and rated him in his

thoughts as mad.

It had been night, and was now day, and Conrad came not

back. Eckart wandered to and fro among the rocks, and
turned his longing eyes on the Castle ; still he did not see him.

A crowd came issuing through the gate ; and Eckart no longer

heeded to conceal himself ; but mounted his horse, which was
grazing in freedom ; and rode into the middle of the troop, who
were now proceeding merrily and carelessly across the plain.

On his reaching them, they recognised him ; but no one laid a

hand on him, or said a hard word to him ; they stood mute for

reverence, surrounded him in admiration, and then went their

way. One of the squires he called back, and asked him :

"Where is my Conrad .''"

" O ! ask me not," replied the squire; " it would but cause

you sorrow and lamenting."

"And Dietrich !" cried the father.

" Name not their names any more," said the aged squire,

" for they are gone ; the wrath of our master was kindled against

them, and he meant to punish you in them."

A hot rage mounted up in Eckart's soul ; and, for sorrow

and fury, he was no longer master of himself. He dashed the

spurs into his horse, and rode through the Castle-gate. All

drew back, with timid reverence, from his way ; and thus he

rode on to the front of the Palace. He sprang from horseback,

and mounted the great steps with wavering pace. "Am I here

in the dwelling of the man," said he, within himself, "who was
once my friend ?" He endeavoured to collect his thoughts ;

but wilder and wilder images kept moving in his eye, and thus

he stept into the Prince's chamber.

Burgundy's presence of mind forsook him, and he trembled

as Eckart stood in his presence. "Art thou the Duke of Bur-

gundy ?" said Eckart to him. To which the Duke answered,

"Yes."

"And thou hast killed my son Dietrich .''" The Duke said,

"Yes."

"And my little Conrad too," cried Eckart, in his grief,

" was not too good for thee, and thou hast killed him also ?"

To which the Duke again answered, " Yes."

Here Eckart was unmanned, and said, in tears :
" O ! ans-

VOL. I. O
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wer me not so, Burgundy ; for I cannot bear these speeches.

Tell me but that thou art sorry, that thou wishest it were yet

undone, and I will try to comfort myself; but thus thou art

utterly offensive to my heart."

The Duke said :
" Depart from my sight, false traitor

;

for thou art the worst enemy I have on Earth."

Eckart said : "Thou hast of old called me thy friend; but

these thoughts are now far from thee. Never did I act against

thee ; still have I honoured and loved thee as my prince ; and

God forbid that 1 should now, as I well might, lay my hand
upon my sword, and seek revenge of thee. No, I will depart

from thy sight, and die in solitude."

So saying, he went out ; and Burgundy was moved in his

mind ; but at his call, the guards appeared with their lances,

who encircled him on all sides, and motioned to drive Eckart

from the chamber with their weapons.

To liorsc tlie liero springs,

Wild through the hills he rideth

:

*' Of hope in earthly things,

Now none with me abideth.

My sons are slain in youth,

< I have no child or wife

;

The Prince suspects my truth,

Has sworn to take my life."

Then to the wood he turns him,

There gallops on and on ;

The smart of sorrow burns him,

ile cries : "They're gone, they're gone I

All living men from me are tied,

New friends I nmst provide me,

To the oaks and fu-s beside me,

Complain in desert dead.

There is no child to cheer me,

By cruel wolves they're slain

;

Once three of them were near me,
I see them not again."

As Eckart cried thus sadly,

His sense it pass'd away;
He rides in fury madly

Till ilawning ol' the day.
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His horse in frantic speed

Sinks down al last exhausted
;

And nauglit does Eckart lieed,

Or think or know what caused it

;

But on the cold ground lie,

Not fearing, loving longer

;

Despair grows strong and stronger,

He wishes but to die.

No one about the Castle knew whither Eckart had gone
,

for he had lost himself in the waste forests, and let no man
sec him. The Duke dreaded his intentions ; and he now re-

pented that he had let him go, and not laid hold of him. So,

one morning, he set forth with a great train of hunters and at-

tendants, to search the woods, and fmd out Eckart ; for he

thought, that till Eckart were destroyed, there could be no

security. All were unwearied, and regardless of toil ; but the

sun set without their having found a trace of Eckart.

A storm came on, and great clouds flew blustering over

the forest ; the thunder rolled, and lightning struck the tall

oaks : all present were seized with an unquiet terror, and they

gradually dispersed among the bushes, or the open spaces of

the wood. The Duke's horse plunged into the thicket ; his

squires could not follow him : the gallant horse rushed to the

ground ; and Burgundy in vain called through the tempest to

his servants ; for there was no one that could hear him.

Like a wild man had Eckart roamed about the woods, un-

conscious of himself or his misfortunes ; he had lost all thought,

and in blank stupefaction satisfied his hunger with roots and
herbs : the hero could not now be recognised by any one, so

sore had the days of his despair defaced him. As the storm

came on, he awoke from his stupefaction, and again felt his

existence and his woes, and saw the misery that had befallen

him. He raised a loud cry of lamentation for his children
;

he tore his white hair ; and called out, in the bellowing of the

storm : "Whither, whither are ye gone, ye parts of my heart .''

And how is all strength departed from me, that I could not

even avenge your death ? Why did I hold back my arm, and

did not send to death him who had given my heart these

deadly stabs ? Ha, fool, though deservest that the tyrant

should mock thee, since thy powerless arm and thy silly heart
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withstood not the murderer. Now, O now were he with me !

But it is in vain to wish for vengeance, when the moment is

gone by."

Thus came on the night, and Eckart wandered to and fro

in his sorrow. From a distance he heard as it were a voice

calling for help. Directing his steps by the sound, he came
up to a man in the darkness, who was leaning on the stem of

a tree, and mournfully entreating to be guided to his road.

Eckart started at the voice, for it seemed familiar to him ; but

he soon recovered, and perceived that the lost wayfarer was

the Duke of Burgundy. Then he raised his hand to his

sword, to cut down the man who had been the murderer of

his children ; his fury came on him with new force, and he

was upon the point of finishing his bloody task, when all at

once he stopped, for his oath and the word he had pledged

came into his mind. He took his enemy's hand, and led him
to the quarter where he thought the road must be.

The Duke foredone and weary

Sank in the wilder'd breaks;

Him in the tempest dreary

He on his shoulders takes.

Said Burgundy: " I'm giving

Much toil to thee, I fear."

Eckart replied : " The living

On Earth have much to hear."

"Yet," said the Duke, "believe me,

Were we out of the wood,

Since now thou dost relieve me,

Thy sorrows I'll make good."

The hero at this promise

Felt on his clieck the tear;

Said lie: "Indeed I nowise

Do look for payment here."

" Harder our I'light is growing,"

The Duke cries, dreading scalh,

" Now whitlicr are we going?

Who art thou ? Art thou Death ?"

"Not Death," said he, still weeping,
" Or any fiend am I

;

Thy life is in God's keeping.

Thy ways are in his eye."
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"Ah," said the Duke, repenting,

" My breast is foul witliin ;

I tremble, while lamenting.

Lest God requite my sin.

My truest friend I've banish'd,

His children have I slain,

In wrath from me he vanish'd.

As foe he comes again.

To me he was devoted,

Through good report and bad

;

My rights he still promoted.

The truest man 1 had.

Me he can never pardon,

1 kill'd his children dear;

This night, to pay my guerdon,

I' th' wood he lurks, I fear.

This does my conscience teach me,

A threat'ning voice within

;

If here to-night he reach me,

I die a child of sin."

Said Eckart : "The beginning

Of our woes is guilt

;

My grief is for thy sinning,

And for the blood thou'st spilt.

And that the man will meet thee

Is likewise surely true;

Yet fear not, I entreat thee.

He'll harm no hair of you."

Thus were they going forward talking, when another per-

son in the forest met them ; it was Wolfram, the Duke's Squire,

who had long been looking for his master. The dark night

was still lying over them, and no star twinkled from between

the wet black clouds. The Duke felt weaker, and longed to

reach some lodging, where he might sleep till day ; besides,

he was afraid that he might meet with Eckart, who stood like

a spectre before his soul. He imagined he should never see

the morning ; and shuddered anew when the wind again

rustled through the high trees, and the storm came down from

the hollows of the mountains, and went rushing over his head.
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"Wolfram," cried the Duke, in his angnish, "climb one of

these tall pines, and look about if thou canst spy no light, no

house or cottage, whither we may turn."

The Squire, at the hazard of his life, clomb up a lofty

pine, which the storm was waving from the one side to the

other, and ever and anon bending down the top of it to the

very ground ; so that the Squire wavered to and fro upon it

like a little squirrel. At last he reached the top, and cried :

" Down there, in the valley, I see the glimmer of a candle
;

thither must we turn." So he descended and showed the way ;

and in a while, they all perceived the cheerful light ; at which

the Duke once more took heart. Eckart still continued mute,

and occupied within himself; he spoke no word, and looked

at his inward thoughts. On arriving at the hut, they knocked

;

and a little old housewife let them in : as they entered, the

stout Eckart set the Duke down from his shoulders, who threw

himself immediately upon his knees, and in a fervent prayer

thanked God for his deliverance. Eckart took his seat in a

dark corner ; and there he found fast asleep the poor old man,

who had lately told him of his great misery about his sons,

and the search he was making for them.

When the Duke had done praying, he said :
" Very

strange have my thoughts been this night, and the goodness

of God and his almighty power never showed themselves so

openly before to my obdurate heart : my mind also tells me
that I have not long to live ; and I desire nothing save that

God would pardon me my manifold and heavy sins. You

two, also, who have led me hither, I could wish to recompense,

so far as in my power, before my end arrive. To thee. Wolf-

ram, I give both the castles that are on these hills beside us
;

and in future, in remembrance of this awful night, thou shalt

call them the Tannenhiiuser, or Pinehouses. But who art

thou, strange man," continued he, "that hast placed thyself

there in the nook, apart .'' Come forth, that I may also pay

thee for thy toil."

'liien rose tlie liero fiom his place,

And slepi into ihe light before them

;

Deep lines of woe were on liis face,

But with a patient mind lie bore tliem.
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And Burgundy, his heart forsook him,

To see that mild old gray-hair'd man

;

His face grew pale, a trembling took him,

He swoon'd and sank to earth again.

"O, saints of heaven," he wakes and cries,

" Is't thou that art before my eyes?

How shall I fly? Where shall I hide me?
Was't thou that in tlie wood didst guide me?
I kill'd thy cliildren young and fair.

Me in thy arms how couklst thou bear?"

Thus Burgundy goes on to wail.

And feels the heart within him fail;

Death is at hand, remorse pursues him.

With streaming eyes he sinks on Eckait's bosom

;

And Eckart whispers to him low

:

" Henceforth 1 have forgot the slight,

So thou and all the world may know,

Eckart was still thy trusty knight."

Thus passed the hours till morning, when some other ser-

vants of the Duke arrived, and found their dying master.

They laid him on a mule, and took him back to his castle.

Eckart he could not suffer from his side ; he would often take

his hand and press it to his breast, and look at him with an

imploring look. Then Eckart would embrace him, and speak

a few kind words to him, and so the Prince would feel com-

posed. At last he summoned all his Council, and declared to

them that he appointed Eckart, the trusty man, to be guardian

of his sons, seeing he had proved himself the noblest of all.

And thus he died.

Thenceforward Eckart took on him the government with

all zeal ; and every person in the land admired his high manly
spirit. Not long afterwards a rumour spread abroad in all

quarters, of a strange Musician, who had come from Venus-

Hill, who was travelling through the whole land, and seducing

men with his playing, so that they disappeared, and no one

could find any traces of them. Many credited the story, others

not ; Eckart recollected the unhappy old man.
" I have taken you for my sons," said he to the young

Princes, as he once stood with them on the hill before the

Castle ;
" your happiness must now be my posterity ; when
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dead, I shall still live in your joy." They lay down on the

slope, from which the fair country was visible for many a

league ; and here Eckhart had to guard himself from speak-

ing of his children ; for they seemed as if coming towards

him from the distant mountains, while he heard afar off a

lovely sound.

" Comes it not like dreams
Stealing o'er the vales and streams?

Out of regions far from this,

Like the song of souls in bliss?"

This to the youths did Eckart say,

And caught the sound from far away

;

And as the magic tones came nigher,

A wicked strange desire

Awakens in the breasts of these pure boys,

That drives them forth to seek for unknown joys.

"Come, let's to the fields, to the meadows and mountains,

The forests invite us, the streams and the fountains

;

Soft voices in secret for loitering chide us.

Away to the Garden of Pleasure they'll guide us."

The Player comes in foreign guise,

Appears before their wondering eyes
;

And higher swells the music's sound,

And brighter glows the emerald ground

;

The flowers appear as drunk,

Twiliglit red has on them sunk

;

And through the green grass play, with airy lightnesSj

Soft, fitful, blue and golden streaks of brightness,

Like a shadow, melts and tlits away
All that bound men to this world of clay;

Li Earth all toil and tumult cease.

Like one brigiit flower it blooms in peace;

The mountains rock in ]iurple light.

The valleys shout as with delight

;

All rush aiul whirl in the music's noise,

And long to share of these ofler'd joys;

The soul of man is allured to ykuliiess.

And lies entranced in lliat blissful madness.

The Trusty Eckart felt i(,

But wist not of the cause

;

ills hear! the music melted,

Ilr.- \vonder('d what it was.
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Tlie world seems new and fairer,

All blooming like tlie rose;

Can Eckart be a sharer

In raptures such as those ?

"'' Ha ! Are those tones restoring

My wife and bonny sons ?

All that I was deploring,

My lost beloved ones ?"

Yet soon his sense collected

Brought doubt within his breast

;

These hellish arts detected,

A liovror him possess'd.

And now he sees the raging

Of his young princes dear

;

Themselves to Hell engaging,

His voice no more they hear.

And forth, in wild commotion,

They rush, not knowing where,

In tumult like the ocean.

When mad his billows are.

Then, as these things assail'd him,

He wist not what to do

;

His knighthood almost fail'd him
Amid that hellish crew.

Then to his soul appearetii

The hour the Duke did die

;

His friend's faint prayer he heareth,
'

He sees his fading eye.

And so his mind's in armour,

And hope is conquering fear;

When see, the fiendish Charmer
Himself comes piping near!

His sword to draw he essayeth,

And smite the caitiff dead
;

But as the music playeth,

His strength is from him fled.

And from the mountains issue

Crowds of distorted forms,

Of Dwarfs a boundless tissue

Come simmerinsj round in swanns.
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The youths, possessVl, are running

As frantic in the crowd

:

In vain is force or cunning;

In vain to call aloud.

And hurries on by castle,

By tower and town, the rout

;

Lilce imps in hellish wassail,

With cackling laugh and shout.

He too is in the rabble;

May not resist their force,

Must hear their deafening babble,

Attend their frantic course.

But now the Hill appeareth,

And nmsic comes thereout;

And as the Phantoms hear it,

They halt, and raise a shout.

The Mountain starts asunder,

A motley crowd is seen

;

Tliis way and that they wander,

In red unearthly sheen.

Then his broad-sword he drew it,

And says: " Still true, though lost!"

And with mad force he heweth
Through that Infernal host.

Ilis youths he sees (how gladly!)

Escaping through the vale ;

The Fiends are fighting madly,

And threatening to prevail.

The Dwarfs, when hurt, fly downward,

And rise up cured again
;

And other crowils rush onward,

And fight with might and main.

Then saw he from a distance

The children safe, and cried

:

"They need not my assistance,

1 care not wlial betide."

His good broad-sword dotli glitter

And flash i' th' noontide ray;

The Dwarfs, with wailing bitter,

And howls, depart away.
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Safe at tlie valley's ending,

The youths far off he spies

;

Then faint and wounded, bending,

The hero falls and dies.

So his last hour o'ertook him,

Fighting like lion brave

;

His truth, it ne'er forsook him,

He was faithful to the grave.

Now Eckart having perish'd,

The eldest son bore sway;
His memory still he cherish'd,

With grateful heart would say:

" From foes and wreck to save me,

l^ike lion grim he fought

;

My throne, my life, he gave me,

And with his heart's blood bought. *'

And soon a wondrous rumour
Tlie country round did fill,

That when a desp'rate humour
Doth send one to the Hill,

There straight a Shape will meet him,

The Trusty Eckart's ghost,

And wistfully entreat him
To turn, and not l)e lost.

There he, though dead, yet ever

True watch and uard doth hold

;

Upon the Earth shall never

Be man so true and bold.

PART II.

More than four centuries had elapsed since the Trusty

Eckart's death, when a noble Tannenhauser, in the station of

Imperial Counsellor, was living at Court in the highest estima-

tion. The son of this knight surpassed in beauty all the other

nobles of the land, and on this account was loved and prized

by every one. .Suddenly, however, after some mysterious inci-
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dents had been observed to happen to him, the young man
disappeared ; and no one knew or guessed what was become
of him. Since the times of the Trusty Eckart, there had
always been a story current in the land about the Venus-Hill

;

and many said that he had wandered thither, and was lost

forever.

One of those that most lamented him was his young friend

Friedrich von VVolfsburg. They had grown up together, and
their mutual attachment seemed to each of them to have be-

come a necessary of life. Tannenhiiuser's old father died :

Friedrich married some years afterwards ; already was a ring

of merry children round him, and still he heard no tidings of

his youthful friend ; so that, in the end, he was forced to con-

clude him dead.

He was standing one evening under the gate of his Castle,

when he perceived afar off a pilgrim travelling towards the

mansion. The wayfaring man was clad in a strange garb; and
his gait and gestures the Knight thought extremely singular.

On his approaching nearer, Wolfsburg thought that he knew
him ; and at last he became convinced that the stranger was
no other than his long-lost friend, the Tannenhauser. He felt

amazed, and a secret horror took possession of him, as he

recognised distinctly these much-altered features.

The two friends embraced ; then started back next moment

;

and gazed astonished at each other as at unknown beings. Of
questions, of perplexed replies, were many. Friedrich often

shuddered at the wild look of his friend, which seemed to burn

as with unearthly light. The Tannenhauser had reposed him-

self a day or two, when Friedrich learned that he was on a

pilgrimage to Rome.
The two friends by and by renewed their former intimacy,

took up their old topics, and told stories to each other of their

youth ; but the Tannenhauser always carefully concealed where

he had been since then. Friedrich, however, pressed him to

disclose it, now that they were once more on their ancient con-

fidential footing : the other long endeavoured to ward off the

friendly prayer ; but at last he exclaimed :
" Well, be it so

;

thy will be done ! Thou shalt know all ; but cast no reproaches

on me after, should the story fill thee with inquietude and
horror."
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They went into the open air, and walked a little in a green

wood of the pleasure-grounds, where at last they sat down; and

now the Tannenhjiuser hid his face among the grass, and, with

loud sobs, held back his right hand to his friend, who pressed

it tenderly in his. The woe-worn pilgrim raised himself, and

began his story in the following words :

" Believe me, Wolfsburg, many a man has, at his birth, an

Evil Spirit linked to him, that vexes him through life, and

never lets him rest, till he has reached his black destination.

So has it been with me ; my whole existence has been but a

continuing birth-pain, and my awakening will be in Hell.

For this have I already wandered so many weary steps, and

have so many yet before me on the pilgrimage which I am
making to the Holy Father, that I may endeavour to obtain

forgiveness at Rome. In his presence will I lay down the

heavy burden of my sins ; or fall beneath it, and die despair-

ing."

Friedrich attempted to console him, but the Tannenhauser

seemed to pay little heed to what he said ; and, after a short

while, he proceeded in the following words :
" There is an old

legend of a Knight who is said to have lived many centuries

ago, under the name of the Trusty Eckart. They tell how, in-

those days, a Musician issued from some marvellous Hill; and,

by his magic tones, awoke in the hearts of all that heard him

so deep a longing, such wild wishes, that he led them irresis-

tibly along with his music, and forced them to rush in with

him to the Hill. Hell had then opened wide her gates to poor

mortals, and enticed them in with seductive music. In boy-

hood I often heard this story, and at first without particularly

minding it
;
yet ere long it so took hold of me, that all Nature,

every sound, every flower, recalled to me the story of these

heart-subduing tones. I cannot tell thee what a sadness, what

an unutterable longing used to seize me, v/hen I looked on the

driving of the clouds, and saw the light lordly blue peering

out between them ; or what remembrances the meadows and

the woods would awaken in my deepest heart. Oftentimes the

loveliness and fulness of royal Nature so affected me, that I

stretched out my arms, as if to fly away with wings ; that I

might pour myself out like the Spirit of Nature over mountain
and valley • that I might brood over grass and forest, and in-
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hale the riches of her blessedness. And if by day the free

landscape charmed me, by night dark dreamjng fantasies tor-

mented me ; and set themselves in louring grimness before me,

as if to shut up my path of life forever. Above all, there was
one dream that left an ineffaceable impression on my feelings,

though I never could distinctly call the forms of it to memory.
Methought there was a vast tumult in the streets; I heard

confused unintelligible speaking ; it was dark night ; I went to

my parents' house ; none but my father was there, and he sick.

Next morning I clasped my parents in my arms, and pressed

them with melting tenderness to my breast, as if some hostile

power had been about to tear them from me. ' Am I to lose

thee ?' said I to my father. ' O ! how wretched and lonely

were I without thee in this world !' They tried to comfort

me, but could not wipe away the dim image from my remem-
brance.

" I grew older, still keeping myself apart from other boys

of my age. I often roamed solitary through the fields : and
it happened one morning, in my rambles, that I had lost my
way ; and so was wandering to and fro in a thick wood, not

knowing whither to turn. After long seeking vainly for a road,

• I at last on a sudden came upon an iron-grated fence, within

which lay a garden. Through the bars, I saw fair shady walks

before me ; fruit-trees and flowers ; and close by me were rose-

bushes glittering in the sun. A nameless longing for these

roses seized me ; I could not help rushing on ; I pressed my-
self by force through between the bars, and was now standing

in the garden. Immediately I sank on my knees ; clasped the

bushes in my arms ; kissed the roses on their red lips, and
melted into tears. I had knelt a while, absorbed in a sort

of rapture, when there came two maidens through the alleys ;

the one of my own years, the other elder. I awoke from my
trance, to fall into a higher ecstasy. My eye lighted on the

younger, and 1 felt at this moment as if all my unknown woe
was healed. They took me to the house ; their parents, hav-

ing learned my name, sent notice to my father, who, in the

evening, came himself, and brought me back.

" From this day, the uncertain current of my life had got a

fixed direction ; my thoughts forever hastened back to the castle

and the maiden ; for here, it seemed to me, was the home of all
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my wishes. I forgot my customary pleasures, I forsook my
playmates, and often visited the garden, the castle and Emma.
Here I had, in a little time, grown, as it were, an inmate of the

house, so that they no longer thought it strange to see me ;
and

Emma was becoming dearer to me every day. Thus passed my
hours ; and a tenderness had taken my heart captive, though I

myself was not aware of it. My whole destination seemed to

me fulfilled ; I had no wish but still to come again ; and when
I went away, to have the same prospect for the morrow.

" Matters were in this state when k young knight became
acquainted in the family ; he was a friend of my parents ; and

he soon, like me, attached himself to Emma. I hated him,

from that moment, as my deadly enemy ; but nothing can de-

scribe my feelings, when I fancied I perceived that Emma liked

him more than me. From this hour, it was as if the music,

which had hitherto accompanied me, went silent in my bosom,

I meditated but on death and hatred ; wild thoughts now awoke
in my breast, when Emma sang her well-known songs to her

lute. Nor did I hide the aversion which I felt ; and when my
parents tried to reason and remonstrate with me, I grew fierce

and contradictory.

" I now roved about the woods and rocky wastes, infuriated

against myself. The death of my rival was a thing I had de-

termined on. The young knight, after some few months, made
a formal offer of himself to the parents of my mistress, and she

was betrothed to him. All that was rare and beautiful in

Nature, all that had charmed me in her magnificence, had been

united in my soul with Emma's image ; I fancied, knew or wished

for no other happiness but Emma ; nay I had wilfully deter-

mined that the day, which brought the loss of her, should also

bring my own destruction.

" My parents sorrowed in heart at such perversion ; my
mother had fallen sick, but I paid no heed to this ; her situation

gave me little trouble, and I saw her seldom. The wedding-

day of my enemy was coming on ; and with its approach in-

creased the agony of mind which drove me over woods and
mountains. I execrated Emma and myself with the most horrid

curses. At this time I had no friend ; no man would take any

charge of me, for all had given me up for lost.

" The fearful marriage-eve came on. I had wandered deep
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among the cliffs, I heard the rushing of the forest-streams be-

low ; I often shuddered at myself. When the morning came,
I saw my enemy proceeding down the mountains : I assailed

him with injurious speeches ; he replied ; we drew our swords,

and he soon fell beneath my furious strokes.

" I hastened on, not looking after him, but his attendants

took the corpse away. At night, I hovered round the dwelling

which enclosed my Emma ; and a few days afterwards, I heard

in the neighbouring cloister the sound of the funeral-bell, and
the grave-song of the nuns. I inquired ; and was told that

Fraulein Emma, out of sorrow for her bridegroom's death, was
dead.

" I could stay no longer ; I doubted whether I was living,

whether it was all truth or not. I hastened back to my parents

;

and came next night, at a late hour, to the town where they

lived. Here all was in confusion ; horses and mihtary wagons
filled the streets, soldiers were jostling one another this way
and that, and speaking in disordered haste : the Emperor was

on the point of undertaking a campaign against his enemies.

A solitary light was burning in my father's house when I en-

tered ; a strangling oppression lay upon my breast. As I

knocked, my father himself, with slow, thoughtful steps, ad-

vanced to meet me ; and immediately I recollected the old

dream of my childhood ; and felt, with cutting emotion, that

now it was receiving its fulfilment. In perplexity, I asked :

• Why are you up so late, Father ?' He led me in, and said :

' I may well be up, for thy mother is even now dead.'

" His words struck through my soul like thunderbolts. He
took a seat with a meditative air ; I sat down beside him.

The corpse was lying in a bed, and strangely wound in linen.

My heart was like to burst. ' I wake here,' said the old man,
' for my wife is still sitting by me.' My senses failed ; I fixed

my eyes upon a corner ; and, after a little while, there rose, as

it were, a vapour ; it mounted and wavered ; and the well-

known figure of my mother gathered itself visibly together from

the midst of it, and looked at me with an earnest mien. I

wished to go, but I could not ; for the form of my mother

beckoned to me, and my father held me in his arms, and

whispered to me, in a low voice : 'She died of grief for thee.*

I embraced him with a childlike transport of affection ; I poured
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burning tears on his breast. He kissed me; and I shuddered ;

for his lips, as they touched me, were cold, like the lips of one

dead. ' How art thou, Father ?' cried I, in horror. He writhed

painfully together, and make no reply. In a few moments, I

felt him growing colder ; I laid my hand on his heart, but it

was still ; and, in wailing delirium, I held the body fast clasped

in my embrace.

"As it were a gleam, like the first streak ot dawn, went

through the dark room ; and behold, the spirit of my father sat

beside my mother's form ; and both looked at me compassion-

ately, as I held the dear corpse in my arms. After this my
consciousness was over : exhausted and delirious, the servants

found me next morning in the chamber of the dead."

So far the Tannenhauser had proceeded with his narrative

:

Friedrich was listening to him with the deepest astonishment,

when all on a sudden he broke off, and paused with an expres-

sion of the keenest pain. Friedrich felt embarrassed and im-

mersed in thought ; they both returned in company to the

Castle, but stayed in the same room apart from others.

TheTannenhauser had kept silencefor awhile, thenhe again

began :
" The remembrance of those hours still agitates me

deeply ; I understand not how I have survived them. The
world, and its life, now appeared to me as if dead and utterly

desolate ; without thoughts or wishes I lived on from day to

day, I then became acquainted with a set of wild young
people ; and endeavoured, in the whirl of pleasure and intoxi-

cation, to lay the tumultuous Evil Spirit that was in me. My
ancient burning impatience again awoke ; and I could no longer

understand myself or my wishes. A debauchee, named Rudolf,

had become my confidant ; he, however, always laughed to

scorn my longings and complaints. About a year had passed

in this way, when my misery of spirit rose to desperation
;

there was something drove me onwards, onwards, into unknown
space ; I could have dashed myself down from the high moun-
tains into the glowing green of the meadows, into the cool rush-

ing of the waters, to slake the burning thirst, to stay the insati-

ability of my soul : I longed for annihilation ; and again, like

golden morning clouds, did hope and love of life arise before

me, and entice me on. The thought then struck me, that Hell

was hungering for me, and was sending me my sorrows as wel

VOL. I, p
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as my pleasures to destroy me ; that some malignant Spirit

v;as directing all the powers of my soul to the Infernal Abode;
and leading me, as with a bridle, to my doom. And I sur-

rendered to him ; that so these torments, these alternating rap-

tures and agonies, might leave me. In the darkest night, I

mounted a lofty hill ; and called on the Enemy of God and
man, with all the energies of my heart, so that I felt he would
be forced to hear me. My words brought him : he stood sud-

denly before me, and I felt no horror. Then in talking with

him, the belief in that strange Hill again rose within me ; and
he taught me a Song, which of itself would lead me by the

straight road thither. He disappeared, and for the first time

since I had begun to live, I was alone with myself; for I now
understood my wandering thoughts, which rushed as from a

centre to find out another world. I set forth on my journey
;

and the Song, which I sang with a loud voice, led me over

strange deserts ; but all other things besides myself I had for-

gotten. There was something carrying me, as on the strong

wings of desire, to my home : I wished to escape the shadow
which, amid the sunshine, threatens us ; the wild tones which,

amid the softest music, chide us. So travelling on, I reached

the Mountain, one night when the moon was shining faintly

from behind dim clouds. I proceeded with my Song ; and a

giant form stood by me, and beckoned me back with his staff,

I went nearer :
' I am the Trusty Eckart,' said the superhuman

figure ;
' by God's goodness, I am placed here as watchman,

to warn men back from their sinful rashness.'— I pressed

through.

" My path was now as in a subterraneous mine. The
passage was so narrow, that I had to press myself along ; I

caught the gurgling of hidden waters ; I heard spirits forming

ore, and gold and silver, to entice the soul of man ; I found

here concealed and separate the deep sounds and tones from

which earthly music springs : the farther 1 went, the more did

there fall, as it were, a veil from my sight.

" I rested, and saw other forms of men come gliding towards

me ; my friend Rudolf was among the number. 1 could not

understand how they were to pass me, so narrow was the way

;

but they went along, through the middle ot the rock, without

perceiving mc.
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"Anon I heard the sound of music ; but music altogether

different from any that had ever struck my ear befove. My
thoughts within me strove towards the notes : I came into an

open space ; and strange radiant colours glittered on me from

every side. This it was that I had always been in search of.

Close to my heart I felt the presence of the long-sought, now
discovered glory ; and its ravishments thrilled into me with all

their power. And then the whole crowd of jocund Pagan gods

came forth to meet me, Lady Venus at their head, and all

saluted me. They have been banished thither by the power ol

the Almighty ; their worship is abolished from the Earth ; and
now they work upon us from their concealment.

" All pleasures that Earth affords I here possessed and par-

took of in their fullest bloom ; insatiable was my heart, and
endless my enjoyment. The famed Beauties of the ancient

world were present ; what my thought coveted was mine ; one

delirium of rapture was followed by another ; and day after

day, the world appeared to burn round me in more glorious

hues. Streams of the richest wine allayed my fierce thirst ; and
beauteous forms sported in the air, and soft eyes invited me ;

vapours rose enchanting around my head : as iffrom the inmost

heart of blissful Nature, came a music and cooled with its fresh

waves the wild tumult of desire ; and a horror, that glided faint

and secret over the rose-fields, heightened the delicious revel.

How many years passed over me in this abode I know not :

for here there was no time and no distinctions ; the flowers

here glowed with the charms of women ; and in the lorms of

the women bloomed the magic of flowers ; colours here had
another language ; the whole world of sense was bound to-

gether into one blossom, and the spirits within it forever held

their rejoicing.

" Now, how it happened, I can neither say nor comprehend ;

but so it was, that in all this pomp of sin, a love of rest, a long-

ing for the old innocent Earth, with her scanty joys, took hold

of me here, as keenly as of old the impulse which had driven

me hither. I was again drawn on to live that life which men,

in their unconsciousness, go on leading : I was sated with this

splendour, and gladly sought my former home once more. An
unspeakable grace of the Almighty permitted my return ; I found

myself suddenly again in the world , and now it is my intention
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to pour out my guilty breast before the chair of our Holy Father

in Rome ; that so he may forgive me, and I may again be reck-

oned among men."

The Tannenhauser ceased ; and Friedrich long viewed him
with an investigating look, then took his hand, and said :

" I

cannot yet recover from my wonder, nor can I understand thy

narrative ; for it is impossible that all thou hast told me can be

aught but an imagination. Emma still lives, she is my wife
;

thou and I never quarrelled, or hated one another, as thou

thinkest : yet before our marriage, thou wert gone on a sudden

from the neighbourhood ; nor didst thou ever tell me, by a

single hint, that Emma was dear to thee."

Hereupon he took the bewildered Tannenhauser by the hand,

and led him into another room to his wife, who had just then

returned from a visit to her sister, which had kept her for the

last few days from home. The Tannenhauser spoke not, and
seemed immersed in thought ; he viewed in silence the form

and face of the lady, then shook his head, and said : "By
Heaven, that is the strangest incident of all

!"

Friedrich, with precision and connectedness, related all

that had befallen him since that time ; and tried to make his

friend perceive that it had been some singular madness which
had, in the mean while, harassed him. " I know very well how
it stands," exclaimed the Tannenhauser. " It is now that

I am crazy ; and Hell has cast this juggling show before me,

that I may not go to Rome, and seek the pardon of my sins."

Emma tried to bring his childhood to his recollection ; but

the Tannenhauser would not be persuaded. He speedily set

out on his journey; that he might the sooner get his absolution

from the Pope.

Friedrich and Emma often spoke of the mysterious pil-

grim. Some months had gone by, when the Tannenhauser,

pale and wasted, in a tattered pilgrim's dress, and barefoot,

one morning entered Friedrich's chamber, while the latter was
in bed asleep. He kissed his lips, and then said, in breathless

haste :
" The Holy Father cannot, and will not, forgive me

;

I must back to my old dwelling." And with this he went

hurriedly away.

Friedrich roused himself; but the ill-fated pilgrim was

already gone. He went to his lady's room ; and her maids
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rushed out to meet him, crying that the Tannenhauser had

pressed into the apartment early in the morning, with the

words :
" She shall not obstruct me in my course !"

—

Emma
was lying murdered.

Friedrich had not yet recalled his thoughts, when a horror

came over him : he could not rest ; he ran into the open air.

They wished to keep him back ; but he told them that the

pilgrim had kissed his hps, and that the kiss was burning him

till he found the man again. And so, with inconceivable

rapidity, he ran away to seek the Tannenhauser, and the mys-

terious Hill ; and, since that day, he was never seen any more.

People say, that whoever gets a kiss from any emissary of the

Hill, is thenceforth unable to withstand the lure that draws

him with magic force into the subterraneous chasm.



THE RUNENBERG.

A YOUNG hunter was sitting in the heart of the Mountains, in

a thoughtful mood, beside his fowling-floor, while the noise of

the waters and the woods was sounding through the solitude.

He was musing on his destiny ; how he was so young, and

had forsaken his father and mother, and accustomed home,

and all his comrades in his native village, to seek out new ac-

quaintances, to escape from the circle of returning habitude ;

and he looked up with a sort of surprise that he was here, that

he found himself in this valley, in this employment. Great

clouds were passing over him, and sinking behind the moun-
tains ; birds were singing from the bushes, and an echo was

replying to them. He slowly descended the hill ; and seated

himself on the margin of a brook, that was gushing down
among the rocks with foamy murmur. He listened to the fit-

ful melody of the water ; and it seemed to him as if the waves

were saying to him, in unintelligible words, a thousand things

that concerned him nearly ; and he felt an inward trouble that

he could not understand their speeches. Then again he looked

aloft, and thought that he was glad and happy ; so he took

new heart, and sang aloud this hunting-song :

]>lillie and cheery through the mountains

(joes tlie huntsman to the chase,

By the lonesome shady fountains,

Till he finds tlie red-deer'.s trace.

Hark! his trusty dogs are haying

Throuidi the hright-green solitude;

TliKuivh the iMovcs the horns are jduying:

C), tliriu merry t-ny pjreen wood!
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In some dell, when luck hath blest him,

And his shot hath stretch'd the deer,

Lies he down, content, to rest him,

While the brooks are murmuring clear.

Leave the husbandman his sowing,

Let the shipman sail the sea

;

None, when bright the morn is glowing,

Sees its red so fair as he.

Wood and wold and game that prizes,

While Diana loves his art

;

And, at last, some bright face rises:

Happy huntsman that thou art

!

Whilst he sung, the sun had sunk deeper, and broad

shadows fell across the narrow glen. A cooling twilight

glided over the ground ; and now only the tops of the trees,

and the round summits of the mountains, were gilded by the

glow of evening. Christian's heart grew sadder and sadder :

he could not think of going back to his birdfold, and yet he

could not stay ; he felt himself alone, and longed to meet with

men. He now remembered with regret those old books, which

he used to see at home, and would never read, often as his

father had advised him to it : the habitation of his childhood

came before him, his sports with the youth of the village, his

acquaintances among the children, the school that had affiicted

him so much ; and he wished he were again amid these scenes,

which he had wilfully forsaken, to seek his fortune in unknown
regions, in the mountains, among strange people, in a new
employment. Meanwhile it grew darker ; and the brook

rushed louder ; and the birds of night began to shoot, with

fitful wing, along their mazy courses. Christian still sat dis-

consolate, and immersed in sad reflection ; he was like to

weep, and altogether undecided what to do or purpose. Un-
thinkingly, he pulled a straggling root from the earth ; and on

the instant, heard, with affright, a stifled moan underground,

which winded downwards in doleful tones, and died plaintively

away in the deep distance. The sound went through his in-

most heart ; it seized him as if he had unwittingly touched the

wound, of which the dying fiame of Nature was expiring in its

agony. He started up to fly ; lor he had already heard of the
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mysterious mandrake-root, which, when torn, yields such heart-

rending moans, that the person who has hurt it runs distracted

by its waihng. As he turned to go, a stranger man was stand-

ing at his back, who looked at him with a friendly countenance,

and asked him whither he was going. Christian had been

longing for society, and yet he started in alarm at this friendly

presence.

"Whither so fast ?" said the stranger again.

The young hunter made an effort to collect himself, and
told how all at once the solitude had seemed so frightful to

him, he had meant to get away ; the evening was so dark, the

green shades of the wood so dreary, the brook seemed uttering

lamentations, and his longing drew him over to the other side

of the hills.

"You are but young," said the stranger, "and cannot yet

endure the rigour of solitude : I will accompany you, for you

will find no house or hamlet within a league of this ; and in

the way v.e may talk, and tell each other tales, and so your sad

thoughts will leave you : in an hour the moon will rise behind

the hills ; its light also will help to chase away the darkness of

your mind."

They went along, and the stranger soon appeared to Chris-

tian as if he had been an old acquaintance. " Who are you ?"

said the man ; "by your speech I hear that you belong not to

this part."

"Ah!" replied the other, "upon this I could say much,

and yet it is not worth the telling you, or talking of. There

was something dragged me, with a foreign force, from the

circle of my parents and relations ; my spirit w^'^ not master

of itself: like a bird which is taken in a net, an) struggles to

no purpose, so my soul was meshed in strange imaginations

and desires. We dwelt far hence, in a plain, where all round

you could see no hill, scarce even a height : few trees adorned

the green level ; but meadows, fertile corn-fields, gardens

stretched away as far as the eye could reach ; and a broad

river glittered like a potent spirit through the midst of them.

My father was gardener to a nobleman, and meant to breed

me to the same employment. He delighted in plants and
flowers beyond aught else, and could unwcaricdly pass day by

day in watching them and tending them. Nay he went so far
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as to maintain, that he could almost speak with them ; that he

got knowledge from their growth and spreading, as well as

from the varied form and colour of their leaves. To me, how-

ever, gardening was a tiresome occupation; and the more so

as my father kept persuading me to take it up, or even at-

tempted to compel me to it with threats. I wished to be a

fisherman, and tried that business for a time; but a life on the

waters would not suit me: I was then apprenticed to a trades-

man in the town ; but soon came home from this employment
also. My father happened to be talking of the Mountains,

which he had travelled over in his youth ; of the subterranean

mines and their workmen ; of hunters and their occupation
;

and that instant there arose in me the most decided wish, the

feeling that at last I had found out the way of life which would
entirely fit me. Day and night I meditated on the matter ; repre-

senting to myself high mountains, chasms and pine-forests
;

my imagination shaped wild rocks ; I heard the tumult of the

chase, the horns, the cry of the hounds and the game ; all my
dreams were filled with these things, and they left me neither

peace nor rest any more. The plain, our patron's castle, and
my father's little hampered garden, with its trimmed flower-

beds ; our narrow dwelling ; the wide sky which stretched

above us in its dreary vastness, embracing" no hill, no lofty

mountain, all became more dull and odious to me. It seemed
as if the people about me were living in most lamentable igno-

rance ; that every one of them would think and long as 1 did,

should the feeling of their wretchedness but once arise within

their souls. Thus did I bait my heart with lestless fancies
;

till one morning 1 resolved on leaving my father's house directly

and forever. In a book I had found some notice of the nearest

mountains, some charts of the neighbouring districts, and by

them I shaped my course. It was early in spring, and I felt

myself cheerful, and altogether light of heart. I hastened on,

to get away the faster from the level country ; and one evening,

in the distance, I descried the dim outline of the Mountains,

lying on the sky before me. I could scarcely sleep in my inn,

so impatient did I feel to have my loot upon the region which

I regarded as my home : with the earliest dawn I was awake,

and again in motion. By the afternoon, I had got among my
beloved hills ; and here, as if intoxicated, I went on, then
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stopped a while, looked back ; and drank, as in inspiring

draughts, the aspect of these foreign yet well-known objects.

Ere long, the plain was out of sight ; the forest-streams were

rushing down to meet me ; the oaks and beeches sounded to

me from their steep precipices with wavering boughs ; my
path led me by the edge of dizzy abysses ; blue hills were

standing vast and solemn in the distance. A new world was
opened to me ; I was never weary. Thus, after some days,

having roamed over great part of the Mountains, I reached

the dwelling of an old forester, who consented, at my urgent

request, to take me in, and instruct me in the business of the

chase. It is now three months since I entered his service.

I took possession of the district where I was to live, as of my
kingdom. I got acquainted with every cliff and dell among
the mountains ; in my occupation, when at dawn of day we
moved to the forest, when felling trees in the wood, when
practising my fowling-piece, or training my trusty attendants,

our dogs, to do their feats, I felt completely happy. But for

the last eight days 1 have stayed up here at the fowling-floor,

in the loneliest quarter of the hills ; and tonight 1 grew so sad

as I never was in my life before ; I seemed so lost, so utterly

unhappy ; and even yet I cannot shake aside that melancholy

humour."

The stranger had listened with attention, while ihey both

wandered on through a dark alley of the wood. They now
came out into the open country, and the light of the moon,

which was standing with its horns over the smnmit of the hill,

saluted them like a friend. In undistinguishable forms, and

many separated masses, which the pale gleam again perplex-

ingly combined, lay the cleft mountain-range before them ; in

the background a steep hill, on the top of which an antique

weathered ruin rose ghastly in the white light. " Our roads

part here," said the stranger ;
" 1 am going down into this

Iiollow ; there, by that old mine-shaft, is my dwelling : the

metal ores are my neighbours ; the mine-streams tell me won-

ders in the night ; thither thou canst not follow me. But look,

there stands the Runenberg, with its wild ragged walls ; how

heautilul and alluring the grim old rock looks down on us !

Wert thou never there P"

" Never," said \.hr hunter. "Once I heard my old forester
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relating strange stories of that hill, which I, hke a fool, have

forgotten ; only I remember that my mind that night was full

of dread and unearthly notions. 1 could like to mount the hill

some time ; for the colours there are of the fairest, the grass

must be very green, the world around one very strange ; who
knows, tf o, but one might chance to find some curious relic of

the ancient time up there ?"

'•You could scarcely fail," replied the stranger ;
" whoever

knows how to seek, whoever feels his heart drawn towards it

with a right inward longing, will tind friends of former ages

there, and glorious things, and all that he wishes most." With
these words the stranger rapidly descended to a side, without

bidding his companion farewell ; he soon vanished in the tangles

of the thicket, and after some few instants, the sound of his

footsteps also died away. The young hunter did not feel sur-

prised, he but went on with quicker speed towards the Runen-

berg : thither all things seemed to beckon him ; the stars were

shining towards it ; the moon pointed out as it were a bright

road to the ruins ; light clouds rose up to them ; and from the

depths, the waters and sounding woods spoke new courage into

him. His steps were as if winged ; his heart throbbed ; he

felt so great a joy within him, that it rose to pain. He came
into places he had never seen before ; the rocks grew steeper ;

the green disappeared ; the bald cliffs called to him, as with

angry voices, and a low moaning wind drove him on before it.

Thus he hurried forward without pause ; and late after mid-

night he came upon a narrow footpath, which ran along by the

brink of an abyss. He heeded not the depth which yawned
beneath, and threatened to swallow him forever ; so keenly was
he driven along by wild imaginations and vague wishes. At last

his perilous track led him close by a high wall, which seemed
to lose itself in the clouds ; the path grew narrower every step ;

and Christian had to cling by projecting stones to keep himself

from rushing down into the gulf. Ere long, he could get no

farther ; his path ended underneath a v/indow : he was obliged

to pause, and knew not whether he should turn or stay. Sud-

denly he saw a light, which seemed to move within the ruined

edifice. He looked towards the gleam ; and found that he
could see into an ancient spacious hall, strangely decorated, and
glittering in manifold splendour, with multitudes of prerious
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stones and crystals, the hues of which played through each

other in mysterious changes, as the light moved to and fro ;

and this was in the hand of a stately female, who kept walking

with a thoughtful aspect up and down the apartment. She
seemed of a different race from mortals ; so large, so strong

was her form, so earnest her look
;
yet the enraptured hunts-

man thought he had never seen or fancied such surpassing

beauty. He trembled, yet secretly wished she might come
near the window and observe him. At last she stopped, set

down the light on a crystal table, looked aloft, and sang with a

piercing voice :

Wliat can the Ancient keep

That they come not at my call ?

The crystal pillars weep,

From the diamonds on the wall

The trickling tear-drops fall

;

Anil within is heard a moan,
A chilling fitful tone:

In these waves of brightness,

Lovely changeful lightness,

lias the Shape been form'd,

By which the soul is charm'd,

And the longing heart is warm'd.

Come, ye Spirits, at my call,

Haste ye to the Golden Hall

;

Raise, from your abysses gloomy,

Heads that sparkle ; faster

Come, ye Ancient Ones, come to me

!

Let your power be master

Of tlie longhig hearts and souls.

Where the Hood of passion rolls,

Let your power lie master

!

On finishing the song, she began undressing; laying her ap-

parel in a costly press. First, she took a golden veil from her

head ; and her long black hair streamed down in curling fulness

over her loins : then she loosed her bosom-dress ; and the

youth forgot fiimself and all the world in gazing at that more

than earthly beauty. He scarcely dared to breathe, as by de-

grees she laid aside her other garments : at last she walked

about the chamber naked ; and her heavy waving locks formed

round her, as it were, a dark billowy sea, out of which, like

mail)!.', the glancing limbs of her form beamed forth, in alter-
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nating splendour. After a while, she went forward to another

golden press ; and took from it a tablet, glittering with many
inlaid stones, rubies, diamonds and all kinds of jewels ; and
viewed it long with an investigating look. The tablet seemed
to form a strange inexplicable figure, from its individual lines

and colours ; sometimes, when the glance of it came towards

the hunter, he was painfully dazzled by it ; then, again, soft

green and blue playing over it, refreshed his eye : he stood,

however, devouring the objects with his looks, and at the same
time sunk in deep thought. Within his soul, an abyss of forms

and harmony, of longing and voluptuousness, was opened : hosts

of winged tones, and sad and joyful melodies flew through his

spirit, which was moved to its foundations : he saw a world of

Pain and Hope arise within him ; strong towering crags of

Trust and defiant Confidence, and deep rivers of Sadness flow-

ing by. He no longer knew himself : and he started as the fair

woman opened the window ; handed him the magic tablet of

stones, and spoke these words : "Take this in memory of me!"

He caught the tablet ; and felt the figure, which, unseen, at

once went through his inmost heart ; and the light, and the

fair woman, and the wondrous hall, had disappeared. As it were,

a dark night, with curtains of cloud, fell down over his soul : he

searched for his former feelings, for that mspiration and unut-

terable love ; he looked at the precious tablet, and the sinking

moon was imaged in it faint and bluish.

He had still the tablet firmly grasped in his hands when the

morning dawned ; and he, exhausted, giddy and half-asleep,

fell headlong down the precipice.

—

The sun shone bright on the face of the stupefied sleeper
;

and, awakening, he found himself upon a pleasant hill. He
looked round, and saw far behind him, and scarce discernible

at the extreme horizon, the ruins of the Runenberg ; he searched

for his tablet, and could find it nowhere. Astonished and per-

plexed, he tried to gather his thoughts, and connect together his

remembrances ; but his memory was as if filled with a waste haze,

in which vague irrecognisable shapes were wildly jostling to and
fro. His whole previous life lay behind him, as in a far dis-

tance ; the strangest and the commonest were so mingled, that all

his efforts could not separate them. After long struggling with

himself, he at last concluded that a dream, or sudden madness,
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had come over him that night ; only he could never under-

stand how he had strayed so far into a strange and remote

quarter.

Still scarcely waking, he went down the hill ; and came
upon a beaten way, which led him out from the mountains

into the plain country. All was strange to him : he at first

thought that he would find his old home ; but the country

which he saw was quite unknown to him ; and at length he

concluded that he must be upon the south side of the Mountains,

which, in spring, he had entered from the north. Towards
noon, he perceived a little town below him : from its cottages

a peaceful smoke was mounting up ; children, dressed as for a

holiday, were sporting on the green ; and from a small church

came the sound of the organ, and the singing of the congrega-

tion. All this laid hold of him with a sweet, inexpressible

sadness ; it so moved him, that he was forced to weep. The
narrow gardens, the little huts with their smoking chimneys,

the accurately-parted corn-fields, reminded him of the neces-

sities of poor human nature ; of man's dependence on the

friendly Earth, to whose benignity he must commit himself;

while the singing, and the music of the organ, filled the stran-

ger's heart with a devoutness it had never felt before. The
desires and emotions of the bygone night seemed reckless and

wicked ; he wished once more, in childlike meekness, help-

lessly and humbly to unite himself to men as to his brethren,

and fly from his ungodly purposes and feelings. The plain,

with its little river, which, in manifold windings, clasped itself

about the gardens and meadows, seemed to him inviting and

delightful : he thought with fear of his abode among the lonely

mountains, amid waste rocks ; he wished that he could be

allowed to live in this peaceful village ; and so feeling, he went

into its crowded church.

The psalm was just over, and the preacher had begun his

sermon. It was on the kindness of God in regard to Harvest

;

how His goodness feeds and satisfies all things that live ; how
marvellously He has, in the fruits of the Earth, provided sup-

port for men ; how the love of God incessantly displays itself

in the bread He sends us ; and how the humble Christian may
therefore, with a thankful spirit, perpetually celebrate a Holy

Supper. The congregation were affected ; the eyes of the
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hunter rested on the pious priest, and observed, close by the

pulpit, a young maiden, who appeared beyond all others rever-

ent and attentive. She was slim and fair ; her blue eye

gleamed with the most piercing softness ; her face was as if

transparent, and blooming in the tenderest colours. The
stranger youth had never been as he now was ; so full of

charity, so calm, so abandoned to the stillest, most refreshing

feelings. He bowed himself in tears, when the clergyman pro-

nounced his blessing ; he felt these holy words thrill through

him like an unseen power ; and the vision of the night drew

back before them to the deepest distance, as a spectre at the

dawn. He issued from the church ; stopped beneath a large

lime-tree ; and thanked God, in a heartfelt prayer, that He
had saved him, sinful and undeserving, from the nets of the

Wicked Spirit.

The people were engaged in holding harvest-home that

day, and every one was in a cheerful mood ; the children, with

their gay dresses, were rejoicing in the prospect of the sweet-

meats and the dance ; in the village square, a space encircled

with young trees, the youths were arranging the preparations

for their harvest sport ; the players were seated, and essaying

their instruments. Christian went into the fields again, to

collect his thoughts and pursue his meditations ; and on his

returning to the village, all had joined in mirth, and actual

celebration of their festival. The fair-haired Ehzabeth was

there, too, with her parents ; and the stranger mingled in the

jocund throng. Elizabeth was dancing ; and Christian, in the

mean time, had entered into conversation with her father, a

farmer, and one of the richest people in the village. The man
seemed pleased with his youth and way of speech ; so, in a

short time, both of them agreed that Christian should remain

with him as gardener. This office Christian could engage

with ; for he hoped that now the knowledge and employments,

which he had so much despised at home, would stand him in

good stead.

From this period a new life began for him. He went to

live with the farmer, and was numbered among his family.

With his trade, he likewise changed his garb. He was so

good, so helpful and kindly ; he stood to his task so honestly,

that ere long every member of the house, especicdly the daugh-



224 LUDWIG TIECK.

ter, had a friendly feeling to him. Every Sunday, when he

saw her going to church, he was standing with a fair nosegay

ready for Elizabeth ; and then she used to thank him with

blushing kindliness : he felt her absence, on days when he did

not chance to see her ; and at night, she would tell him tales

and pleasant histories. Day by day they grew more necessary

to each other ; and the parents, who observed it, did not seem

think it wrong ; for Christian was the most industrious and
handsomest youth in the village. They themselves had, at

tirst sight, felt a touch of love and friendship for him. After

half a year, Elizabeth became his wife. Spring was come
back ; the swallows and the singing-birds had revisited the

land ; the garden was standing in its fairest trim ; the mar-

riage was celebrated with abundant mirth ; bride and bride-

groom seemed intoxicated with their happiness. Late at night,

when they retired to their chamber, the husband whispered to

his wife :
" No, thou art not that form which once charmed

me in a dream, and which I never can entirely forget ; but I

am happy beside thee, and blessed that thou art mine."

How delighted was the family, when, within a year, it be-

came augmented by a little daughter, who was baptised Leo-

nora. Christian's looks, indeed, would sometimes take a rather

grave expression as he gazed on the child ; but his youthful

cheerincss continually returned. He scarcely ever thought of

his former way of life, for he felt himself entirely domesticated

and contented. Yet, some months afterwards, his parents

came into his mind ; and he thought how much his father, in

particular, would be rejoiced to see his peaceful happiness, his

station as husbandman and gardener ; it grieved him that he

should have utterly forgotten his father and mother for so long

a time ; his own only child made known to him the joy which

children afford to parents ; so at last he took the resolution to

set out, and again revisit home.

Unwillingly he left his wife ; all wished him speed ; and

the season being line, he went off on foot. Already at the

distance of a few miles, he felt how much the parting grieved

him ; for the first time in his life, he experienced the pains of

separation ; the foreign objects seemed to him almost savage ;

he felt as if he had been lost in some unfriendly solitude.

Then the thought came on him, that his youth was over ; that
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he had found a home to which he now belonged, in which his

heart had taken root ; he was almost ready to lament the lost

levity of younger years ; and his mind was in the saddest

mood, when he turned aside into a village inn to pass the

night. He could not understand how he had come to leave

his kind wife, and the parents she had given him ; and he felt

dispirited and discontented, when he rose next morning to

pursue his journey.

His pain increased as he approached the hills : the distant

ruins were already visible, and by degrees grew more distin-

guishable ; many summits rose defined and clear amid the

blue vapour. His step grew timid ; frequently he paused, as

tonished at his fear ; at the horror which, with every step, fell

closer on him. " Madness !" cried he, " I know thee well,

and thy perilous seductions ; but I will withstand thee man-
fully. Elizabeth is no vain dream ; I know that even now she

thinks of me, that she waits for me, and fondly counts the

hours of my absence. Do I not already see forests like black

hair before me ? Do not the glancing eyes look to me from

the brook ? Does not the stately form step towards me from

the mountains ?" So saying, he was about to lay himself be-

neath a tree, and take some rest ; when he perceived an old

man seated in the shade of it, examining a flower with extreme
attention ; now holding it to the sun, now shading it with his

hands, now counting its leaves ; as if striving in every way to

stamp it accurately in his memory. On approaching nearer,

he thought he knew the form ; and soon no doubt remained
that the old man with the flower was his father. With an ex-

clamaticn of the liveliest joy, he rushed into his arms ; the old

man seemed delighted, but not much surprised, at meeting him
so suddenly.

" Art thou with me already, my son ?" said he : "I knew
that I should tind thee soon, but I did not think such joy had
been in store for me this very day."

" How did you know, father, that you would meet me ?"

" By this flower," replied the old gardener ;
" all my days

I have had a wish to see it ; but never had I the fortune ; for

it is very scarce, and grows only among the mountains. I set

out to seek thee, for thy mother is dead, and the loneliness at

home made me sad and heavy. I knew not whither I should

VOL. I. Q
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turn my sttps ; at last I came among the mountains, dreary a

the journey through them had appeared to me. By the road,

I sought for this flower, but could find it nowhere ; and now,
quite unexpectedly, I see it here, where the fair plain is lying

stretched before me. From this I knew that I should meet
thee soon ; and, lo, how true the fair flower's prophecy has

proved !"

They embraced again, and Christian wept for his mother
;

but the old man grasped his hand, and said :
" Let us go, that

the shadows of the mountains may be soon out of view ; it al-

ways makes me sorrowful in the heart to see these wild steep

shapes, these horrid chasms, these torrents gurgling down into

their caverns. Let us get upon the good, kind, guileless level

ground again."

They went back, and Christian recovered his cheerfulness.

He told his father of his new fortune, of his child and home :

his speech made himself as if intoxicated ; and he now, in talk-

ing of it, for the first time truly felt that nothing more was
wanting to his happiness. Thus, amid narrations sad and
cheerful, they returned into the village. All were delighted at

the speedy ending of the journey ; most of all, EHzabeth. The
old father stayed with them, and joined his little fortune to thei'

stock ; they formed the most contented and united circle in the

world. Their crops were good, their cattle throve ; and in a

few years Christian's house was among the wealthiest in the

quarter. Elizabeth had also given him several other children.

Five years had passed away in this manner, when a stranger

halted from his journey in their village ; and took up his lodg-

ing in Christian's house, as being the most respectable the place

contained. He was a friendly, talking man ; he told them many
stories of his travels ; sported with the children, and made pre-

sents to them : in a short time, all were growing fond of him.

He liked the neighbourhood so well, that he proposed remain-

ing in it for a day or two ; but the days grew weeks, and the

weeks months. No one seemed to wonder at his loitering ; for

all of them had grown accustomed to regard him as a member
of the family. Christian alone would often sit in a thoughtful

mood ; for it seemed to him as if he knew this traveller of old,

and yet he could not think of any time when he had met with

him. Three months had passed away, when the stranger at last
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took his leave, and said : "My dear friends, a wondrous destiny,

and singular anticipations, drive mc to the neighbouring moun-
tains ; a magic image, not to be withstood, allures me : I leave

you now, and I know not whether I shall ever see you any

more. I have a sum of money by me, which in your hands

will be safer than in mine ; so I ask you to take charge of it

;

and if within a year I come not back, then keep it, and accept

my thanks along with it for the kindness you have shown me."

So the traveller went his way, and Christian took the money
in charge. He locked it carefully up ; and now and then, in

the excess of his anxiety, looked over it ; he counted it to see

that none was missing, and in all respects took no little pains

with it. " This sum might make us very happy," said he once

to his father ;
" should the stranger not return, both we and our

children were well provided for."

"Heed not the gold," said the old man; "not in it can

happiness be found . hitherto, thank God, we have never

wanted aught ; and do thou put away such thoughts far from

thee."

Christian often rose in the night to set his servants to their

labour, and look after everything himself : his father was afraid

lest this excessive diligence might harm his youth and health
;

so one night he rose to speak with him about remitting such

unreasonable efforts ; when, to his astonishment, he found him
sitting with a little lamp at his table, and counting, with the

greatest eagerness, the stranger's gold. " My son," said the

old man, full of sadness, "must it come to this with thee.''

Was this accursed metal brought beneath our roof to make us

wretched ? Bethink thee, my son, or the Evil One will con-

sume thy blood and life out of thee."

"Yes," replied he; "it is true, I know myself no more;
neither day nor night does it give me any rest : see how it looks

on me even now, till the red glance of it goes into my very

heart ! Hark how it clinks, this golden stuff! It calls me
when I sleep ; I hear it when music sounds, when the wind

blows, when people speak together on the street ; if the sun

shines, I see nothing but these yellow eyes, with which it

beckons to me, as it were, to whisper words of love into my
ear : and therefore I am forced to rise in the night-time, though
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it were but to satisfy its eagerness ; and then I feel it triumph-

ing and inwardly rejoicing when I touch it with my fingers ; in

its joy it grows still redder and lordlier. Do but look yourself

at the glow of its rapture !" The old man, shuddering and
weeping, took his son in his arms ; he said a prayer, and then

spoke :
" Christel, thou must turn again to the Word of God ;

thou must go more zealously and reverently to church, or else,

alas ! my poor child, thou wilt droop and die away in the most

mournful wretchedness."

The money was again locked up ; Christian promised to

take thought and change his conduct, and the old man was

composed. A year and more had passed, and no tidings had

been heard of the stranger : the old man at last gave in to the

entreaties of his son ; and the money was laid out in land, and

other property. The young farmer's riches soon became the

talk of the village ; and Christian seemed contented and com-

fortable, and his father felt delighted at beholding him so

well and cheerful ; all fear had now vanished from his mind.

What then must have been his consternation, when Eliza-

beth one evening took him aside ; and told him, with tears,

that she could no longer understand her husband ; how he

spoke so wildly, especially at night ; how he dreamed strange

dreams, and would often in his sleep walk long about the

room, not knowing it ; how he spoke strange things to her,

at which she often shuddered. But what terrified her most,

she said, was his pleasantry by day ; for his laugh was wild

and hollow, his look wandering and strange. The father stood

amazed, and the sorrowing wife proceeded :
" He is always

talking of the traveller, and maintaining that he knew him

formerly, and that the stranger man was in truth a woman of

unearthly beauty ; nor will he go any more into the fields or

the garden to work, for he says he hears underneath the ground

a fearful moaning when he but pulls out a root ; he starts and

seems to feel a horror at all plants and herbs."

" Good God !" exclaimed the father, " is the frightful hun-

ger in him grown so rooted and strong, that it is come to this ?

Then is his spell-bound heart no longer human, but of cold

metal ; he who does not love a flower, has lost all love and fear

of God."
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Next day the old man went to walk with his son, and told

him much of what Elizabeth had said ; calling on him to be
pious, and devote his soul to holy contemplations. " Willingly,

my father," answered Christian ; "and I often do so with suc-

cess, and all is well with me : for long periods of time, for years,

I can forget the true form of my inward man, and lead a life

that is foreign to me, as it were, with cheerfulness : but then

on a sudden, like a new moon, the ruling star, which I myself
am, arises again in my heart, and conquers this other influence.

I might be altogether happy ; but once, in a mysterious night,

a secret sign was imprinted through my hand deep on my soul
;

frequently the magic figure sleeps and is at rest ; I imagine it

has passed away ; but in a moment, like a poison, it darts up
and lives over all its lineaments. And then I can think or feel

nothing else but it ; and all around me is transformed, or rather

swallowed up, by this subduing shape. As the rabid man re-

coils at the sight of water, and the poison in him grows more
fell ; so too it is with me at the sight of any cornered figure,

any line, any gleam of briglitness ; anything will then rouse the

form that dwells in me, and make it start into being ; and my
soul and body feel the throes of birth ; for as my mind received

it by a feeling from without, she strives in agony and bitter

labour to work it forth again into an outward feeling, that she

may be rid of it, and at rest."

" It was an evil star that took thee from us to the Moun-
tains," said the old man ; "thou wert born for calm life, thy

mind inclined to peace and the love of plants ; then thy im-

patience hurried thee away to the company of savage stones :

the crags, the torn clifts, with their jagged shapes, have over-

turned thy soul, and planted in thee the wasting hunger for

metals. Thou shouldst still have been on thy guard, and kept

thyself away from the view of mountains ; so I meant to bring

thee up, but it has not so been to be. Thy humility, thy peace,

thy childlike feeling, have been thrust away by scorn, boister-

ousness and caprice."

" No," said the son ;
" I remember well that it was a plant

which first made known to me the misery of the Earth; never,

till then, did I understand the sighs and lamentations one may
hear on every side, throughout the whole of Nature, if one but
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give ear to them. In plants and herbs, in trees and flowers, it

is the painful writhing of one universal wound that moves and
works ; they are the corpse of foregone glorious worlds of rock,

they offer to our eye a horrid universe of putrefaction. I now
see clearly it was this, which the root with its deep-drawn sigh

was saying to me ; in its sorrow it forgot itself, and told me all.

It is because of this that all green shrubs are so enraged at me,

and lie in wait for my life ; they wish to obliterate that lovely

figure in my heart ; and every spring, with their distorted death-

like looks, they tr)' to win my soul. Truly it is piteous to con-

sider how they have betrayed and cozened thee, old man; for

they have gained complete possession of thy spirit. Do but

question the rocks, and thou wilt be amazed when thou shalt

hear them speak."

The father looked at him a long while, and could answer

nothing. They went home again in silence, and the old man
was as frightened as Elizabeth at Christian's mirth ; for it

seemed a thing quite foreign ; and as if another being from

within were working out of him, awkwardly and ineffectually,

as out of some machine.

The harvest-home was once more to be held ; the people

went to church, and Elizabeth, with her little ones, set out to

join the service ; her husband also seemed intending to accom-

pany them, but at the threshold of the church he turned aside

;

and with an air of deep thought, walked out of the village.

He set himself on the height, and again looked over upon the

smoking cottages ; he heard the music of the psalm and organ

coming from the little church ; children, in holiday dresses,

were dancing and sporting on the green. " How have I lost

my life as in a dream!" said he to himself: "years have passed

away since I went down this hill to the merry children ; they

who were then sportful on the green, are now serious in the

church; I also once went into it, but Elizabeth is now no more

a blooming childlike maiden ; her youth is gone ; I cannot seek

for the glance of her eyes with the longing of those days ; I

have wilfully neglected a high eternal happiness, to win one

which is finite and transitory."

With a heart full of wild desire, he walked to the neigh-

bouring wood, and immersed himself in its thickest shades.
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A ghastly silence encompassed him ; no breath of air was stir-

ring in the leaves. Meanwhile he saw a man approaching

him from a distance, whom he recognised for the stranger
;

he started in affright, and his first thought was, that the man
would ask him for his money. But as the form came nearer, he

perceived how greatly he had been mistaken ; for the features,

which he had imagined known to him, melted into one an-

other ; an old woman of the utmost hideousness approached
;

she was clad in dirty rags ; a tattered clout bound up her few

gray hairs ; she was limping on a crutch. With a dreadful

voice she spoke to him, and asked his name and situation ; he

replied to both inquiries, and then said, "But who art thou?"

"I am called the Woodwoman," answered she; "and every

child can tell of me. Didst thou never see me before?" With
the last words she whirled about, and Christian thought he re-

cognised among the trees the golden veil, the lofty gait, the

large stately form which he had once beheld of old. He turned

to hasten after her, but nowhere was she to be seen.

Meanwhile something glittered in the grass, and drew his

eye to it. He picked it up ; it was the magic tablet with the

coloured jewels, and the wondrous figure, which he had lost so

many years before. The shape and the changeful gleams struck

over all his senses with an instantaneous power. He grasped

it firmly, to convince himself that it was really once more in

his hands, and then hastened back with it to the village. His

father met him. "See," cried Christian, "the thing which I

was telling you about so often, which I thought must have been

shown to me only in a dream, is now sure and true."

The old man looked a long while at the tablet, and then

said :
" My son, I am struck with horror in my heart when I

view these stones, and dimly guess the meaning of the words

on them. Look here, how cold they glitter, what cruel looks

they cast from them, bloodthirsty, like the red eye of the tiger

!

Cast this writing from thee, which makes thee cold and cruel,

which will turn thy heart to stone :

See the flowers, when moon is beaming,

Waken in their dewy place

;

And, like children roused from dreaming,

Smiling look thee in the face.
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By degrees, that way and this,

To the golden Sun they're turning,

Till they meet his glowing kiss,

And their hearts with, love are burning

i

For, with fond and sad desire,

In their lover's looks to languish,

On his melting kisses to expire,

And to die of love's sweet anguish

:

This is what they joy in most;
To depart in fondest weakness

;

In their lover's being lost.

Faded stand in silent meekness.

Then they pour away the treasure

Of their perfumes, their soft souls.

And the air grows drunk with pleasure,

As in wanton floods it rolls.

Love comes to us here below.

Discord harsh away removing

;

And the heart cries : Now I know
Sadness, Fondness, Pain of Loving."

" What wonderful incalculable treasures," said the other,

" must there still be in the depths of the Earth ! Could one

but sound into their secret beds and raise them up, and snatch

them to one's-self ! Could one but clasp this Earth like a be-

loved bride to one's bosom, so that in pain and love she would

willingly grant one her costliest riches ! The Woodwoman has

called me ; I go to seek for her. Near by is an old ruined

shaft, which some miner has hollowed out many centuries ago ;

perhaps I shall find her there !"

He hastened off. In vain did the old man strive to detain

him ; in a few moments Christian had vanished from his sight.

Some hours afterwards, the father, with a strong effort, reached

the ruined shaft : he saw footprints in the sand at the entrance,

and returned in tears
;
persuaded that his son, in a state of

madness, had gone in and been drowned in the old collected

waters and horrid caves of the mine.

From that day his heart seemed broken, and he was inces-

santly in tears. The whole neighbourhood deplored the for-

tune of the young farmer. Elizabeth was inconsolable, the
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children lamented aloud. In half a year the aged gardener

died ; the parents of Elizabeth soon followed him ; and she

was forced herself to take charge of everything. Her multi-

plied engagements helped a little to withdraw her from her

sorrow ; the education of her children, and the management
of so much property, left little time for mourning. After two

years, she determined on a new marriage ; she bestowed her

hand on a young light-hearted man, who had loved her from

his youth. But, ere long, everything in their establishment

assumed another form. The cattle died ; men and maid ser-

vants proved dishonest ; barns full of grain were burnt
;
peo-

ple in the town who owed them sums of money, fled and made
no payment. In a little while, the landlord found himself

obliged to sell some fields and meadows ; but a mildew, and a

year of scarcity, brought new embarrassments. It seemed as

if the gold, so strangely acquired, were taking speedy flight in

all directions. Meanwhile the family was on the increase
;

and Elizabeth, as well as her husband, grew reckless and slug-

gish in this scene of despair : he fled for consolation to the

bottle, he was often drunk, and therefore quarrelsome and
sullen ; so that frequently Elizabeth bewailed her state with

bitter tears. As their fortune declined, their friends in the

village stood aloof from them more and more ; so that after

some few years they saw themselves entirely forsaken, and

were forced to struggle on, in penury and straits, from week to

week.

They had nothing but a cow and a few sheep left them ;

these Elizabeth herself, with her children, often tended at their

grass. She was sitting one day with her work in the field,

Leonora at her side, and a sucking child on her breast, when
they saw from afar a strange-looking shape approaching to-

wards them. It was a man with a garment all in tatters, bare-

foot, sunburnt to a black-brown colour in the face, deformed

still farther by a long matted beard : he wore no covering on

his head ; but had twisted a garland of green branches through

his hair, which made his wild appearance still more strange

and haggard. On his back he bore some heavy burden in a

sack, very carefully tied, and as he walked he leaned upon a

young fir.
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On coming nearer, he put down his load, and drew deep

draughts of breath. He bade EHzabeth good-day ; she shud-

dered at the sight of him, the girl crouched close to her

mother. Having rested for a little while, he said : "I am
getting back from a very hard journey among the wildest

mountains of the Earth ; but to pay me for it, I have brought

along with me the richest treasures which imagination can con-

ceive, or heart desire. Look here, and wonder !" Thereupon

he loosed his sack, and shook it empty : it was full of gravel,

among which were to be seen large bits of chuck-stone, and
other pebbles. " These jewels," he continued, "are not ground

and polished yet, so they want the glance and the eye ; the

outward fire, with its glitter, is too deeply buried in their in-

most heart
; yet you have but to strike it out and frighten

them, and show that no deceit will serve, and then you see

what sort of stuff they are." So saying, he took a piece of

flinty stone, and struck it hard against another, till they gave red

sparks between them. "Did you see the glance.?" cried he.

" Ay, they are all fire and light ; they illuminate the darkness

with their laugh, though as yet it is against their will." With
this he carefully repacked his pebbles in the bag, and tied it

hard and fast. " I know thee very well," said he then, with a

saddened tone ; "thou art Elizabeth." The woman started.

" How comest thou to know my name?" cried she, with a

forecasting shudder.

"Ah, good God!" said the unhappy creature, " I am Chris-

tian, he that was a hunter : dost thou not know me, then ?"

She knew not, in her horror and deepest compassion, what

to say. He fell upon her neck and kissed her. Elizabeth ex-

claimed : " O Heaven ! my husband is coming !"

" Be at thy ease," said he ; "I am as good as dead to thee

:

in the forest, there, my fair one waits for me ; she that is tall

and stately, with the black hair and the golden veil. This is

my dearest child, Leonora. Come hither, darling : come, my
pretty child ; and give me a kiss, too ; one kiss, that I may
feel Ihy mouth upon my lips once again, and then I leave you."

Leonora wept ; she clasped close to her mother, who, in sobs

and tears, half held her towards the wanderer, while he half

drew her towards him, took her in his arms, and pressed her
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to his breast. Then he went away in silence, and in the wood
they saw him speaking with the hideous Woodwoman.

" What ails you ?" said the husband, as he found mother

and daughter pale and melting in tears. Neither of them ans-

wered.

'I'he ill-fated creature was never seen again from that day.

END OF vol. I.





TRANSLATIONS FROM
MUS.^US, TIECK, RICHTER

TWO VOLUMES IN ONE

VOLUME II





CONTENTS.

TIECK;
CASH

The Elves ..... . . , i

The Goblet 2j

RICHTER:

SCHMELZLE'S JOURNEY TO FLJETZ . . -39
Life or Quintus Fixlein ..... 95





THE ELVES.

"Where is our little Mary?" said the father.

" She is playing out upon the green there with our neigh-

bour's boy," replied the mother.
" I wish they may not run away and lose themselves," said

he ;
" they are so thoughtless."

The mother looked for the little ones, and brought them

their evening luncheon. "It is warm," said the boy; "and
Mary had a longing for the red cherries."

" Have a care, children," said the mother, "and do not run

too far from home, and not into the wood ; Father and I are

going to the fields."

Little Andres answered :
" Never fear, the wood frightens

us ; we shall sit here by the house, where there are people near

us."

The mother went in, and soon came out again with her

husband. They locked the door, and turned towards the fields

to look after their labourers, and see their hay-harvest in the

meadow. Their house lay upon a little green height, encircled

by a pretty ring of paling, which likewise enclosed their fruit

and flower garden. The hamlet stretched somewhat deeper

down, and on the other side lay the castle of the Count.

Martin rented the large farm from this nobleman ; and was

living in contentment with his wife and only child ; for he

yearly saved some money, and had the prospect of becoming

a man of substance by his industry, for the ground was pro-

ductive, and the Count not illiberal.

As he walked with his wife to the fields, he gazed cheerfully

VOL. II. B
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round, and said :
" What a different look this quarter has, Bri-

gitta, from the place we lived in formerly ! Here it is all so

green ; the whole village is bedecked with thick-spreading fruit-

trees ; the ground is full of beautiful herbs and flowers ; all the

houses are cheerful and cleanly, the inhabitants are at their

ease : nay I could almost fancy that the woods are greener here

than elsewhere, and the sky bluer ; and, so far as the eye can

reach, you have pleasure and delight in beholding the bountiful

Earth."

"And whenever you cross the stream," said Brigitta,

" you are, as it were, in another world, all is so dreary and
withered; but every traveller declares that our village is the

fairest in the country far and near."

"All but that fir-ground," said her husband ; "do but look

back to it, how dark and dismal that solitary spot is lying in

the gay scene : the dingy fir-trees with the smoky huts behind

them, the ruined stalls, the brook flowing past with a skiggish

melancholy."
" It is true," replied Brigitta ; "if you but approach that

spot, you grow disconsolate and sad, you know not why.

What sort of people can they be that live there, and keep

themselves so separate from the rest of us, as if they had an

evil conscience ?"

"A miserable crew," replied the young Farmer: "gipsies,

seemingly, that steal and cheat in other quarters, and have

their hoard and hiding-place here. I wonder only that his

Lordship suffers them."

"Who knows," said the wife, with an accent of pity, "but
perhaps they may be poor people, wishing, out of shame, to

conceal their poverty; for, after all, no one can say aught ill of

them ; the only thing is, that they do not go to church, and

none knows how they live ; for the little garden, which indeed

seems altogether waste, cannot possiblysupport them ; and fields

they have none."

"God knows," said Martin, as they went along, "what
trade they follow ; no mortal comes to them ; for the place

they live in is as if bewitched and excommunicated, so that

even our wildest fellows will not venture into it."

Such conversation they pursued, while walking to the fields.



THE ELVES. 3

That gloomy spot they spoke of lay aside from the hamlet. In

a dell, begirt with firs, you might behold a hut, and various

ruined office-houses ; rarely was smoke seen to mount from it,

still more rarely did men appear there ; though at times curious

people, venturing somewhat nearer, had perceived upon the

bench before the hut, some hideous women, in ragged clothes,

dandling in their arms some children equally dirty and ill-

favoured; black dogs were running up and down upon the

boundary; and, of an evening, a man of monstrous size was seen

to cross the footbridge of the brook, and disappear in the hut

;

and, in the darkness, various shapes were observed, moving
like shadows round a fire in the open air. This piece of

ground, the firs and the ruined huts, formed in truth a strange

contrast with the bright green landscape, the white houses of

the hamlet, and the stately new-built castle.

The two little ones had now eaten their fruit ; it came into

their heads to run races ; and the little nimble Mary always

got the start of the less active Andres. " It is not fair," cried

Andres at last : "let us try it for some length, then we shall

see who wins."

"As thou wilt," said Mary ; "only to the brook we must
not run."

" No," said Andres ; "but there, on the hill, stands the

large pear-tree, a quarter of a mile from this. I shall run by
the left, round past the fir-ground ; thou canst try it by the

right over the fields ; so we do not meet till we get up, and
then we shall see which of us is swifter."

"Done," cried Mary, and began to run; " for we shall

not mar one another by the way, and my father says it is as

far to the hill by that side of the Gipsies' house as by this."

Andres had already started, and Mary, turning to the

right, could no longer see him. "It is very silly," said she to

herself: " I have only to take heart, and run along the bridge,

past the hut, and through the yard, and I shall certainly be

first." She was already standing by the brook and the clump

of firs. "Shall I? No ; it is too frightful," said she. A Uttle

white dog was standing on the farther side, and barking with

might and main. In her terror, Mary thought the dog some
monster, and sprang back. " Fy I fy I" said she :

" the dolt is
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gone half way by thib time, while I stand here considering."

The little dog kept barking, and, as she looked at it more nar-

rowly, it seemed no longer frightful, but, on the contrary, quite

pretty : it had a red collar round its neck, with a glittering

bell ; and as it raised its head, and shook itself in barking,

the little bell sounded with the finest tinkle. " Well, I must
risk it !" cried she :

" I will run for life
; quick, quick, I am

through ; certainly to Heaven, they cannot eat me up alive in

half a minute !" And with this, the gay, courageous little Mary
sprang along the footbridge

;
passed the dog, which ceased its

barking and began to fawn on her ; and in a moment she was
standing on the other bank, and the black firs all round con-

cealed from view her father's house, and the rest of the land-

scape.

But what was her astonishment when here ! The loveliest,

most variegated flower-garden, lay round her ; tulips, roses and
lilies were glittering in the fairest colours ; blue and gold-red

butterflies were wavering in the blossoms ; cages of shining

wire were hung on the espaliers, with many-coloured birds in

them, singing beautiful songs ; and children, in short white

frocks, with flowing yellow hair and brilliant eyes, were frolick-

ing about ; some playing with lambkins, some feeding the

birds, or gathering flowers, and giving them to one another
;

some, again, were eating cherries, grapes and ruddy apricots.

No hut was to be seen ; but instead of it, a large fair house,

with a brazen door and lofty statues, stood glancing in the

middle of the space. Mary was confounded with surprise,

and knew not what to think ; but, not being bashful, she went

right up to the first of the children, held out her hand, and
wished the little creature good-even.

"Art thou come to visit us, then?" said the glittering

child ;
" I saw thee running, playing on the other side, but

thou wert frightened at our little dog."

"So you are not gipsies and rogues," said Mary, "as
Andres always told me? He is a stupid thing, and talks of

much he does not understand."
" Stay with us," said the strange little girl ;

" thou wilt like

it well."

" Hut we arc running a race."
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"Thou wilt find thj' comrade soon enough. There, take

and eat."

Mary ate, and found the fruit more sweet than any she had
ever tasted in her Ufe before ; and Andres, and the race, and
the prohibition of her parents, were entirely forgotten.

A stately woman, in a shining robe, came towards them,

and asked about the stranger child. " Fairest lady," said Mary,
*' I came running hither by chance, and now they wish to keep
me."

"Thou art aware, Zerina," said the lady, "that she can be
here but for a little while ; besides, thou shouldst have asked my
leave."

" I thought," said Zerina, " when I saw her admitted

across the bridge, that I might do it ; we have often seen her

running in the fields, and thou thyself hast taken pleasure in

her lively temper. She will have to leave us soon enough."
" No, I will stay here," said the little stranger; " for here it

is so beautiful, and here I shall find the prettiest playthings, and
store of berries and cherries to boot. On the other side it is

not half so grand."

The gold-robed lady went awny with a smile ; and many of

the children now came bounding round the happy Mary in their

mirth, and twitched her, and incited her to dance ; others

brought her lambs, or curious playthings ; others made music

on instruments, and sang to it.

She kept, however, by the playmate who had fiist met her
;

for Zerina was the kindest and loveliest of them all. Little

Mary cried and cried again :
" I will stay with you forever ; I

will stay with you, and you shall be my sisters ;" at which the

children all laughed, and embraced her. " Now we shall have

a royal sport," said Zerina. She ran into the Palace, and re-

turned with a little golden box, in which lay a quantity of seeds,

like glittering dust. She lifted of it with her little hand, and
scattered some grains on the green earth. Instantly the grass

began to move, as in waves ; and, after a few moments, bright

rose-bushes started from the ground, shot rapidly up, and budded
all at once, while the sweetest perfume filled the place. Mary
also took a little of the dust, and, having scattered it, she saw

white lilies, and the most variegated pinks, pushing up. At a
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signal from Zerina, the flowers disappeared, and others rose in

their room. " Now," said Zerina, " look for something greater."

She laid two pine-seeds in the ground, and stamped them in

sharply with her foot. Two green bushes stood before them.
" Grasp me fast," said she ; and Mary threw her arms about

the slender form. She felt herself borne upwards ; for the

trees were springing under them with the greatest speed ; the

tall pines waved to and fro, and the two children held each

other fast embraced, swinging this way and that in the red

clouds of the twilight, and kissed each other ; while the rest

were climbing up and down the trunks with quick dexterity,

pushing and teasing one another with loud laughter when they

met ; if any one fell down in the press, it flew through the air,

and sank slowly and surely to the ground. At length Mary
was beginning to be frightened ; and the other little child sang

a few loud tones, and the trees again sank down, and set them
on the ground as gradually as they had lifted them before to the

clouds.

They next went through the brazen door of the palace.

Here many fair women, elderly and young, were sitting in the

round hall, partaking of the fairest fruits, and listening to glo-

rious invisible music. In the vaulting of the ceiling, palms,

flowers and groves stood painted, among which little figui-es of

children were sporting and winding in every graceful posture
;

and with the tones of the music, the images altered and glowed

with the most burning colours ; now the blue and green were

sparkling like radiant light, now these tints faded back in pale-

ness, the purple flamed up, and the gold took fire ; and then

the naked children seemed to be alive among the flower-gar-

lands, and to draw breath, and emit it through their ruby-

coloured lips ; so that by fits you could see the glance of their

little white teeth, and the lighting up of their azure eyes.

From the hall, a stair of brass led down to a subterranean

chamber. Here lay much gold and silver, and precious stones

of every hue shone out between them. Strange vessels stood

along the walls, and all seemed filled with costly things. The
gold was worked into many forms, and glittered with the friend-

liest red. Many little dwarfs were busied sorting the pieces

from the heap, and putting thcni in the vessels ; others, hunch-
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backed and bandy-legged, with long red noses, were tottering

slowly along, half-bent to the ground, under full sacks, which

they bore as millers do their grain ; and, with much panting,

shaking out the gold-dust on the ground. Then they darted

awkwardly to the right and left, and caught the rolling balls

that were like to run away; and it happened now and then

that one in his eagerness overset the other, so that both feK

heavily and clumsily to the ground. They made angry faces,

and looked askance, as Mary laughed at their gestures and

their ugliness. Behind them sat an old crumpled little man,

whom Zerina reverently greeted ; he thanked her with a grave

inclination of his head. He held a sceptre in his hand, and

wore a crown upon his brow, and all the other dwarfs appeared

to regard him as their master, and obey his nod.

" What more wanted ?" asked he, with a surly voice, as the

children came a little nearer. Mary was afraid, and did not

speak ; but her companion answered, they were only come to

look about them in the chambers. " Still your old child's tricks !"

replied the dwarf: " Will there never be an end to idleness?"

With this, he turned again to his employment, kept his people

weighing and sorting the ingots ; some he sent away on errands,

some he chid with angry tones.

"Who is the gentleman?" said Mary.

"Our Metal-Prince," replied Zerina, as they walked along.

They seemed once more to reach the open air, for they

were standing by a lake, yet no sun appeared, and they saw no

sky above their heads. A little boat received them, and Zerina

steered it diligently forwards. It shot rapidly along. On gain-

ing the middle of the lake, the stranger saw that multitudes

of pipes, channels and brooks, were spreading from the little

sea in every direction. " These waters to the right," said Zerina,

" flow beneath your garden, and this is why it blooms so freshly
;

by the other side we get down into the great stream." On a

sudden, out of all the channels, and from every quarter of the

lake, came a crowd of little children swimming up ; some wore

garlands of sedge and water-lily ; some had red stems of coral,

others were blowing on crooked shells ; a tumultuous noise

echoed merrily from the dark shores ; among the children might

be seen the fairest women sporting in the waters, and often
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several of the children sprang about some one of them, and
with kisses hung upon her neck and shoulders. All saluted the

strangers ; and these steered onwards through the revelry out of

the lake, into a little river, which grew narrower and narrower.

At last the boat came aground. The strangers took their leave,

and Zerina knocked against the cliff. This opened like a door,

and a female form, all red, assisted them to mount. " Are you

all brisk here.''" inquired Zerina. "They are just at work," re-

plied the other, " and happy as they could wish ; indeed, the

heat is very pleasant."

They went up a winding stair, and on a sudden Mary found

herself in a most resplendent hall, so that as she entered, her

eyes were dazzled by the radiance. Flame-coloured tapestry

covered the walls with a purple glow ; and when her eye had
grown a little used to it, the stranger saw, to her astonishment,

that, in the tapestry, there were figures moving up and down in

dancing joyfulness ; in form so beautiful, and of so fair propor-

tions, that nothing could be seen more graceful ; their bodies

were as of red crystal, so that it appeared as if the blood were
visible within them, flowing and playing in its courses. They
smiled on the stranger, and saluted her with various bows

;

but as Mary was about approaching nearer them, Zerina plucked

her sharply back, crying :
" Thou wilt burn thyself, my little

Mary, for the whole of it is fire."

Mary felt the heat. " Why do the pretty creatures not

come out," said she, "and play with us?"
" As thou livest in the Air," replied the other, " so are they

obhged to stay continually in Fire, and would faint and languish

if they left it. Look now, how glad they are, how they laugh

and shout ; those down below spread out the fire-floods every-

where beneath the earth, and thereby the flowers, and fruits, and
wine, are made to flourish ; these red streams again, are to run

beside the brooks of water ; and thus the fiery creatures are

kept ever busy and glad. i5ut for thee it is too hot here ; let

us return to the garden."

In the garden, the scene had changed since they left it.

The moonshine was lying on every flower ; the birds were silent,

and the children were asleep in complicated groups, among the

green groves. Mary and her friend, however, did not feel
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fatigue, but walked about in the warm summer night, in abund-

ant talk, till morning.

When the day dawned, they refreshed themselves on fruit

and milk, and Mary said :
" Suppose we go, by way of change,

to the firs, and see how things look there ?"

"With all my heart," replied Zerina ; "thou wilt see our

watchmen too, and they will surely please thee ; they are stand-

ing up among the trees on the mound." The two proceeded

through the flower-garden by pleasant groves, full of nightin-

gales ; then they ascended a vine-hill ; and at last, after long

following the windings of a clear brook, arrived at the firs, and
the height which bounded the domain. "How does it come,"

said Mary, " that we have to walk so far here, when without, the

circuit is so narrow .''"

" I know not," said her friend ;
" but so it is."

They mounted to the dark firs, and a chill wind blew from

without in their faces ; a haze seemed lying far and wide over

the landscape. On the top were many strange forms standing ;

with mealy, dusty faces ; their misshapen heads not unlike those

of white owls ; they were clad in folded cloaks of shaggy wool ;

they held umbrellas of curious skins stretched out above them
;

and they waved and fanned themselves incessantly with large

bat's wings, which flared out curiously beside the woollen roque-

laures. " I could laugh, yet I am frightened," cried Mary.

"These are our good trusty watchmen," said her play-

mate; "they stand here and wave their fans, that cold anxiety

and inexplicable fear may fall on every one that attempts to ap-

proach us. They are covered so, because without it is now cold

and rainy, which they cannot bear. But snow, or wind, or cold

air, never reaches down to us ; here is an everlasting spring

and summer : yet if these poor people on the top were not fre-

quently relieved, they would certainly perish."

" But who are you, then ?" said Mary, while again descend-

ing to the flowery fragrance ;
" or have you no name at all ?"

"We are called the Elves," replied the friendly child;

"people talk about us in the Earth, as I have heard."
•"' They now perceived a mighty bustle on the green. "The
fair Bird is come !" cried the children to them : all hastened to

the hall. Here, as they approached, young and old were crowd-
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ing over the threshold, all shouting for joy ; and from within

resounded a triumphant peal of music. Having entered, they

perceived the vast circuit filled with the most varied forms,

and all were looking upwards to a large Bird with glancing

plumage, that was sweeping slowly round in the dome, and in

its stately flight describing many a circle. The music sounded

more gaily than before ; the colours and lights alternated more
rapidly. At last the music ceased ; and the Bird, with a rust-

ling noise, floated down upon a glittering crown that hung hover-

ing in air under the high window, by which the hall was lighted

from above. His plumage was purple and green, and shining

golden streaks played through it ; on his head there waved a

diadem of feathers, so resplendent that they glanced like jewels.

His bill was red, and his legs of a glancing blue. As he moved,

the tints gleamed through each other, and the eye was charmed

with their radiance. His size was as that of an eagle. But now
he opened his glittering beak ; and sweetest melodies came
pouring from his moved breast, in finer tones than the lovesick

nightingale gives forth ; still stronger rose the song, and streamed

like floods of Light, so that all, the very children themselves,

were moved by it to tears of joy and rapture. When he ceased,

all bowed before him ; he again flew round the dome in circles,

then darted through the door, and soared into the light heaven,

where he shone far up like a red point, and then soon vanished

from their eyes.

" Why are ye all so glad ?" inquired Mary, bending to her

fair playmate, who seemed smaller than yesterday.

" The King is coming !" said the little one ;
" many of us

have never seen him, and whithersoever he turns his face,

there is happiness and mirth ; we have long looked for him,

more anxiously than you look for spring when winter lingers

with you ; and now he has announced, by his fair herald, that

he is at hand. This wise and glorious Bird, that has been

sent to us by the King, is called Phoenix ; he dwells far ofl in

Arabia, on a tree, which there is no other that resembles on

Karth, as in like manner there is no second Phoenix. When
he leels himseli grown old, he builds a pile of balm and in-

cense, kindles it, and dies singing ; and then from the fragrant

ashes, soars up the renewed Phoenix with unlessened beauty.
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It is seldom he so wings his course that men behold him ; and
when once in centuries this does occur, they note it in their

annals, and expect remarkable events. But now, my friend,

thou and I must part ; for the sight of the King is not permitted

thee."

Then the lady with the golden robe came through the

throng, and beckoning Mary to her, led her into a sequestered

walk. " Thou must leave us, my dear child," said she ;
" the

King is to hold his court here for twenty years, perhaps longer

;

and fruitfulness and blessings will spread far over the land, but

chiefly here beside us ; all the brooks and rivulets will become
more bountiful, all the fields and gardens richer, the wine
more generous, the meadows more fertile, and the woods more
fresh and green ; a milder air will blow, no hail shall hurt, no
flood shall threaten. Take this ring, and think of us : but be-

ware of telling any one of our existence ; or we must fly this

land, and thou and all around will lose the happiness and
blessing of our neighbourhood. Once more, kiss thy play-

mate, and farewell." They issued from the walk; Zerina wept,

Mary stooped to embrace her, and they parted. Already she

was on the narrow bridge ; the cold air was blowing on her

back from the firs ; the little dog barked with all its might,

and rang its little bell ; she looked round, then hastened over,

for the darkness of the firs, the bleakness of the ruined huts,

the shadows of the twilight, were filling her with terror.

" What a night my parents must have had on my ac-

count !" said she within herself, as she stept on the green ;

" and I dare not tell them where I have been, or what wonders
I have witnessed, nor indeed would they beheve me." Two
men passing by saluted her ; and as they went along, she

heard them say :
" What a pretty girl ! Where can she come

from?" With quickened steps she approached the house,:

but the trees which were hanging last night loaded with fruit,

were now standing dry and leafless ; the house was differently

painted, and a new barn had been built beside it. Mary was
amazed, and thought she must be dreaming. In this perplexity

she opened the door ; and behind the table sat her father,

between an unknown woman and a stranger youth. " Good
God ! Father," cried she, "where is my mother ?"
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" Thy mother !" said the woman, with a forecasting tone,

and sprang towards her : "Ha, thou surely canst not—Yes,

indeed, indeed thou art my lost, long-lost dear, only Mary !"

She had recognised her by a little brown mole beneath the chin,

as well as by her eyes and shape. All embraced her, all were
moved with joy, and the parents wept. Mary was astonished

that she almost reached to her father's stature ; and she could

not understand how her mother had become so changed and
faded ; she asked the name of the stranger youth. "It is our

neighbour's Andres," said Martin. " How comest thou to us

again, so unexpectedly, after seven long years ? Where hast

thou been ? Why didst thou never send us tidings of thee .''"

" Seven years !" said Mary, and could not order her ideas

and recollections. " Seven whole years ?"

"Yes, yes," said Andres, laughing, and shaking her trust-

fully by the hand ;
" I have won the race, good Mary ; I was

at the pear-tree and back again seven years ago, and thou,

sluggish creature, art but just returned !"

They again asked, they pressed her ; but remembering her

instruction, she could answer nothing. It was they them-

selves chiefly that, by degrees, shaped a story for her : How,
having lost her way, she had been taken up by a coach,

and carried to a strange remote part, where she could not

give the people any notion of her parents' residence ; how she

was conducted to a distant town, where certain worthy per-

sons brought her up and loved her ; how they had lately died,

and at length she had recollected her birthplace, and so re-

turned. " No matter how it is !" exclaimed her mother

;

" enough, that we have thee again, my little daughter, my own,

my all !"

Andres waited supper, and Mary could not be at home in

anything she saw. The house seemed small and dark ; she

felt astonished at her dress, which was clean and simple, but

appeared quite foreign ; she looked at the ring on her finger,

and the gold of it glittered strangely, enclosing a stone of burn-

ing red. To her lather's question, she replied that the ring

also was a present from her beneiartors.

She was glad wlienihe hour of sleep arrived, and she hast-

ened to her bed. Next morning she ielt much more collected
;
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she had now arranged her thoughts a little, and could better

stand the questions of the people in the village, all of whom
came in to bid her welcome. Andres was there too with the

earliest, active, glad, and serviceable beyond all others. The
blooming maiden of fifteen had made a deep impression on him ;

he had passed a sleepless night. The people of the castle hke-

wise sent for Mary, and she had once more to tell her story

to them, which was now grown quite familiar to her. The
old Count and his Lady were surprised at her good-breeding

;

she was modest, but not embarrassed ; she made answer

courteously in good phrases to all their questions ; all fear of

noble persons and their equipage had passed away from her ;

for when she measured these halls and forms by the wonders

and the high beauty she had seen with the Elves in their

hidden abode, this earthly splendour seemed but dim to her,

the presence of men was almost mean. The young lords were

charmed with her beauty.

It was now February. The trees were budding earlier

than usual ; the nightingale had never come so soon ; the

spring rose fairer in the land than the oldest men could re-

collect it. In every quarter, little brooks gushed out to irri-

gate the pastures and meadows ; the hills seemed heaving, the

vines rose higher and higher, the fruit-trees blossomed as they

had never done ; and a sweUing fragrant blessedness hung

suspended heavily in rosy clouds over the scene. All pro-

spered beyond expectation : no rude day, no tempest injured

the fruits ; the wine flowed blushing in immense grapes ; and
the inhabitants of the place felt astonished, and were captivated

as in a sweet dream. The next year was like its forerunner
;

but men had now become accustomed to the marvellous. In

autumn, Mary yielded to the pressing entreaties of Andres

and her parents ; she was betrothed to him, and in winter they

were married.

She often thought with inward longing of her residence be-

hind the fir-trees ; she continued serious and still. Beautiful

as all that lay around her was, she knew of something yet

more beautiful ; and from the remembrance of this, a faint

regret attuned her nature to soft melancholy. It smote her

painfully when her father and mother talked about the gipsies
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and vagabonds, that dwelt in the dark spot of ground. Often

she was on the point of speaking out in defence of those good
beings, whom she knew to be the benefactors of the land

;

especially to Andres, who appeared to take delight in zealously

abusing them : yet still she repressed the word that was strug-

gling to escape her bosom. So passed this year ; in the next,

she was solaced by a little daughter, whom she named Elfrida,

thinking of the designation of her friendly Elves.

The young people lived with Martin and Brigitta, the house

being large enough for all ; and helped their parents in con-

ducting their now extended husbandry. The little Elfrida soon

displayed peculiar faculties and gifts ; for she could walk at a

very early age, and could speak perfectly before she was a

twelvernonth old ; and after some few years, she had become
so wise and clever, and of such wondrous beauty, that all

people regarded her with astonishment ; and her mother could

not keep away the thought that her child resembled one of

those shining little ones in the space behind the Firs. Elfrida

cared not to be with other children ; but seemed to avoid,

with a sort of horror, their tumultuous amusements ; and liked

best to be alone. She would then retire into a corner of the

garden, and read, or work diligently with her needle ; often also

you might see her sitting, as if deep sunk in thought ; or vio-

lently walking up and down the alleys, speaking to herself.

Her parents readily allowed her to have her will in these

things, for she was healthy, and waxed apace ; only her strange

sagacious answers and observations often made them anxious.

"Such wise children do not grow to age," her grandmother,

llrigitta, many times observed ;
" they are too good for this

world ; the child, besides, is beautiful beyond nature, and will

never find its proper place on Earth."

The little girl had this peculiarity, that she was very loath

to let herself be served by any one, but endeavoured to do every-

thing herself. She was almost the earliest riser in the house ;

she washed herself carefully, and dressed without assistance :

at night she was equally careful ; she took special heed to pack

up her clothes and washes with her own hands, allowing no

one, not even her mother, to meddle with her articles. The
mother humoured her in this caprice, not thinking it of any
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consequence. But what was her astonishment, when, happen-

ing one holiday to insist, regardless of Elfrida's tears and

screams, on dressing her out for a visit to the castle, she found

upon her breast, suspended by a string, a piece of gold of a

strange form, which she directly recognised as one of that sort

she had seen in such abundance in the subterranean vault !

The little thing was greatly frightened ; and at last confessed

that she had found it in the garden, and as she liked it much,

had kept it carefully : she at the same time prayed so earnestly

and pressingly to have it back, that Mary fastened it again on

its former place, and, full of thoughts, went out with her in

silence to the castle.

Sidewards from the farmhouse lay some offices for the storing

of produce and implements ; and behind these there was a little

green, with an old grove, now visited by no one, as, from the

new arrangement of the buildings, it lay too far from the garden.

In this solitude Elfrida delighted most ; and it occurred to no-

body to interrupt her here, so that frequently her parents did

not see her for half a day. One afternoon her mother chanced

to be in these buildings, seeking for some lost article among the

lumber ; and she noticed that a beam of light was coming in,

through a chink in the wall. She took a thought of looking

through this aperture, and seeing what her child was busied

with ; and it happened that a stone was lying loose, and could

be pushed aside, so that she obtained a view right into the

grove. Elfrida was sitting there on a little bench, and beside

her the well-known Zerina ; and the children were playing, and
amusing one another, in the kindliest unity. The Elf embraced

her beautiful companion, and said mournfully :
" Ah ! dear little

creature, as I sport with thee, so have I sported with thy mo-
ther, when she was a child ; but you mortals so soon grow tall

and thoughtful ! It is very hard : wert thou but to be a child

as long as I !"

" Willingly would I do it," said Elfrida ;
" but they all say,

I shall come to sense, and give over playing altogether; for I

have great gifts, as they think, for growing wise. Ah ! and then

I shall see thee no more, thou dear Zerina ! Yet it is with us as

with the fruit-tree flowers : how glorious the blossoming apple-

tree, with its red bursting buds ! It looks so stately and broad
;
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and every one, that passes under it, thinks surely something

great will come of it ; then the sun grows hot, and the buds
come joyfully forth ; but the wicked kernel is already there,

which pushes off and casts away the fair flower's dress ; and
now, in pain and waxing, it can do nothing more, but must
grow to fruit in harvest. An apple, to be sure, is pretty and re-

freshing
;
yet nothing to the blossom of spring. So is it also

with us mortals : I am not glad in the least at growing to be a

tall girl. Ah ! could I but once visit you !"

"Since the King is with us," said Zerina, "it is quite im-

possible ; but I will come to thee, my darling, often, often
;

and none shall see me either here or there. I will pass invisi-

ble through the air, or fly over to thee like a bird. O ! we will

be much, much together, while thou art still little. What can

I do to please thee .-*"

"Thou must like me very dearly," said Elfrida, "as I like

thee in my heart. But come, let us make another rose."

Zerina took the well-known box from her bosom, threw two

grains from it on the ground ; and instantly a green bush stood

before them, with two deep-red roses, bending their heads, as

if to kiss each other. The children plucked them smiling, and

the bush disappeared. " O that it would not die so soon !" said

Elfrida ;
" this red child, this wonder of the Earth !"

" Give it me here," said the little Elf; then breathed thrice

upon the budding rose, and kissed it thrice. " Now," said she,

giving back the rose, "it will continue fresh and blooming till

winter."

" I will keep it," said Elfrida, " as an image of thee ; I will

guard it in my little room, and kiss it night and morning, as if

it were thyself."

" The sun is setting," said the other ;
" I must home."

They embraced again, and Zerina vanished.

In the evening, Mary clasped her child to her breast, with

a feeling of alarm and veneration. She henceforth allowed the

good little girl more liberty than formerly ; and often calmed

her husband when he came to search for the child ; which for

some time he was wont to do, as her retiredness did not please

him ; and he feared that, in the end, it might make her silly,

or even pervert her understanding. The mother often glided
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to the chink ; and almost always found the bright Elf beside

her child, employed in sport, or in earnest conversation.

" Wouldst thou like to fly.''" inquired Zerina once.

" O well ! How well !" replied Elfrida ; and the fairy clasped

her mortal playmate in her arms, and mounted with her from

the ground, till they hovered above the grove. The mother, in

alarm, forgot herself, and pushed out her head in terror to look

after them ; when Zerina, from the air, held up her finger, and
threatened yet smiled ; then descended with the child, embraced
her, and disappeared. After this, it happened more than once

that Mary was observed by her; and every time, the shining

little creature shook her head, or threatened, yet with friendly

looks.

Often, in disputing with her husband, Mary had said in her

zeal: "Thou dost injustice to the poor people in the hut!" But

when Andres pressed her to explain why she differed in opinion

from the whole village, nay from his Lordship himself ; and how
she could understand it better than the whole of them, she still

broke off embarrassed, and became silent. One day, after

dinner, Andres grew more violent than ever ; and maintained

that, by one means or another, the crew must be packed away,

as a nuisance to the country ; when his wife, in anger, said to

him :
" Hush ! for they are benefactors to thee and to every

one of us."

"Benefactors!" cried the other, in astonishment: "These
rogues and vagabonds ?"

In her indignation, she was now at last tempted to relate

to him, under promise of the strictest secrecy, the history of her

youth : and as Andres at every word grew more incredulous,

and shook his head in mockery, she took him by the hand, and
led him to the chink ; where, to his amazement, he beheld the

glittering Elf sporting with his child, and caressing her in the

grove. He knew not what to say ; an exclamation of astonish-

ment escaped him, and Zerina raised her eyes. On the instant

she grew pale, and trembled violently ; not with friendly, but

with indignant looks, she made the sign of threatening, and
then said to Elfrida :

" Thou canst not help it, dearest heart
;

but they will never learn sense, wise as they believe themselves."

She embraced the little one with stormy haste ; and then, in

VOL. 11. C
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the shape of a raven, flew with hoarse cries over the garden,

towards the Firs.

In the evening, the httle one was very still ; she kissed her

rose with tears ; Mary felt depressed and frightened, Andres
scarcely spoke. It grew dark. Suddenly there went a rustling

through the trees ; birds flew to and fro with wild screaming,

thunder was heard to roll, the Earth shook, and tones of lamen-

tation moaned in the air. Andres and his wife had not courage

to rise ; they shrouded themselves within the curtains, and with

fear and trembling awaited the day. Towards morning, it grew
calmer ; and all was silent when the Sun, with his cheerful light,

rose over the wood.

Andres dressed himself; and Mary now observed that

the stone of the ring upon her finger had become quite pale.

On opening the door, the sun shone clear on their faces, but

the scene around them they could scarcely recognise. The
freshness of the wood was gone ; the hills were shrunk, the

brooks were flowing languidly with scanty streams, the sky

seemed gray ; and when you turned to the Firs, they were stand-

ing there no darker or more dreary than the other trees. The
huts behind them were no longer frightful ; and several inhabit-

ants of the village came and told about the fearful night, and
how they had been across the spot where the gipsies had lived

;

how these people must have left the place at last, for their huts

were standing empty, and within had quite a common look,

just like the dwellings of other poor people : some of their house-

hold gear was left behind.

Elfrida in secret said to her mother :
" ^ could not sleep last

night ; and in my fright at the noise, I wa.i praying from the

bottom of my heart, when the door suddenly opened, and my
playmate entered to take leave of me. She had a travelling-

pouch slung round her, a hat on her head, and a large staff in

her hand. She was very angry at thee ; since on thy account

ihe had now to suffer the severest and most painful punish-

ments, as she had always been so fond of thee ; for all of them,

she said, were very loath to leave this quarter,"

Mary forbade her to speak of this ; and now the ferryman

came across the river, and told them new wonders. As it was
growing dark, a stranger man of large size had come to him,
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and hired his boat till sunrise ; and with this condition, that

the boatman bhoiild remain quiet in his house, at least should

not cross the threshold of his door. " I was frightened," con-

tinued the old man, "and the strange bargain would not let

me sleep. I slipped softly to the window, and looked towards

the river. Great clouds were driving restlessly through the sky,

and the distant woods were rustling fearfully ; it was as if my
cottage shook, and moans and lamentations glided round it.

On a sudden, I perceived a white streaming light, that grew
broader and broader, like many thousands of falling stars

;

sparkling and waving, it proceeded forward from the dark Fir-

ground, moved over the fields, and spread itself along towards

the river. Then I heard a trampling, a jingling, a bustling,

and rushing, nearer and nearer ; it went forwards to my boat,

and all slept into it, men and women, as it seemed, and children
;

and the tall stranger ferried them over. In the river were by
the boat swimming many thousands of glittering forms ; in the

air white clouds and lights were wavering ; and all lamented and
bewailed that they must travel forth so far, far away, and leave

their beloved dwelling. The noise of the rudder and the water

creaked and gurgled between whiles, and then suddenly there

would be silence. Many a time the boat landed, and went
back, and was again laden ; many heavy casks, too, they took

along with them, which multitudes of horrid-looking little fellows

carried and rolled; whether they were devils or goblins. Heaven
only knows. Then came, in waving brightness, a stately freight ;

it seemed an old man, mounted on a small white horse, and all

were crowding round him. I saw nothing of the horse but its

head ; for the rest of it was covered with costly glittering clothb

and trappings : on his brow the old man had a crown, so bright

that, as he came across, I thought the sun was rising there,

and the redness of the dawn glimmering in my eyes. Thus it

went on all night ; I at last fell asleep in the tumult, half in joy,

half in terror. In the morning all was still ; but the river is,

as it were, run off, and I know not how I am to steer my boat

in it now."

The same year there came a blight ; the woods died away,

the springs ran dry ; and the scene, which had once been the

joy of every traveller, was in autumn standing waste, naked
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and bald ; scarcely showing here and there, in the sea of sand,

a spot or two where grass, with a dingy greenness, still grew
up. The fruit-trees all withered, the vines faded away, and
the aspect of the place became so melancholy, that the Count,

with his people, next year left the castle, which in time decayed

and fell to ruins,

Elfrida gazed on her rose day and night with deep longing,

and thought of her kind playmate ; and as it drooped and
withered, so did she also hang her head ; and before the spring,

the little maiden had herself faded away. Mary often stood

upon the spot before the hut, and wept for the happiness that

had departed. She wasted herself away like her child, and in

a few years she too was gone. Old Martin, with his son-in-law,

returned to the quarter where he had lived before.



THE GOBLET,

The forenoon bells were sounding from the high cathedral.

Over the wide square in front of it were men and women walk-

ing to and fro, carriages rolling along, and priests proceeding

to their various churches. Ferdinand was standing on the

broad stair, with his eyes over the multitude, looking at them
as they came up to attend the service. The sunshine glittered

on the white stones, all were seeking shelter from the heat.

He alone had stood for a long time leaning on a pillar, amid
the burning beams, without regarding them; for he was lost in

the remembrances which mounted up within his mind. He
was calling back his bygone life ; and inspiring his soul with

the feeling which had penetrated all his being, and swallowed

up every other wish in itself. At the same hour, in the past

year, had he been standing here, looking at the women and the

maidens coming to mass ; with indifferent heart, and smiling

face, he had viewed the variegated procession ; many a kind look

had roguishly met his, and many a virgin cheek had blushed
;

his busy eye had observed the pretty feet, how they mounted
the steps, and how the wavering robe fell more or less aside,

to let the dainty little ankles come to sight. Then a youthful

form had crossed the square : clad in black ; slender, and of

noble mien, her eyes modestly cast down before her, carelessly

she hovered up the steps with lovely grace; the silken robe

lay round that fairest of forms, and rocked itself as in music

about the moving limbs ; she was mounting the highest step,

when by chance she raised her head, and struck his eye with

a ray of the purest azure. He was pierced as if by lightning.
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Her foot caught the robe ; and quickly as he darted towards
her, he could not prevent her having, for a moment, in the

most charming posture, lain kneeling at his feet. He raised

her ; she did not look at him, she was all one blush ; nor did

she answer his inquiry whether she was hurt. He followed

her into the church : his soul saw nothing but the image of

that form kneeling before him, and that loveliest of bosoms
bent towards him. Next day he visited the threshold of the

church again; for him that spot was consecrated ground. He
had been intending to pursue his travels, his friends were ex-

pecting him impatiently at home ; but from henceforth his

native country was here, his heart and its wishes were inverted.

He saw her often, she did not shun him
; yet it was but for a

few separate and stolen moments ; for her wealthy family ob-

served her strictly, and still more a powerful and jealous

bridegroom. They mutually confessed their love, but knew not

what to do ; for he was a stranger, and could offer his beloved

no such splendid fortune as she was entitled to expect. He
now felt his poverty

; yet when he reflected on his former way
of life, it seemed to him that he was passing rich ; for his

existence was rendered holy, his heart floated for ever in the

fairest emotion ; Nature was now become his friend, and her

beauty lay revealed to him ; he felt himself no longer alien

from worship and religion ; and he now crossed this threshold,

and the mysterious dimness of the temple, with far other feel-

ings than in former days of levity. He withdrew from his

acquaintances, and lived only to love. When he walked through
her street, and saw her at the window, he was happy for the

day. He had often spoken to her in the dusk of the evening
;

her garden was adjacent to a friend's, who, however, did not

know his secret. Thus a year had passed away.

All these scenes of his new existence again moved through

his remembrance. He raised his eyes ; that noble form was
even then gliding over the square ; she shone out of the con-

fused multitude like a sun. A lovely music sounded in his

longing heart ; and as she approached, he retired into the

church. He offered iier the holy water ; her white fingers

trembled as they touched his, she bowed with grateful kind-

ness. He followed her, and knelt down near her. His whole
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heart was melting in sadness and love ; it seemed to him as

if, from the wounds of longing, his being were bleeding away
in fervent prayers ; every word of the priest went through him,

every tone of the music poured new devotion into his bosom
;

his lips quivered, as the fair maiden pressed the crucifix of her

rosary to her ruby mouth. How dim had been his apprehen-

sion of this Faith and this Love before ! The priest elevated

the Host, and the bell sounded; she bowed more humbly, and
crossed her breast ; and, like a flash, it struck through all his

powers and feelings, and the image on the altar seemed alive,

and the coloured dimness of the windows as alight of paradise;

tears flowed fast from his eyes, and allayed the swelling fervour

of his heart.

The service was concluded. He again offered her the con-

secrated font ; they spoke some words, and she withdrew. He
stayed behind, in order to excite no notice ; he looked after

her till the hem of her garment vanished round the corner; and
he felt like the wanderer, weary and astray, from whom, in the

thick forest, the last gleam of the setting sun departs. He
awoke from his dream, as an old withered hand slapped him
on the shoulder, and some one called him by name.

He started back, and recognised his friend, the testy old

Albert, who lived apart from men, and whose solitary house

was open to Ferdinand alone :
" Do you remember our en-

gagement ?" said the hoarse husky voice. " O yes," said Ferdi-

nand : "and will you perform your promise today ?"

"This very hour," replied the other, "if you like to follow

me."

They walked through the city to a remote street, and there

entered a large edifice. " Today," said the old man, " you

must push through with me into my most solitary chamber,

that we may not be disturbed." They passed through many
rooms, then along some stairs ; they wound their way through

passages : and Ferdinand, who had thought himself famihar

with the house, was now astonished at the multitude of apart-

ments, and the singular arrangement of the spacious building ;

but still more that the old man, a bachelor, and without family,

should inhabit it by himself, with a few servants, and never let

out any part of the superfluous room to strangers. Albert at
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length unbolted the door, and said: " Now, here is the place."

They entered a large high chamber, hung round with red

damask, which was trimmed with golden listings ; the chairs

were of the same stuff; and, through heavy red silk curtains

covering the windows, came a purple Hght. "Wait a little,"

said the old man, and went into another room. Ferdinand

took up some books : he found them to contain strange unin-

telligible characters, circles and lines, with many curious plates

;

and from the little he could read, they seemed to be works on

alchemy ; he was aware already that the old man had the re-

putation of a gold-maker. A lute was lying on the table,

singularly overlaid with mother-of-pearl, and coloured wood
;

and representing birds and flowers in very splendid forms.

The star in the middle was a large piece of mother-of-pearl,

worked in the most skilful manner into many intersecting

circular figures, almost like the centre of a window in a Gothic

church. "You are looking at my instrument," said Albert,

coming back ; "it is two hundred years old : I brought it with

me as a memorial of my journey into Spain. But let us leave

all that, and do you take a seat."

They sat down beside the table, which was likewise covered

with a red cloth ; and the old man placed upon it something

which was carefully wrapped up. " From pity to your youth,"

he began, " I promised lately to predict to you whether you

could ever become happy or not ; and this promise I will in

the present hour perform, though you hold the matter only as a

jest. You need not be alarmed ; for what I purpose will take

place without danger ; no dread invocations shall be made by

me, nor shall any horrid apparition terrify your senses. The
business I am on may fail in two ways : either if you do not

love so truly as you have been willing to persuade me ; for

then my labour is in vain, and nothing will disclose itself

;

or, if you shall disturb the oracle and destroy it by a useless

question, or a hasty movement, should you leave your seat and

dissipate the figure
;
you must therefore promise me to keep

yourself quite still."

Ferdinand gave his word, and the old man unfolded from its

cloths the packet he had placed on the table. It was a golden

goblet, of very skilful and beautiful workmanship. Round its
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broad foot ran a garland of flowers, intertwined with myrtles,

and various other leaves and fruits, worked out in high chasing

with dim and with brilliant gold. A corresponding ring, but

still richer, with figures of children, and wild little animals play-

ing with them, or flying from them, wound itself about the mid-

dle of the cup. The bowl was beautifully turned ; it bent itself

back at the top as if to meet the lips ; and within, the gold

sparkled with a red glow. Old Albert placed the cup between

him and the youth, whom he then beckoned to come nearer.

" Do you not feel something," said he, " when your eye loses

itself in this splendour ?"

"Yes," answered Ferdinand, "this brightness glances into

my inmost heart ; I might almost say I felt it like a kiss in

my longing bosom."
" It is right, then !" said the old man. " Now let not your

eyes wander any more, but fix them steadfastly on the glitter-

ing of this gold, and think as intensely as you can of the wo-

man whom you love."

Both sat quiet for a while, looking earnestly upon the gleam-

ing cup. Ere long, however, Albert, with mute gestures, began,

at first slowly, then faster, and at last in rapid movements, to

whirl his outstretched finger in a constant circle round the

glitter of the bowl. Then he paused, and recommenced his

circles in the opposite direction. After this had lasted for a

little, Ferdinand began to think he heard the sound of music
;

it came as from without, in some distant street, but soon the

tones approached, they quivered more distinctly through the

air ; and at last no doubt remained with him that they were

flowing from the hollow of the cup. The music became stronger,

and of such piercing power, that the young man's heart was
throbbing to the notes, and tears were flowing from his eyes.

Busily old Albert's hand now moved in various lines across the

mouth of the goblet ; and it seemed as if sparks were issuing

from his fingers, and darting in forked courses to the gold, and
tinkling as they met it. The glittering points increased ; and
followed, as if strung on threads, the movements of his finger

to and fro ; they shone with various hues, and crowded more and
more together till they joined in unbroken lines. And now it

seemed as if the old man, in the red dusk, were stretching a
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wondrous net over the gleaming gold ; for he drew the beams
this way and that at pleasure, and wove up with them the open-

ing of the bowl ; they obeyed him, and remained there like a

cover, wavering to and fro, and playing into one another. Having

so fixed them, he again described the circle round the rim ; the

music then moved off, grew fainter and fainter, and at last died

away. While the tones departed, the sparkling net quivered

to and fro as in pain. In its increasing agitation it broke in

pieces ; and the beaming threads rained down in drops into

the cup ; but as the drops feLl, there arose from them a ruddy

cloud, which moved within itf:elf in manifold eddies, and mounted
over the brim like foam. A bright point darted with exceeding

swiftness through the cloudy circle, and began to form the

Image in the midst of it. On a sudden there looked out from

the vapour as it were an eye ; over this came a playing and

curling as of golden locks ; and soon there went a soft blush up

and down the shadow, and Ferdinand beheld the smiling face of

his beloved, the blue eyes, the tender cheeks, the fair red mouth.

The head waved to and fro ; rose clearer and more visible upon

the slim white neck, and nodded towards the enraptured youth.

Old Albert still kept casting circles round the cup ; and out of

it emerged the glancing shoulders ; and as the fair form mounted
more and more from its golden couch, and bent in lovely kind-

ness this way and that, the soft curved parted breasts appeared,

and on their summits two loveliest rose-buds glancing with

sweet secret red. Ferdinand fancied he felt the breath, as the

beloved form bent waving towards him, and almost touched

him with its glowing lips ; in his rapture he forgot his promise

and himself ; he started up and clasped that ruby mouth to

him with a kiss, and meant to seize those lovely arms, and

lift the enrapturing form from its golden prison. Instantly a

violent trembling quivered through the lovely shape ; the head

and body broke away as in a thousand lines ; and a rose was

lying at the bottom of the goblet, in whose redness that sweet

smile still seemed to play. The longing young man caught it

and pressed it to his lips ; and in his burning ardour it withered

and melted into aii.

"Thou hast kept thy promise badly," said the old man,

with an angry tone; "thou hast none but thyself to blame."
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He again wrapped up the goblet, drew aside the rurtains, and

opened a window : the clear daylight broke in ; and Ferdinand,

in sadness, and with many fruitless excuses, left old Albert still

in anger.

In an agitated mood, he hastened through the streets of the

city. Without the gate, he sat down beneath the trees. She
had told him in the morning that she was to go that night,

with some relations, to the country. Intoxicated with love, he

rose, he sat, he wandered in the wood : that fair kind form was

still before him, as it flowed and mounted from the glowing

gold ; he looked that she would now step forth to meet him in

the splendour of her beauty, and again that loveliest image broke

away in pieces from his eyes; and he was indignant at himself

that, by his restless passion and the tumult of his senses, he

should have destroyed the shape, and perhaps his hopes, forever.

As the walk, in the afternoon, became crowded, he withdrew

deeper into the thickets ; but he still kept the distant highway

in his eye ; and every coach that issued from the gate was care-

fully examined by him.

The night approached. The setting sun was throwing forth

its red splendour, when from the gate rushed out the richly

gilded coach, gleaming with a fiery brightness in the glow of

evening. He hastened towards it. Her eye had already seized

him. Kindly and smihngly she leaned her glittering bosom
from the window ; he caught her soft salutation and signal ; he

was standing by the coach, her full look fell on his, and as she

drew back to move away, the rose which had adorned her

bosom flew out, and lay at his feet. He lifted it, and kissed

it ; and he felt as if it presaged to him that he should not see

his loved one any more, that now his happiness had faded away
from him forever.

Hurried steps were passing up stairs and down ; the whole

house was in commotion ; all was bustle and tumult, preparing

for the great festivities of the morrow. The mother was the

gladdest and most active ; the bride heeded nothing, but re-

tired into her chamber to meditate upon her changing destiny.

The family were still looking for their elder son, the captain.
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with his wife ; and for two elder daughters, with their hus-

bands : Leopold, the younger, was maliciously busied in increas-

ing the disorder, and deepening the tumult
;
perplexing all, while

he pretended to be furthering it. Agatha, his still unmarried

sister, was in vain endeavouring to make him reasonable, and

persuade him simply to do nothing, and to let the rest have

peace ; but her mother said :
" Never mind him and his folly ;

for today a little more or less of it amounts to nothing ; only

this I beg of one and al! of you, that as I have so much to

think about already, you would trouble me with no fresh tidings,

unless it be of something that especially concerns us. I care

not whether any one have let some china fall, whether one spoon

or two spoons are wanting, whether any of the stranger servants

have been breaking windows ; with all such freaks as these, I

beg you would not vex me by recounting them. Were these

days of tumult over, we will reckon matters ; not till then."

"Bravely spoken, mother!" cried her son* "these senti-

ments are worthy of a governor. And if it chance that any of

the maids should break her neck ; the cook get tipsy, or set

the chimney on fire ; the butler, for joy, let all the malmsey run

upon the floor, or down his throat, you shall not hear a word of

such small tricks. If, indeed, an earthquake were to overset

the house ! that, my dear mother, could not be kept secret."

"When will he leave his folly !" said the mother ;
" What

must thy sisters think, when they find thee every jot as riotous

as when they left thee two years ago ?"

"They must do justice to my force of character," said

Leopold, " and grant that I am not so changeable as they or

their husbands, who have altered so much within these few

years, and so little to their advantage."

The bridegroom now entered, and inquired for the bride.

Her maid was sent to call her. " Has Leopold made my
request to you, my dear mother ?" said he.

"I did, forsooth!" said Leopold. "There is such con-

fusion here among us, not one of them can think a reasonable

thought."

The bride entered, and the young pair joyfully saluted one

another. "The request I meant," continued the bridegroom,

" is this : Thnt you would not take it ill, if I should bring an-
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other guest into your house, which, in truth, is full enough

already."

"You are aware yourself," replied the mother, "that ex-

tensive as it is, I could scarcely iind another chamber."
" Notwithstanding, I have partly managed it already," cried

Leopold ;
" I have had the large apartment furbished up."

"Why, that is quite a miserable place," replied the mo-
ther; "for many years it has been nothing but a lumber-room."

"But it is splendidly repaired," said Leopold; " and our

friend, for whom it is intended, does not mind such matters, he

desires nothing but our love. Besides, he has no wife, and
likes to be alone ; it is the very place for him. We have had
enough of trouble in persuading him to come, and show him-

self again among his fellow-creatures."

" Not your dismal conjuror and gold-maker, certainly.''"

cried Agatha.

"No other," said the bridegroom, "if you will still call

him so."

"Then do not let him, mother," said the sister. "What
should a man like that do here ? I have seen him on the

street with Leopold, and I was positively frightened at his face.

The old sinner, too, almost never goes to church ; he loves

neither God nor man ; and it cannot come to good to bring

such infidels under the roof, on a solemnity like this. Who
knows what may be the consequence !"

"To hear her talk !" said Leopold, in anger, "Thou con-

demnest without knowing him ; and because the cut of his

nose docs not please thee, and he is no longer young and
handsome, thou concludest him a wizard, and a servant of the

Devil."

" Grant a place in your house, dear mother," said the

bridegroom, " to our old friend, and let him take a part in

our general joy. He seems, my dear Agatha, to have endured
much suffering, which has rendered him distrustful and mis-

anthropic ; he avoids all society, his only exceptions are Leo-

pold and myself. I owe him much ; it was he that first gave
my mind a good direction ; nay, I may say, it is he alone

that has rendered me perhaps worthy of my Julia's love."

"He lends me all his books," continued Leopold; "and,
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what is more, his old manuscripts ; and what is more still, his

money, on my bare word. He is a man of the most christian

turn, my little sister. And who knows, when thou hast seen

him better, whether thou wilt not throw off thy coyness, and
take a fancy to him, ugly as he now appears to thee ?"

" Well, bring him to us," said the mother; " I have had to

hear so much of him from Leopold already, that I have a

curiosity to be acquainted with him. Only you must answer

for it, that I cannot lodge him better."

Meantime strangers were announced. They were members
of the family, the married daughters, and the officer ; they had
brought their children with them. The good old lady was
delighted to behold her grandsons ; all was welcoming, and
joyful talk ; and Leopold and the bridegroom, having also

given and received their greeting, went away to seek their

ancient melancholic friend.

The latter lived most part of the year in the country, about

a league from town ; but he also kept a little dwelling for him-

self in a garden near the gate. Here, by chance, the young
men had become acquainted with him. They now found him
in a coffee-house, where they had previously agreed to meet.

As the evening had come on, they brought him, after some
little conversation, directly to the house.

The stranger met a kindly welcome from the mother ; the

daughters stood a little more aloof from him. Agatha especi-

ally was shy, and carefully avoided his looks. But the first

general compliments were scarcely over, when the old man's

eye appeared to settle on the bride, who had entered the apart-

ment later ; he seemed as if transported, and it was observed

that he was struggling to conceal a tear. The bridegroom re-

joiced in his joy, and happening sometime after to be standing

with him by a side at the window, he took his hand, and asked

him :
" Now, what think you of my lovely Julia ? Is she not

an angel ?"

" O my friend !" replied the old man, with emotion, "such
grace and beauty I have never seen ; or rather, I should say

(for that expression was not just), she is so fair, so ravishing,

so heavenly, that I feel as if I had long known her ; as if she

were to me. utter stranger though she is, the most familiar form
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of my imagination, some shape which had always been an in-

mate of my heart."

" I understand you," said the young man :
" yes, the truly

beautiful, the great and sublime, when it overpowers us with

astonishment and admiration, still does not surprise us as a

thing foreign, never heard of, never seen ; but, on the other

hand, our own inmost nature in such moments becomes clear to

us, our deepest remembrances are awakened, our dearest feel-

ings made alive."

The stranger, during supper, mixed but little in the conver-

sation ; his looks were fixed on the bride, so earnestly and con-

stantly, that she at last became embarrassed and alarmed. The
captain told of a campaign which he had served in ; the rich

merchant of his speculations and the bad times ; the country

gentleman of the improvements which he meant to make in his

estate.

Supper being done, the bridegroom took his leave, returning

for the last time to his lonely chamber ; for in future it was
settled that the married pair were to live in the mother's house,

their chambers were already furnished. The company dispersed,

and Leopold conducted the stranger to his room. " You will

excuse us," said he, as they went along, "for having been ob-

liged to lodge you rather far away, and not so comfortably as

our mother wished ; but you see, yourself, how numerous our

family is, and more relations are to come tomorrow. For one

thing, you will not run away from us ; there is no finding of

your course through this enormous house."

They went through several passages, and Leopold at last

took leave, and bade his guest good-night. The servant placed

two wax-lights on the table ; then asked the stranger whether

he should help him to undress, and as the latter waived his

help in that particular, he also went away, and the stranger

found himself alone.

" How does it chance, then," said he, v/alking up and down,
"that this Image springs so vividly from my heart today ? I

forgot the long past, and thought I saw herself. I was again

young, and her voice sounded as of old ; I thought I was awak-
ening from a heavy dream ; but no, I am now awake, and
those fair moments were but a sweet delusion."
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He was too restless to sleep ; he looked at some pictures

on the walls, and then round on the chamber. "Today," cried

he, " all is so familiar to me, I could almost fancy I had known
this house and this apartment of old." He tried to settle his

remembrances, and lifted some large books which were stand-

ing in a corner. As he turned their leaves, he shook his head.

A lute-case was leaning on the wall ; he opened it, and found

a strange old instrument, time-worn, and without the strings.

"No, I am not mistaken !" cried he, in astonishment; " this lute

is too remarkable ; it is the Spanish lute of my long-departed

friend, old Albert ! Here are his magic books ; this is the

chamber where he raised for me that blissful vision ; the red

of the tapestry is faded, its golden hem is become dim ; but

strangely vivid in my heart is all pertaining to those hours. It

was for this the fear went over me as I was coming hither,

through these long complicated passages where Leopold con-

ducted me. O Heaven ! On this very table did the Shape

rise budding forth, and grow up as if watered and refreshed

by the redness of the gold. The same image smiled upon me
here, which has almost driven me crazy in the hall tonight

;

in that hall where I have walked so often in trustful speech

with Albert !"

He undressed, but slept very little. Early in the morning

he was up, and looking at the room again ; he opened the win-

dow, and the same gardens and buildings were lying before

him as of old, only many other houses had been built since

then. " P'orty years have vanished," sighed he, " since that

afternoon ; and every day of those bright times has a longer

life than all the intervening space."

He was called to the company. The morning passed in

varied talk : at last the bride entered in her marriage-dress.

As the old man noticed her, he fell into a state of agitation, such

that every one observed it. They proceeded to the church,

and the marriage-ceremony was performed. The party was

again at home, when Leopold inquired :
" Now, mother, how

do you like our friend, the good morose old gentleman ?"

" I had figured him, by your description," said she, "much
more frightful ; he is mild and sympathetic, and might gain

from one an honest trust in him."
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" Trust ?" cried Agatha ;
" in these burning frightful eyes,

these thousandfold wrinkles, that pale sunk mouth, that strange

laugh of his, which looks and sounds so mockingly? No; God
keep me from such friends ! If evil spirits ever take the shape

of men, they must assume some shape like this."

" Perhaps a younger and more handsome one," replied the

mother ;
" but I cannot recognise the good old man in thy de-

scription. One easily observes that he is of a violent tempera-

ment, and has inured himself to lock up his feelings in his own
bosom

;
perhaps, too, as Leopold was saying, he may have

encountered many miseries ; so he is grov/n mistrustful, and

has lost that simple openness, which is especially the portion

of the happy."

The rest of the party entered, and broke off their conver-

sation. Dinner was served up ; and the stranger sat between

Agatha and the rich merchant. When the toasts were begin-

ning, Leopt Id cried out :
" Now, stop a little, worthy friends ;

we must have the golden goblet down for this, then let it travel

round."

He was rising, but his mother beckoned him to keep his

seat: "Thou wilt not tind it," said she, "for the plate is all

stowed elsewhere." She walked out rapidly to seek it herself.

" How brisk and busy is our good old lady still!" observed

the merchant. "See how nimbly she can move, with all her

breadth and weight, and reckoning sixty by this time of day.

Her face is always bright and joyful, and today she is particu-

larly happy, for she sees herself made young again in Julia."

The stranger gave assent, and the lady entered with the

goblet. It was filled with wine, and began to circulate, each

toasting what was dearest and most precious to him. Julia

gave the welfare of her husband, he the love of his fair Julia ;

and thus did every one as it became his turn. The mother

lingered, as the goblet came to her.

" Come, quick with it," said the captain, somewhat hastily

and rudely; " we know, you reckon all men faithless, and not

one among them worthy of a woman's love. What, then, is

dearest to you ?"

His mother looked at him, while the mildness of her brow

was on a sudden overspread with angry seriousness. " Since

VOL. II. D
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my son," said she, "knows me so well, and can judge my
mind so rigorously, let me be permitted not to speak what I

was thinking of, and let him endeavour, by a life of constant

love, to falsify what he gives out as my opinion." She pushed
the goblet on, without drinking, and the company was for a

while embarrassed and disturbed.

" It is reported," said the merchant, in a whisper, turning

to the stranger, " that she did not love her husband ; but an-

other, who proved faithless to her. She was then, it seems,

the finest woman in the city."

When the cup reached Ferdinand, he gazed upon it with

astonishment ; for it was the very goblet out of which old Al-

bert had called forth to him the lovely shadow. He looked in

upon the gold, and the waving of the wine ; his hand shook
;

it would not have surprised him, if from the magic bowl that

glowing Form had again mounted up, and brought with it his

vanished youth. " No !" said he, after some time, half-aloud,

" it is wine that is gleaming here !"

"Ay, what else ?" cried the merchant, laughing: "Drink
and be merry,"

A thrill of terror passed over the old man ; he pronounced
the name " Francesca" in a vehement tone, and set the goblet

to his lips. The mother cast upon him an inquiring and aston-

ished look.

"Whence is this bright goblet ?" said Ferdinand, who also

felt ashamed of his embarrassment.
" Many years ago, long ere I was born," said Leopold,

"my father bought it, with this house and all its furniture,

from an old solitary bachelor ; a silent man, whom the neigh-

bours thought a dealer in the Black Art."

The stranger did not say that he had known this old man
;

for his whole being was too much perplexed, too like an enig-

matic dream, to let the rest look into it, even from afar.

The cloth being withdrawn, he was left alone with the

mother, as the young ones had retired to make ready for the

ball. "Sit down by me," said the mother; "we will rest, for

our dancing years are past ; and if it is not rude, allow me to

inquire whether you have seen our goblet elsewhere, or what it

was that moved you so intensely ?"
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"O my lady," said the old man, "pardon my foolish vio-

lence and emotion ; but ever since I crossed your threshold, I

feel as if I were no longer myself ; every moment I forget that

my head is gray, that the hearts which loved me are dead.

Your beautiful daughter, who is now celebrating the gladdest

day of her existence, is so like a maiden whom I knew and
adored in my youth, that I could reckon it a miracle. Like,

did I say? No, she is not like; it is she herself 1 In this

house, too, I have often been; and once I became acquainted

with this cup in a manner I shall not forget." Here he told

her his adventure. " On the evening of that day," concluded

he " in the park, I saw my loved one for the last time, as

she was passing in her coach. A rose fell from her bosom ;

this I gathered ; she herself was lost to me, for she proved

faithless, and soon after married."
" God in Heaven !" cried the lady, violently moved, and

starting up, " thou art not Ferdinand ?"

" It is my name," replied he.

" I am Francesca," said the lady.

They sprang forward to embrace, then started suddenly

back. Each viewed the other with investigating looks : both

strove again to evolve from the ruins of Time those linea-

ments which of old they had known and loved in one another;

and as, in dark tempestuous nights, amid the flight of black

clouds, there are moments when solitary stars ambiguously

twinkle forth, to disappear next instant, so to these two was

there shown now and then from the eyes, from the brow and

lips, the transitory gleam of some well-known feature ; and

it seemed as if their Youth stood in the distance, wccpin:^

smiles. He bowed down, and kissed her hand, >'.- ..,\ J Vj:g

drops rolled from his eyes. They then embraced each other

cordially.

" Is thy wife dead ?" inquired she.

'* I was never married," sobbed the olh:r,

"Heavens'." cried she, wringing her hands, "then it is

I who have been faithless ! But no, not faithless. On return-

ing from the country, wliere I stayed two months, I heard

from every one, thy tricnds as well as mine, that thou wert

long ago gone hon^^ .uid married in thy own country. They
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showed me the most convincing letters, they pressed me
vehemently, they profited by my despondency, my indignation ;

and so it was that I gave my hand to another, a deserving

husband ; but my heart and my thoughts were always thine."

" I never left this town," said Ferdinand ;
" but after a

while I heard that thou wert married. They wished to part us,

and they have succeeded. Thou art a happy mother ; I live

in the past, and all thy children I will love as if they were my
own. But how strange that we should never once have met !"

" I seldom went abroad," said she ; "and as my husband

took another name, soon after we were married, from a pro-

perty which he inherited, thou couldst have no suspicion that

we were so near together."

" I avoided men," said Ferdinand, " and lived for solitude.

Leopold is almost the only one that has attracted me, and led

me out amongst my fellows. O my beloved friend, it is like

a frightful spectre-story, to think how we lost, and have again

found each other !"

As the young people entered, the two were dissolved in

tears, and in the deepest emotion. Neither of them told what

had occurred, the secret seemed too holy. But ever after, the

old man was the friend of the house ; and Death alone parted

these two beings, who had found each other so strangely, to re-

unite them in a short time, beyond the power of separation.

I
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ARMY-CHAPLAIN SCHMF:T.ZLE'S JOURNEY
TO FL^TZ;

WITH

A RUNNING COMMENTARY OF NOTES BY JEAN PAUL.'

PREFACE.

This, I conceive, may be managed in two words.

Tlie /i>.r/ word must relate to the Circular Letter of Army-chaplain
Schmelzle, wherein he describes to his friends his Journey to the me-
tropolitan city of Flatz; after having, in an Introduction, premised

some proofs and assurances of his valour. Properly speaking, the

^our>iey itself has been written purely with a view that his courageous-

ness, impugned by rumour, may be fully evinced and demonstrated by
the plain facts which he therein recoids. Whether, in the mean time,

there shall not be found certain quick-scented readers, who may infer,

directly contrariwise, that Ids breast is not everywhere bomb-proof,

especially in the left side: on this point I keep my judgment sus-

pended.

For the rest, I beg the judges of literature, as well as their satel-

lites, the critics of literature, to regard this Junrney, for whose literary

contents I, as Editor, am answerable, solely in the light of a Portrait

(in the French sense), a little Sketch of Character. It is a voluntary

or involuntary comedy-piece, at which I have laughed so often, that I

pui-pose in time coming to paint some similar Pictures of Character

myself And, for the present, when could such a little comic toy be

more fitly imparted and set forth to the world, than in these very days,

when the sound both of heavy money and of light laughter has died away
from among us; when, like the Turks, we count and pay merely v/ith

sealed //<rj"^j", and the coin within them has vanished?

' Prefatory Introduction to Richter, utprd, at p. 262, Vol. VI. of IVork^
(Vol. I. oi Miscellanies),
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Despicable would it seem to me, if any clownish squire of the goose-

quill should publicly and censoriously demand of me, in what way this

self-cabinet-piece of Schmelzle's has come into my hands? 1 know it

well, and do not disclose it. This comedy-piece, for which I, at all

events, as my Bookseller will testify, draw the jirofit myself, I got hold

of so unblamably, that I await, with unspeakable composure, what the

Army-chaplain shall please to say against the publication of it, in case

he say anything at all. My conscience bears me witness, that I acquired

this article, at least by more honourable methods than are those of the

learned persons who steal with their ears, who, in the character of

spiritual auditory-thieves, and classroom cutpurses and pirates, are in

the habit of disloading their plundered Lectures, and vending them up
and down the country as productions of their own. Hitherto, in my
whole life, I have stolen little, except now and then in youth some

—

glances.

The seroiid word must explain or apologise for the singular form of

this little Work, standing as it does on a substratum of Notes. I my-
self am not contented with it. Let the World open, and look, and de-

termine, in like manner. But the truth is, this line of demarcation,

stretching through the whole book, ori:;inated in the following acci-

dent : certain thoughts (or digressions) of my own, with which it was
not permitted me to disturb those of the Army-chaplain, and which
could only be allowed to fight behind the lines, in the shape of Notes,

I, with a view to conveniency and order, had written down in a sepa-

rate paper; at the same time, as will be observed, regularly providing

every Note with its Number, and thus referring it to the proper page
of the main Manuscript. But, in the copying of the latter, I had for-

gotten to insert the corresponding numbers in the Text itself. There-
fore, let no man, any more than I do, cast a stone at my worthy Printer,

inasmuch as he (perhaps in the thought that it was my way, that I

had some purpose in it) took these Notes, just as they stood, pell-mell,

without arrangement of Numbers, and clapped them under the Text

;

at the same time, by a praiseworthy artful computation, taking care at

least, that, at the bottom of every page in the Text, there should some
portion of this glittering Note-precipitate make its appearance. Well,

the thing at any rate is done, nay perpetuated, namely printed. After

all, 1 might almost partly rejoice at it. For, in good truth, had I medi-

tated ior years (as 1 have done for the last twenty) how to provide for

my digression comets new orbits, if not focal suns, for my episodes new
epopees,— 1 could scarce possibly have hit upon a better or more spa-

cious Limbo for such Vanities than ('hance and Printer here accident-

ally offer me ready-made. 1 have only to regret, that the thing has

l)een printeil, before I could turn it to accouiu. Heavens! what re-

motest allusions (had I known it before printing) might not have been

privily introduced in every Text-page and Note-number; and what
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apparent incongruity in the real cnngruity between this upper and under

side of the cards! How vehemently and devilishly might one not have

cut aloft, and to the rigid and left, from these impregnable casemates

and covered ways ; and what /asio ultra dimidium (injuiy beyond the

half of the Text) might not, with these satirical injuries, have been

effected and completed

!

But Fate meant not so kindly with me: of this golden harvest-field

of satire I was not to be informed till three days before the Preface.

Perhaps, however, the writing world, by the little blue flame of this

accident, may be guided to a weightier acquisition, to a larger sub-

terranean treasure, than I, alas, have dug up! For, to the writer, there

is now a way pointed out of producing in one marbled volume a group
of altogether different works ; of writing in one leaf, for both sexes at

the same time, without confounding them, nay, for the five faculties all

at once, without disturbing their limitations; since now, instead of boil-

ing up a vile fermenting shove-together, fit for nobody, he has nothing

to do but draw his note-lines or partition-lines; and so on his five-story

leaf give board and lodging to the most discordant heads. Perhaps

one might then read many a book for the fourth time, simply because

every time one had read but a fourth part of it.

On the whole, this Work has at least the property of being a short

one ; so that the reader, I hope, may almost run through it, and read

it at the bookseller's counter, without, as in the caseof thicker volumes,

first needing to buy it. And why, indeed, in this world of Matter

'.hould anything what evel" be great, except only what lielongs not to it,

the world of Spirit?

Jean P.aul Fk. Richter.

Bayreutk, in the Hay and Peace Moy.th, 1807*





SCHMELZLE'S JOURNEY TO FL^TZ.

Circular Letter of the proposed Catechetical Professor Attila Schmelzle
/(; his Friends; contain itn^ sotne Account ofa Holidays' Journey to Fliitz,

with an Introduction, touching his Flight, and his Courage as former
A rmy-chaplain.

Nothing can be more ludicrous, my esteemed Friends, than to

hear people stigmatising a man as cowardly and hare-hearted,

who perhaps is struggling all the while with precisely the oppo-

site faults, those of a lion; though indeed the African lion hini-

self, since the time of Sparrmann's Travels, passes among us

for a poltroon. Yet this case is mine, worthy Friends ; and

I purpose to say a few words thereupon, before describing my
Journey.

You in truth are all aware that, directly in the teeth of this

calumny, it is courage, it is desperadoes (provided they be not

braggarts and tumultuous persons), whom I chiefly venerate

;

for example, my brother-in-law, the Dragoon, who never in his

life bastinadoed one man, but always a whole social circle at

the same time. How truculent was my fancy, even in child-

hood, when I, as the parson was toning away to the silent con-

gregation, used to take it into my head : "How now, if thou

shouldst start up from the pew, and shout aloud : I am here

too, Mr. Parson!" and to paint out this thought in such glow-

ing colours, that for very dread, I have often been obliged to

leave the church ! Anything like Rugenda's battle-pieces ;

horrid murder-tumults, sea-fights or Stormings of Toulon, ex-

ploding fleets ; and, in my childhood. Battles of Prague on the

harpsichord ; nay, in short, every map of any remarkable scene

of war : these are perhaps too much my favourite objects ; and

103. Good princes easily obtain good subjects ; not so easily good sub-

jects good princes : thus Adam, in the state of innocence, niled over animals
all tame and gentle, till simply through his means they fell and grew savage.

5. For a good Physician saves, if not always from the disease, at least

from a bad Physician.
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I read—and purchase nothing sooner ; and doubtless, they

might lead me into many errors, were it not that my circum-

stances restrain me. Now, if it be objected that true courage

is something higher than mere thinking and willing, then you,

my worthy Friends, will be the first to recognise mine, when
it shall break forth into, not barren and empty, but active and
effective words, while I strengthen my future Catechetical

Pupils, as well as can be done in a course of College Lectures,

and steel them into Christian heroes.

It is well known that, out of care for the preservation of

my life, I never walk within at least ten fields of any shore full

of bathers or swimmers ; merely because I foresee to a cer-

tainty, that in case one of them were drowning, I should that

moment (for the heart overbalances the head) plunge after the

fool to save him, into some bottomless depth or other, where
we should both perish. And if dreaming is the reflex of wak-

ing, let me ask you, true Hearts, if you have forgotten my re-

lating to you dreams of mine, which no C;esar, no Alexander

or Luther, need have felt ashamed of? Have I not, to mention

a few instances, taken Rome by storm ; and done battle with

the Pope, and the whole elephantine body of the Cardinal Col-

lege, at one and the same time ? Did I not once on horse-

back, while simply looking at a review of military, dash headlong

into a bataiUo)i qzim'vej and then capture, in Aix-la-Chapelle,

the Peruke of Charlemagne, for which the town pays yearly ten

reichsthalers of barber-money ; and carrying it off to Halber-

stadt and Herr Gleim's, there in like manner seize the Great

Frederick's Hat ; put both Peruke and Hat on my head, and
yet return home, after I had stormed their batteries, and turned

the cannon against the cannoneers themselves? Did I not once

submit to be made a Jew of, and then be regaled with hams
;

though they were ape-hams on the Orinocco (see Humboldt) ?

And a thousand such things ; for I have thrown the Consis-

torial President of Fliitz out of the Palace window ; those alarm-

loo. In books lie tlie Phoenix-ashes of a past Millennium and Paradise
;

t)ul War blows, and much ashes are scattered away.

I02. Dear Political or Religious Inquisitor! art thou aware that Turin
tapers never rightly begin shining, till thou breakest them, and then they

take tire ?



SCHMELZLE'S JOURNEY TO FL^TZ. 45

fulminators, sold by Heinrich Backofen in Gotha, at six gro-

schen the dozen, and each going off like a cannon, I have

listened to so calmly that the fulminators did not even awaken
me ; and more of the like sort.

But enough ! It is now time briefly to touch that farther

slander ofmy chaplainship, which unhappily has likewise gained

some circulation in Flatz, but which, as Casar did Alexander,

I shall now by my touch dissipate into dust. Be what truth

in it there can, it is still little or nothing. Your great Minister

and General in Flatz (perhaps the very greatest in the world,

for there are not many Schabackers) may indeed, like any other

great man, be turned against me, but not with the Artillery of

Truth ; for this Artillery I here set before you, my good Hearts,

and do you but fire it off for my advantage ! The matter is

this : Certain foolish rumours are afloat in the Flatz country,

that I, on occasion of some important battles, took leg-bail

(such is their plebeian phrase), and that afterwards, on the chap-

lain's being called-for to preach a Thanksgiving sermon for the

victory, no chaplain whatever was to be found. The ridiculous-

ness of this story will best appear, when I tell you that I never

was in any action ; but have always been accustomed, several

hours prior to such an event, to withdraw so many miles to the

rear, that our men, so soon as they were beaten, would be sure

to find me. A good retreat is reckoned the masterpiece in the

art of war ; and at no time can a retreat be executed with such

order, force and security, as just before the battle, when you

are not yet beaten.

It is true, I might perhaps, as expectant Professor of Cate-

chetics, sit still and smile at such nugatory speculations on my
courage ; for if by Socratic questioning I can hammer my future

Catechist Pupils into the habit of asking questions in their turn,

I shall thereby have tempered them into heroes, seeing they

have nothing to fight with but children— (Catechists at all

events, though dreading fire, have no reason to dread light,

since in our days, as in London illuminations, it is only the

86. Very true! In youth we love and enjoy the most ill-a5Sorted friends,

perhaps more than, in old age, the best-assorted.

128. In Love there are Summer Holidays; but in Marriage also there
are Winter Holidays, I hope.
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unlightcd windows that are battered in ; whereas, in other ages,

it was with nations and light, as it is with dogs and water ; ii

you give them none for a long time, they at last get a horror at

it);—and on the whole, for Catechists, any park looks kindlier,

and smiles more sweetly, than a sulphurous park of artillery
;

and the Warlike Foot, which the age is placed on, is to them
the true Devil's cloven-foot of human nature.

But for my part I think not so : almost as if the party-spirit

influence of my christian name, Attila, had passed into me more
strongly than was proper, I feel myself impelled still farther to

prove my courageousness ; which, dearest P'riends ! I shall here

in a few lines again do. This proof I could manage by mere
inferences and learned citations. For example, if Galen re-

marks that animals with large hind-quarters are timid, I have

nothing to do but turn round, and show the enemy my back, and

what is under it, in order to convince him that I am not defi-

cient in valour, but in flesh. Again, if by well-known experi-

ences it has been found that flesh-eating produces courage, I

can evince, that in this particular I yield to no officer of the

service ; though it is the habit of these gentlemen not only to

run up long scores of roast-meat with their landlords, but also

to leave them unpaid, that so at every hour they may have an

open document in the hands of the enemy himself (the land-

lord), testifying that they have eaten their own share (with

some of other people's too), and so put common butcher's-meat

on a War-footing, living not like others by bravery, but for

bravery. As little have I ever, in my character of chaplain,

shrunk from comparison with any officer in the regiment, who
may be a true lion, and so snatch every sort of plunder, but

yet, like this King of the Beasts, is afraid oi fire ; or who,

—

like King James of England, that scampered off at sight of

drawn swords, yet so much the more gallantly, before all Europe,

went out against the storming Luther with book and pen,"—
143. Women have weekly at least one active and passive day of glory,

the holy day, the Sunday. The higher ranks alone have more Sundays than

work-days ; as in great towns, you can celebrate your Sunday on Friday with

the Turks, on Saturday with the Jews, and on Sunday with yourself.

- The good Professor of Catechetics is out here. Itidi^iiur quandoque

bonus dormitat Schmelzlcsus /—Ed.
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does, from a similar idiosyncrasy, attack all warlike armaments,

both by word and writing. And here I recollect with satisfac-

tion a brave sub-lieutenant, whose confessor I was (he still owes

me the confession-money), and who, in respect of stout-hearted-

ness, had in him perhaps something of that Indian dog which

Alexander had presented to him, as a sort of Dog-Alexander.

By way of trying this crack dog, the Macedonian made various

heroic or heraldic beasts be let loose against him : first a stag;

but the dog lay still : then a sow ; he lay still : then a bear ;

he lay still. Alexander was on the point of condemning him
;

when a lion was let forth ; the dog rose, and tore the lion in

pieces. So likewise the sub-lieutenant. A challenger, a foreign

enemy, a Frenchman, are to him only stag, and sow, and
bear, and he lies still in his place ; but let his oldest enemy,

his creditor, come and knock at his gate, and demand of him
actual smart-money for long bygone pleasures, thus presuming

to rob him both of past and present ; the sub-lieutenant rises,

and throws his creditor down stairs, I, alas, am still standing

by the sow ; and thus, naturally enough, misunderstood.

Quo, says Livy, xii. 5, and with great justice, quo iimoris

viinus est, eo minus fertne pericuU est, The less fear you have,

the less danger you are likely to be in. With equal justice I in-

vert the maxim, and say ; The less the danger, the smaller the

fear; nay, there may be situations, in which one has absolutely

no knowledge of fear ; and, among these, mine is to be reckoned.

The more hateful, therefore, must that calumny about hare-

heartedness appear to me.

To my Holidays' Journey I shall prefix a few facts, which

prove how easily foresight—that is to say, when a person would
not resemble the stupid marmot, that will even attack a man on

horseback—may pass for cowardice. For the rest, I wish only

that I could with equal ease wipe away a quite different re-

proach, that of being a foolhardy desperado ; though I trust,

in the sequel, I shall be able to advance some facts which in-

validate it.

What boots the heroic arm, without a hero's eye ? The

21, Schiller and Klopstock are Poetic Mirrors held up to the Sun-god

:

the Mirrors reflect the Sun with such dazzling brightness, that you cannot
find the Picture of the World imaged forth in them.
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former readily grows strongei" and more nervous ; but the lai

ter is not so soon ground sharper, like glasses. Nevertheless

the merits of foresight obtain from the mass of men less ad-

miration (nay, I should say, more ridicule) than those of cour-

age. Whoso, for instance, shall see me v/alking under quite

cloudless skies, with a wax-cloth umbrella over me, to him I

shall probably appear ridiculous, so long as he is not aware
that I carry this umbrella as a thunder-screen, to keep off any
bolt out of the blue heaven (whereof there are several examples

in the history of the Middle Ages) from striking me to death.

My thunder-screen, in fact, is exactly that of Reimarus ; on a long

walking-stick, I carry the wax-cloth roof ; from the peak of which

depends a string of gold-lace as a conductor ; and this, by means
of a key fastened to it, which it trails along the ground, will lead

off every possible bolt, and easily distribute it over the whole

superficies of the Earth. With this Paratoiinerre Portatif'ws. my
hand, I can walk about for weeks, under the clear sky, without

the smallest danger. This Diving-bell, moreover, protects me
against something else ; against shot. For who, in the latter end

of Harvest, will give me black on white that no lurking ninny of

a sportsman somewhere, when I am out enjoying Nature, shall

so hre off his piece, at an angle of 45°, that in falling down again,

the shot needs only light directly on my crown, and so come
to the same as if I had been shot through the brain from a side ?

It is bad enough, at any rate, that we have nothing to guard

us from the Moon ; which at present is bombarding us with

stones like a very Turk : for this paltry little Earth's trainbearer

and errand-maid thinks, in these rebellious times, that she too

must begin, forsooth, to sling somewhat against her Mother

!

In good truth, as matters stand, any young Catechist of feeling

may go out o' nights, with whole limbs, into the moonshine, a-

meditating ; and ere long (in the midst of his meditation the

villanous Satellite hits him) come home a pounded jelly. By
heaven ! new proofs of courage are required of us on every

34. Women are like precious carved works of ivory ; nothing is whiter

and smoother, and nothiii!^ sooner grows ir//o7f'.

72. The Half-learned is adored by the Quarter-learned ; the latter by the

Sixtcenth-part-learned ; and so on ; but not the Whole-learned by the Half-

Icarncd.
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hand ! No sooner have we, with great effort, got thunder-rods

manufactured, and comet-tails explained away, than the enemy

opens new batteries in the Moon, or somewhere else in the

Blue!

Sufifice one other story to manifest how ludicrous the most

serious foresight, with all imaginable inward courage, often ex-

ternally appears in the eyes of the many. Equestrians are well

acquainted with the dangers of a horse that runs away. My
evil star would have it, that I should once in Vienna get upon

a hack-horse ; a pretty enough honey-coloured nag, but old and

hard-mouthed as Satan ; so that the beast, in the next street,

went off with me ; and this in truth—only at a walk. No pull-

ing, no tugging, took effect ; I, at last, on the back of this Self-

riding-horse, made signals of distress, and cried :
" Stop him,

good people, for God's sake stop him, my horse is off !" But

these simple persons seeing the beast move along as slowly as

a Reichshofrath law-suit, or the Daily Postwagen, could not in

the least understand the matter, till 1 cried as if possessed :

" Stop him then, ye blockheads and joltheads ; don't you see

that I cannot hold the nag ?" But now, to these noodles, the

sight of a hard-mouthed horse going off with its rider step by

step, seemed ridiculous rather than otherwise ; half Vienna

gathered itself like a comet-tail behind my beast and me.

Prince Kaunitz, the best horseman of the century (the last),

pulled up to follow me. I myself sat and swam like a per-

pendicular piece of drift-ice on my honey-coloured nag, which

stalked on, on, step by step : a many-cornered, red-coated

letter-carrier was dehvering his letters, to the right and left,

in the various stories, and he still crossed over before me again,

with satirical features, because the nag went along too slowly.

The Schwanzschleuderer, or Train-dasher (the person, as you

know, who drives along the streets with a huge barrel of water,

and besplashes them with a leathern pipe of three ells long

from an iron trough), came across the haunches of my horse,

and, in the course of his duty, wetted both these and myself in

a very cooling manner, though, for my part, I had too much

35. Bieji icoutet- c'esi presqiie ripondre, says Marivaux justly of social

circles : but I extend it to round Councillor-tables and Cabinet-tables, where
reports are made, and the Prince listens.

VOL. U. E
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cold sweat on me already, to need any fresh refrigeration. On
my infernal Trojan Horse (only I myself was Troy, not berid-

den but riding to destruction), I arrived at Malzlein (a suburb

of Vienna), or perhaps, so confused were my senses, it might

be quite another range of streets. At last, late in the dusk, I

had to turn into the Prater ; and here, long after the Evening
Gun, to my horror, and quite against the police-rules, keep

riding to and fro on my honey-coloured nag ; and possibly I

might even have passed the night on him, had not my brother-

in-law, the Dragoon, observed my plight, and so found me still

sitting firm as a rock on my runaway steed. He made no cere-

monies ; caught the brute ; and put the pleasant question : Why
I had not vaulted, and come off by ground-and-lofty tumbling ?

though he knew full well, that for this a wooden-horse, which
stands still, is requisite. However, he took me down ; and so,

after all this riding, horse and man got home with whole skins

and unbroken bones.

But now at last to my Journey !

Journey to Fldtz.

You are aware, my friends, that this Journey to Flatz was
necessarily to take place in Vacation time ; not only because

the Cattle-market, and consequently the Minister and General

von Schabacker, was there then ; but more especially, because

the latter (as 1 had it positively from a private hand) did

annually, on the 23d of July, the market-eve, about five o'clock,

become so full of gaudium and graciousness, that in many cases

he did not so much snarl on people, as listen to them, and grant

their prayers. The cause of this gaudium I had rather not trust

to paper. In short, my Petition, praying that he would be

pleased to indemnify and reward me, as an unjustly deposed
Army-chaplain, by a Catechetical Professorship, could plainly

be presented to him at no better season, than exactly about

five o'clock in the evening of the first dog-day. In less than a

week, I had finished writing my Petition. As I spared neither

summaries nor copies of it, I had soon got so far as to see the

17. The Red of Honour, since so frequently whole regiments iie on it,

anrl receive their hist unction, and la.st honour hut one, really ought from
time to time to he m'u-hlled, beaten and sunned.
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relatively best lying completed before me ; when, to my terror,

I observed, that, in this paper, I had introduced above thirty

dashes, or breaks, in the middle of my sentences ! Nowadays,
alas, these stings shoot forth involuntarily from learned pens,

as from the tails of wasps. I debated long within myself

whether a private scholar could justly be entitled to approach

a minister with dashes,—greatly as this level interlineation of

thoughts, these horizontal note-marks of poetical wz^/j^V-pieces,

and these rope-ladders or Achilles' tendons of philosophical

j^<?-pieces, are at present fashionable and indispensable : but,

at last, I was obliged (as erasures may offend people 01 quality)

to write my best proof-petition over again ; and then to afflict

myself for another quarter of an hour over the name Attila

Schmelzle, seeing it is always my principle that this and the

address of the letter, the two cardinal points of the whole, can

never be written legibly enough.

First Stage ; from Neusattel to VUrstddten.

The 22d of July, or Wednesday, about five in the afternoon,

was now, by the way-bill of the regular Post-coach, irrevocably

fixed for my departure. I had still half a day to order my
house ; from which, for two nights and two days and a half,

my breast, its breastwork and palisado, was now, along with

my Self, to be withdrawn. Besides this, my good wife Ber-

gelchen, as I call my Teutoberga, was immediately to travel

after me, on Friday the 24th, in order to see and to make pur-

chases at the yearly Fair ; nay, she was ready to have gone

along with me, the faithful spouse. I therefore assembled my
little knot of domestics, and promulgated to them the House-

hold Law and Valedictory Rescript, which, after my departure,

in the first place before the outset of my wife, and in the second

place after this outset, they had rigorously to obey ; explaining

to them especially whatever, in case of conflagrations, house-

breakings, thunder-storms, or transits of troops, it would behove

them to do. To my wife I delivered an inventory of the best

120. Many a one becomes a free-spoken Diogenes, not when he dwells

in the Cask, but when the Cask dwells in him.

3. Culture makes whole lands, for instance Germany, Gaul, and others,

physically warmer, but spiritually colder.
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goods in our little Registership ; which goods she, in case the

house took fire, had, in the first place, to secure. I ordered

her, in stormy nights (the peculiar thief-weather), to put our

Eolian harp in the window, that so any villanous prowler

might imagine I was fantasying on my instrument, and there-

fore awake : for like reasons, also, to take the house-dog with-

in doors by day, that he might sleep then, and so be livelier at

night. I farther counselled her to have an eye on the focus of

every knot in the panes of the stable-window, nay, on every

glass of water she might set down in the house; as I had already

often recounted to her examples of such accidental burning-

glasses having set whole buildings in flames. I then appointed

her the hour when she was to set out on Friday morning to

follow me ; and recapitulated more emphatically the household

precepts, which, prior to her departure, she must afresh inculcate

on her domestics. My dear, heart-sound, blooming Berga ans-

wered her faithful lord, as it seemed very seriously :
" Go thy

ways, little old one ; it shall all be done as smooth as velvet.

Wert thou but away! There is no end of thee!" Her brother,

my brother-in-law the Dragoon, for whom, out of complaisance,

I had paid the coach-fare, in order to have in the vehicle along

with me a stout swordsman and hector, as spiritual relative and
bully-rock, so to speak ; the Dragoon, I say, on hearing these

my regulations, puckered up (which I easily forgave the wild

soldier and Ijachelor) his sunburnt face considerably into ridi-

cule, and said :
" Were I in thy place, sister, I should do what

I liked, and then afterwards take a peep into these regulation-

papers of his."

" O !" answered I, " misfortune may conceal itself like a

scorpion in any corner : I might say, we are like children, who,

looking at their gaily-painted toy-box, soon pull off the lid,

and, pop ! out springs a mouse who has young ones."

" Mouse, mouse !" said he, stepping up and down. " But,

good brother, it is five o'clock ; and you will find, when you

return, that all looks exactly as it does today ; the dog like the

dog, and my sister like a pretty woman : allons done!" It was

I. The more Weakness tlie more Lyinsf: Force G;oes straight; any ran-
non-ball with holes or cavities in it goes crooked.
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purely his blame that I, fearing his misconceptions, had not

previously made a sort of testament.

I now packed-in two different sorts of medicines, heating as

well as cooling, against two different possibihties ; also my old

splints for arm or leg breakages, in case the coach overset
;

and (out of foresight) two times the money I was likely to need.

Only here I could have wished, so uncertain is the stowage of

such things, that I had been an Ape with cheek-pouches, or

some sort of Opossum with a natural bag, that so I might have

reposited these necessaries of existence in pockets which were

sensitive. Shaving is a task I always go through before setting

out on journeys ; having a rational mistrust against stranger

bloodthirsty barbers : but, on this occasion, I retained my beard

;

since, however close shaved, it would have grown again by the

road to such a length that I could have fronted no Minister and
General with it.

With a vehement emotion, I threw myself on the pith-heart

of my Berga, and, with a still more vehement one, tore myself

away : in her, however, this our first marriage-separation seemed
to produce less lamentation than triumph, less consternation

than rejoicing ; simply because she turned her eye not half so

much on the parting, as on the meeting, and the journey after

me, and the wonders of the Fair. Yet she threw and hung her-

self on my somewhat long and thin neck and body, almost pain-

fully, being indeed a too fleshy and weighty load, and said to

me :
" Whisk thee off quick, my charming Attel (Attila), and

trouble thy head with no cares by the way, thou singular man

!

A whiff or two of ill luck we can stand, by God's help, so long

as my father is no beggar. And for thee, Franz," continued

she, turning with some heat to her brother, " I leave my Attel

on thy soul : thou well knowest, thou wild fly, what I will do,

if thou play the fool, and leave him anywhere in the lurch."

38. Epictetus advises us to travel, because our old acquaintances, by the

influence of shame, impede our transition to higher virtues ; as a bashful

man will rather lay aside his provincial accent in some foreign quarter, and
then return wholly purified to his own countrymen : in our days, people of

rank and virtue follow this advice, but inversely ; and travel because their

old acquaintances, by the influence of shame, would too much deter them
from new sins.
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Her meaning here was good, and I could not take it ill ; to you

also, my Friends, her wealth and her open-heartedness are no-

thing new.

Melted into sensibility, I said :
" Now, Berga, if there be

a reunion appointed for us, surely it is either in Heaven or in

Flatz ; and I hope in God, the latter." With these words, we
whirled stoutly away, I looked round through the back-win-

dow of the coach at my good little village of Neusattel, and it

seemed to me, in my melting mood, as if its steeples were ris-

ing aloft like an epitaphium over my life, or over my body,

perhaps to return a lifeless corpse. "How will it all be,"

thought I, " when thou at last, after two or three days, comest

back ?" And now I noticed my Bergelchen looking after us

from the garret-window. I leaned far out from the coach-door,

and her falcon eye instantly distinguished my head ; kiss on

kiss she threw with both hands after the carriage, as it rolled

down into the valley. "Thou true-hearted wife," thought I,

"how is thy lowly birth, by thy spiritual new-birth, made for-

gettable, nay remarkable !*

I must confess, the assemblage and conversational picnic of

the stage-coach was much less to my taste : the whole of them
suspicious, unknown rabble, whom (as markets usually do) the

Flatz cattle-market was alluring by its scent. I dislike becom-

ing acquainted with strangers : not so my brother-in-law, the

Dragoon ; who now, as he always does, had in a few minutes

elbowed himself into close quarters with the whole ragamuffin

posse of them. Beside me sat a person who, in all human pro-

bability, was a Harlot ; on her breast, a Dwarf intending to ex-

hibit himself at the Fair ; on the other side was a Ratcatcher

gazing at me ; and a Blind Passenger,^ in a red mantle, had

joined us down in the valley. No one of them, except my
brother-in-law, pleased me. That rascals among these people

32. Our Age (by some called the Paper Age, as if it were made from
the rags of some better-dressed one) is improving in so far, as it now tears

its rags rather into Bandages than into Papers ; although, or because, the

Rag-hacker (the Devil as they call it) will not altogether be at rest. Mean-
while, if Learned Heads transform themselves into Books, Crowned Heads

3 'Live Passenger," 'Nip;' a passenger taken up only by Jarvie's au-

thority, and for Jarvie's profit,

—

Ed.



SCHMELZLE'S JOURNEY TO FLALTZ. 55

would not study me and my properties and accidents, to entangle

me in their snares, no man could be my surety. In strange

places, I even, out ot prudence, avoid looking long up at any
jail-window ; because some lozel, sitting behind the bars, may in

a moment call down out of mere malice :
" How goes it, comrade

Schmelzle ?" or farther, because any lurking catchpole may fancy

I am planning a rescue lor some confederate above. From
another sort of prudence, little dififerent from this, I also make
a point of never turning round when any booby calls. Thief

!

behind me.

As to the Dwarf himself, I had no objection to his travelling

with me whithersoever he pleased ; but he thought to raise a

particular delectation in our minds, by promising that his Pollux

and Brother in Trade, an extraordinary Giant, who was also

making for the Fair to exhibit himself, would by midnight, with

his elephantine pace, infallibly overtake the coach, and plant

himself among us, or behind on the outside. Both these

noodles, it appeared, are in the habit of going in company to

fairs, as reciprocal exaggerators of opposite magnitudes : the

Dwarf is the convex magnifying-glass of the Giant, the Giant

the concave diminishing-glass of the Dwarf. Nobody expressed

much joy at the prospective arrival of this Anti-dwarf, except

my brother-in-law, who (if I may venture on a play of words)

seems made, like a clock, solely for the purpose oi striking, and
once actually said to me :

" That if in the Upper world he

could not get a soul to curry and towzle by a time, he would

rather go to the Under, where most probably there would be

plenty of cuffing and to spare." The Ratcatcher, besides the

circumstance that no man can prepossess us much in his favour,

who lives solely by poisoning, like this Destroying Angel of

rats, this mouse-Atropos ; and also, which is still worse, that

such a fellow bids fair to become an increaser of the vermin

transform and coin themselves into Government-paper: in Norway, according
to the Universal Jtidicator, the people have even paper-houses; and in

many good German States, the Exchequer Collegium (to say nothing of the

Justice Collegium) keeps its own paper-mills, to furnish wrappage enough
for the meal of its wind-mills. I could wish, however, that our Collegiums
would take pattern from that Glass Manufactory at Madrid, in which (ac-

cording to Baumgartner) there were indeed nineteen clerks stationed, but

also eleven workmen.
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kingdom, the moment he may cease to be a lessener of it ; be-

sides all this, I say, the present Ratcatcher had many baneful

features about him : first, his stabbing look, piercing you like

a stiletto ; then the lean sharp bony visage, conjoined with his

enumeration of his considerable stock of poisons ; then (for I

hated him more and more) his sly stillness, his sly smile, as if

in some corner he noticed a mouse, as he would notice a man !

To me, I declare, though usually I take not the slightest excep-

tion against people's looks, it seemed at last as if his throat

were a Dog-grotto, a Grotta del cane, his cheek-bones cliffs

and breakers, his hot breath the wind of a calcining furnace,

and his black hairy breast a kiln for parching and roasting.

Nor was I far wrong, I believe ; for soon after this, he began
quite coolly to inform the company, in which were a dwarf and
a female, that, in his time, he had, not without enjoyment, run

ten men through the body ; had with great convenience hewed
off a dozen men's arms ; slowly split four heads, torn out two
hearts, and more of the like sort ; while none of them, other-

wise persons of spirit, had in the least resisted : " but why ?"

added he, with a poisonous smile, and taking the hat from his

odious bald pate :
" I am invulnerable. Let any one of the

company that chooses lay as much fire on my bare crown as he

likes, I shall not mind it."

My brother-in-law, the Dragoon, directly kindled his tinder-

box, and put a heap of the burning matter on the Ratcatcher's

poll ; but the fellow stood it, as if it had been a meie picture

of fire, and the two looked expectingly at one another ; and the

former smiled very foolishly, saying :
" It was simply pleasant

to him, like a good warming-plaster ; for this was always the

wintry region of his body."

Here the Dragoon groped a little on the naked scull, and
cried with amazement, that " it was as cold as a knee-pan."

But now the fellow, to our horror, after some preparations,

actually lifted off the quarter-scull and held it out to us, saying :

" He had sawed it off a murderer, his own having accidentally

been broken ;" and withal explained, that the stabbing and

2. In his Prince, a soldier reverences and obeys at once his Prince and
his Generalissimo ; a Citizen only his Pripce.
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arm-cuttin,f; he had talked of was to be understood as a jest,

seeing he had merely done it in the character of F"amulus at an

Anatomical Theatre. However, the jester seemed to rise Uttle

in favour with any of us ; and for my part, as he put his brain-

lid and sham-scull on again, I thought to myself: "This dung-

bed-bell has changed its place indeed, but not the hemlock it

was made to cover."

Farther, I could not but reckon it a suspicious circumstance,

that he as well as all the company (the Blind Passenger too)

were making for this very Flatz, to which I myself was bound :

much good I could not expect of this ; and, in truth, turning

home again would have been as pleasant to me as going on,

had I not rather felt a pleasure in defying the future.

I come now to the red-mantled Blind Passenger ; most pro-

bably an Emigre or Refugiej for he speaks German not worse

than he does French ; and his name, I think, was Jean Pierre

or Jean Paul, or some such thing, if indeed he had any name.

His red cloak, notwithstanding this his identity of colour with

the Hangman, would in itself have remained heartily indifferent

to me, had it not been for this singular circumstance, that he

had already five times, contrary to all expectation, come upon
mc in five different towns (in great Berlin, in little Hof, in

Coburg, Meiningen and Bayreuth), and each of these times had
looked at me significantly enough, and then gone his ways.

Whether this Jean Pierre is dogging me with hostile intent or

not, I cannot say ; but to our fancy, at any rate, no object can

be gratifying that thus, with corps of observation, or out of loop-

holes, holds and aims at us with muskets, which for year after

year it shall move to this side and that, without our knowing
on whom it is to fire. Still more offensive did Redcloak become
to me, when he began to talk about his soft mildness of soul ; a

thing which seemed either to betoken pumping you or under-

mining you.

I replied :
" Sir, I am just come, with my brother-in-law

here, from the field of battle (the last affair was at Pimpelstadt),

and so perhaps am too much of a humour for fire, pluck and

45. Our present writers shrug their shoulders most at those on whose
shoulders they stand ; and exalt those most who crawl up along them.
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war-fury ; and to many a one, who happens to have a roaring

waterspout of a heart, it may be well if his clerical character

(which is mine) rather enjoins on him mildness than wildness.

However, all mildness has its iron limit. If any thoughtless

dog chance to anger me, in the first heat of rage I kick my foot

through him ; and after me, my good brother here will perhaps
drive matters twice as far, for he is the man to do it. Perhaps
it may be singular ; but I confess I regret to this day, that once
when a boy I received three blows from another, without tightly

returning them ; and I often feel as if I must still pay them to

his descendants. In sooth, if I but chance to see a child

running off like a dastard from the weak attack of a child like

himself, I cannot for my life understand his running, and can
scarcely keep from interfering to save him by a decisive knock."

The Passenger meanwhile was smiling, not in the best fash-

ion. He gave himself out for a Legations-Rath, and seemed fox

enough for such a post ; but a mad fox will, in the long-run, bite

me as rabidly as a mad wolt will. For the rest, I calmly went-

on with my eulogy on courage ; only that, instead of ludicrous

gasconading, which directly betrays the coward, 1 purposely ex-

pressed myself in words at once cool, clear and firm.

"I am altogether for Montaigne's advice," said I : "Fear
nothing but fear."

" I again," replied the Legations-man, with useless wire-

drawing, " I should fear again that I did not sufficiently fear

fear, but continued too dastardly."

" To this fear also," replied I coldly, " I set limits. A man,

for instance, may not in the least believe in, or be afraid of

ghosts ; and yet by night may bathe himself in cold sweat, and

this purely out of terror at the dreadful fright he should be in

(especially with what whiffs of apoplexies, falling-sicknesses and

so forth, he might be visited), in case simply his own too vivid

fancy should create any wild fever-image, and hang it up in the

air before him."
" One should not, therefore," added my brother-in-law the

Dragoon, contrary to his custom, moralising a little, " one

103. The Great perhaps take as good charge of their posterity as the

Ants : the cytis once: laid, the male and female Ants fly about their business,

and confide them to the trusty workitig-Atits.
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should not bamboozle the poor sheep, man, with any ghobt-

tricks ; the hen-heart may die on the spot."

A loud storm of thunder, overtaking the stage-coach, altered

the discourse. You, my Friends, knowing me as a man not

quite destitute of some tincture of Natural Philosophy, will

easily guess my precautions against thunder. I place myself

on a chair in the middle of the room (often, when suspicious

clouds are out, I stay whole nights on it), and by careful re-

moval of all conductors, rings, buckles, and so forth, I here sit

thunder-proof, and listen with a cool spirit to this elemental

music of the cloud-kettledrum. These precautions have never

harmed me, for I am still alive at this date ; and to the present

hour I congratulate myself on once hurrying out of church,

though I had confessed but the day previous ; and running,

without more ceremony, and before I had received the sacra-

ment, into the charnel-house, because a heavy thunder-cloud

(which did, in fact, strike the churchyard linden-tree) was hover-

ing over it. So soon as the cloud had disloaded itself, I re-

turned from the charnel-house into the church, and was happy
enough to come in after the Hangman (usually the last), and
so still participate in the Feast of Love.

Such, for my own part, is my maimer of proceeding : but

in the full stage-coach I met with men to whom Natural Philo-

sophy was no philosophy at all. For when the clouds gathered

dreadfully together over our coach-canopy, and sparkling, be-

gan to play through the air like so many fire-flies, and I at last

could not but request that the sweating coach-conclave would

at least bring out their watches, rings, money and suchlike, and
put them all into one of the carriage-pockets, that none of us

might have a conductor on his body ; not only would no one of

them do it, but my own brother-in-law the Dragoon even sprang

out, with naked drawn sword, to the coach-box, and swore that

he would conduct the thunder all away himself. Nor do I know
whether this desperate mortal was not acting prudently ; for

our position within was frightful, and any one of us might every

moment be a dead man. At last, to crown all, I got into a

10. And does Life offer us, in regard to our ideal hopes and purposesj,

anything but a prosaic, unrhyined, unmetrical Translation ?
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half altercation with two of the rude members of our leathern

household, the Poisoner and the Harlot ; seeing, by their ques-

tions, they almost gave me to understand that, in our conversa-

tional picnic, especially with the Blind Passenger, I had no)

always come off with the best share. Such an imputation

wounds your honour to the quick ; and in my breast there was
a thunder louder than that above us : however, I was obliged

to carry on the needful exchange of sharp words as quietly and
slowly as possible ; and I quarrelled softly, and in a low tone,

lest in the end a whole coachful of people, set in arms against

each other, might get into heat and perspiration ; and so, by
vapour steaming through the coach-roof, conduct the too-near

thunderbolt down into the midst of us. At last, I laid before

the company the whole theory of Electricity, in clear words,

but low and slow (striving to avoid all emission of vapour) ; and
especially endeavoured to frighten them away from fear. For
indeed, through fear, the stroke—nay two strokes, the electric or

the apoplectic—might hit anyone of us ; since in Erxleben and
Reimarus, it is sufficiently proved, that violent fear, by the tran-

spiration it causes, may attract the lightning. I accordingly,

in some fear of my own and other people's fear, represented to

the passengers that now, in a coach so hot and crowded, with

a drawn sword on the coach-box piercing the very lightning,

with the thunder-cloud hanging over us, and even with so many
transpirations from incipient fear ; in short, with such visible

danger on every hand, they must absolutely fear nothing, if

they would not, all and sundry, be smitten to death in a few

minutes.
" O Heaven !" cried I, " Courage ! only courage ! No fear,

not even fear of fear ! Would you have Providence to shoot

you here sitting, like so many hares hunted into a pinfold ?

Fear, if you like, when you are out of the coach ; fear to your

heart's content in other places, where there is less to be afraid

of ; only not here, not here !"

I shall not determine—since among millions scarcely one

man dies by thunder-clouds, but millions perhaps by snow-

78. Our (jcrman frame of Government, cased in its harness, had much
difficulty in moving, for the same reason why Beetles cannot fly, when their

wii!j;s have wing-shells, of very sufficient strength, and—grown together.
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clouds, and rain-clouds, and thin mist— whether my Coach-

sermon couid have made any claim to a prize for man-saving
;

however, at last, all uninjured, and driving towards a rainbow,

we entered the town of Vierstadten, where dwelt a Postmaster,

in the only street which the place had.

Second Stage; from Vieystddteji to Niederschotia.

The Postmaster was a churl and a striker ; a class of mor-

tals whom I inexpressibly detest, as my fancy always whispers

to me, in their presence, that by accident or dislike I might

happen to put on a scornful or impertinent look, and hound

these mastiffs on my own throat ; and so, from the very first,

I must incessantly watch them. Happily, in this case (sup-

posing I even had made a wrong face), I could have shielded

myself with the Dragoon ; for whose giant force such matters

are a tidbit. This brother-in-law of mine, for example, cannot

pass any tavern where he hears a sound of battle, without en-

tering, and, as he crosses the threshold, shouting, " Peace,

dogs !"—and therewith, under show of a peace-deputation, he

directly snatches up the first chair-leg in his hand, as if it were

an American peace-calumet, and cuts to the right and left among
the belligerent powers, or he gnashes the hard heads of the

parties together (he himself takes no side), catching each by

the hind-lock ; in such cases the rogue is in Heaven !

1, for my part, rather avoid discrepant circles than seek

them ; as I likewise avoid all dead or killed people : the pru-

dent man easily foresees what is to be got by them ; either

vexatious and injurious witnessing, or often even (when circum-

stances conspire) painful investigation, and suspicions of your

being an accomplice.

In Vierstadten, nothing of importance presented itself, ex-

cept—to my horror—a dog without tail, which came running

along the town or street. In the first fire of passion at thi=

sight, I pointed it out to the passengers, and then put the ques-

tion, Whether they could reckon a system of Medical Police

8. Constitutions of Government are like highways : on a new and quite
untrodden one, wliere every carriage helps in the process of bruising and
smoothing, you are as much jolted and pitched as on an old worn out one,
full of holes ? What is to be done then ? Travel on.
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well arranged, which, like this of Vierstadten, allowed dogs
openly to scour about, when their tails were wanting ? "What
am I to do," said I, " when this member is cut away, and any
such beast comes running towards me, and I cannot, either by
the tail being cocked up or being drawn in, since the whole is

snipt off, come to any conclusion whether the vermin is mad or

not ? In this way, the most prudent man may be bit, and be-

come rabid, and so make shipwreck purely for want of a tail-

compass."

The Blind Passenger (he now got himself inscribed as a

Seeing one, God knows for what objects) had heard my obser-

vation ; which he now spun out in my presence almost into

ridicule, and at last awakened in me the suspicion, that by an

overdone flattery in imitating my style of speech, he meant to

banter me. " The Dog-tail," said he, " is, in truth, an alarm-

beacon, and finger-post for us, that we come not even into the

outmost precincts of madness : cut away from Comets their

tails, from Bashaws theirs, from Crabs theirs (outstretched it

denotes that they are burst) ; and in the most dangerous pre-

dicaments of life we are left without clew, without indicator,

without hand in margtne j and we perish, not so much as know-

ing how."

For the rest, this stage passed over without quarrelhng oi

peril. About ten o'clock, the whole party, including even the

Postillion, myself excepted, fell asleep. I indeed pretended to

be sleeping, that I might observe whether some one, for his

own good reasons, might not also be pretending it ; but all con-

tinued snoring ; the moon threw its brightening beams on no-

thing but down-pressed eyelids.

I had now a glorious opportunity of following Lavater's coun-

sel, to apply the physiognomical ellwand specially to sleepers,

since sleep, like death, expresses the genuine form in coarser

lines. Other sleepers not in stage-coaches I think it less ad-

visable to mete with this ellwand ; having always an apprehen-

sion lest some fellow, but pretending to be asleep, may, the in-

3. In Criminal Courts, murdered children are often represented as still-

liorn ; in Aiilieritic)iies, still-horn as murdered.
loi. Not only were tlie K'hddians, trom their Colossus, called Colossians

;

but also inniiMicrHlile Ciermans are, Ironi their I,nther, called Lutherans,
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stant I am near enough, start up as in a dream, and deceitfully

plant such a knock on the physiognomical mensurator's own
facial structure, as to exclude it forever from appearing in any

Physiognomical Fragments (itself being reduced to one), either

in the stippled or line style. Nay, might not the most honest

sleeper in the world, just while you are in hand with his phy-

siognomical dissection, lay about him, spurred on by honour in

some cudgelling-scene he may be dreaming ; and in a few in-

stants of clapper-clawing, and kicking, and trampling, lull you

into a much more lasting sleep than that out of which he was
awakened ?

In my Adiimbrating Magic-lantern, as I have named the

Work, the whole physiognomical contents of this same sleeping

stage-coach will be given to the world : there I shall explain to

you at large how the Poisoner, with the murder-cupola, appeared

to me devil-like; the Dwarf old-childlike ; the Harlot languidly

shameless ; my Brother-in-law peacefully satisfied, with revenge

or food ; and the Legations-Rath, "Jean Pierie, Heaven only

knows why, like a half angel,—though, perhaps, it might be be-

cause only the fair body, not the other half, the soul, which had
passed away in sleep, was affecting me.

I had almost forgotten to mention, that in a little village,

while my Brother-in-law and the Postillion were sitting at their

liquor, I happily fronted a small terror. Destiny having twice

been on my side. Not far from a Hunting Box, beside a

pretty clump of trees, I noticed a white tablet, with a black in-

scription on it. This gave me hopes that perhaps some little

monumental piece, some pillar of honour, some battle memento,
might here be awaiting me. Over an untrodden flowery tangle,

1 reach the black on white ; and to my honor and amaze-
ment, I decipher in the moonshine: Beware of Spring-guns /

Thus was I standing perhaps half a nail's breadth from the

88. Hitherto I have always regarded the Polemical writings of our pre-

sent philosophic and aesthetic Idealist Logic-buffers,—in which, certainly, a
few contumelies, and misconceptions, and misconclusions do make their

appearance,—rather on the fair side ; observing in it merely an imitation of

classical Antiquity, in particular of the ancient Athletes, who (according to

Schottgen) besmeared their bodies with micd, that they might not be laid

hold of; and filled their hands with sand, that they might lay hold of their

antagonists.
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trigger, with which, if I but stirred my heel, I should shoot

myself off like a forgotten ramrod, into the other world, beyond
the verge of Time ! The first thing I did was to cramp-down
my toe-nails, to bite, and, as it were, eat myself into the ground
with them ; since I might at least continue in warm life so long

as 1 pegged my body firmly in beside the Atropos-scissors and
hangman's block, which lay beside me ; then I endeavoured to

recollect by what steps the fiend had let me hither unshot, but

in my agony I had perspired the whole of it, and could remem-
ber nothing. In the Devil's village close at hand, there was no
dog to be seen and called to, who might have plucked me from
the water ; and my Brother-in-law and the Postillion were both
carousing with full can. However, I summoned my courage

and determination ; wrote down on a leaf of my pocket-book

my last will, the accidental manner of my death, and my dying

remembrance of Berga ; and then, with full sails, flew helter-

skelter through the midst of it the shortest way ; expecting at

every step to awaken the murderous engine, and thus to clap

over my still long candle of life the donsoir, or extinguisher,

with my own hand. However, I got off without shot. In the

tavern, indeed, there was more than one fool to laugh at me
;

because, forsooth, what none but a fool could know, this Notice

had stood there for the last ten years, without any gun, as guns
often do without any notice. But so it is, my Friends, with our

game-police, which warns against all things, only not against

warnings.

For the rest, throughout the whole stage, I had a constant

source of altercation with the coachman, because he grudged
stopping perhaps once in the quarter of an hour, when I chose

to come out for a natural purpose. Unhappily, in truth, one
has little reason to expect water-doctors among the postillion

class, since Physicians themselves have so seldom learned

103. Or are all Mosques, Episcopal-churches, Pagodas, Chapels-of-Ease,
Tabernacles ami Pantheons, anything else than the Ethnic Forecourt of the
Invisible Temple and its Holy of Holies?

40. The common man is copious only in narration, not in reasoning;
the cultivated man is brief only in the former, not in the latter: because the
common man's reasons are a sort of sensations, which, as well as things
visible, he merely looks ul ; by the cultivated man, again, Imtli reasons and
things visible are rather ihouoht than looked at.
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from Haller's large Physiology, that a postponement of the

above operation will precipitate devilish stoneware, and at last

precipitate the proprietor himself ; this stone-manufactory being

generally concluded, not by the Lithotomist, but by Death.

Had postillions read that Tycho Brahe died like a bombshell

by bursting, they would rather pull up for a moment ; with

such unlooked-for knowledge, they would see it to be reason-

able that a man, though expecting some time to carry his

death-stone on him, should not incline, for the time being, to

carry it in him. Nay, have I not often, at Weimar, in the

longest concluding scenes of Schiller, run out with tears in my
eyes

;
purely that, while his Minerva was melting me on the

whole, I might not by the Gorgon's head on her breast be

partially turned to stone ? And did I not return to the weep-

ing playhouse, and fall into the general emotion so much the

more briskly, as now I had nothing to give vent to but my
heart ?

Deep in the dark we arrived at Niederschona,

Third Stage ; from Niederschona to Fldtz.

While I am standing at the Posthouse musing, with my
eye fixed on my portmanteau, comes a beast of a watchman,

and bellows and brays in his night-tube so close by my ear,

that I start back in trepidation, I whom even a too hasty

accosting will vex. Is there no medical police, then, against

such eftlated hour-fulminators and alarm-cannon, by which not-

withstanding no gunpowder cannon are saved .'' In my opinion,

nobody should be invested with the watchman-horn but some
reasonable man, who had already blown himself into an

asthma, and who would consequently be in case to sing out

his hour-verse so low, that you could not hear it.

What I had long expected, and the Dwarf predicted, now
took place : deeply stooping, through the high Posthouse door,

issued the Giant, and raised, in the open air, a most unreason-

ably high figure, heightened by the ell-long bonnet and feather

9. In any national calamity, the ancient Egyptians took revenge on the
god Typhon, whom tiiey blamed for it, by hurling his favourites, the Asses,
down over rocks. In similar wise have countries of ;i different religion now
and then taken their revenge.

vol.. II. F
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on his huge jobber-nowl. My Brother-in-law, beside him,

looked but like his son of fourteen years ; the Dwarf like his

lap-dog waiting for him on its two hind legs. " Good friend,"

said my bantering Brother-in-law, leading him towards me
and the stage-coach, "just step softly in, we shall all be happy
to make room for you. Fold yourself neatly together, lay your

head on your knee, and it will do." The unseasonable ban-

terer would willingly have seen the almost stupid Giant (of

whom he had soon observed that his brain was no active sub-

stance, but in the inverse ratio of his trunk) squeezed in among
us in the post-chest, and lying kneaded together hke a sand-

bag before him. "Won't do! Won't do!" said the Giant,

looking in. "The gentleman perhaps does not know," said

the Dwarf, " how big the Giant is ; and so he thinks that be-

cause / go in—But that is another story ; / will creep into

any hole, do but tell me where."

In short, there was no resource for the Postmaster and the

Giant, but that the latter should plant himself behind, in the

character of luggage, and there lie bending down like a weep-

ing willow over the whole vehicle. To me such a back-wall

and rear-guard could not be particularly gratifying : and I may
refer it, I hope, to any one of you, ye Friends, if with such

ware at your back, you would not, as clearly and earnestly as

I, have considered what manifold murderous projects a knave
of a Giant behind you, a pursuer in all senses, might not mali-

ciously attempt ; say, that he broke in and assailed you by the

back-window, or with Titanian strength laid hold of the coach-

roof and demolished the whole party in a lump. However,

this Elephant (who indeed seemed to owe the similarity more
to his overpowering mass than to his quick light of inward

faculty), crossing his ai'ms over the top of the vehicle, soon

began to sleep and snore above us ; an Elephant, of whom, as

I more and more joyfully observed, my Brother-in-law the

Dragoon could easily be the tamer and bridle-holder, nay had

already been so,

70. Let Poetry veil itself in Philosophy, but only as the latter does in the

former. Philosophy in poetised Prose resembles those tavern drinking-
glasses, encircled with parti-colonred wreaths of figures, which disturb your
enjoyment botli of the drink, and (often awkwardly eclipsing and covering
each other) of the carving also.
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As more than one person now felt inclined to sleep, but I,

on the contrary, as was proper, to wake, I freely offered my
seat of honour, the front place in the coach (meaning thereby

to abolish many little flaws of envy in my fellow-passengers),

to such persons as wished to take a nap thereon. The Lega-

tions-man accepted the offer with eagerness, and soon fell

asleep there sitting, under the Titan.* To me this sort of

coach-sleeping of a diplomatic charge d'affaires remained a

thing incomprehensible. A man that, in the middle of a

stranger and often barbarously-minded company, permits him-

self to slumber, may easily, supposing him to talk in his sleep

and coach (think of the Saxon minister'^ before the Seven-

Years War !), blab out a thousand secrets, and crimes, some

of which, perhaps, he has not committed. Should not every

minister, ambassador, or other man of honour and rank, really

shudder at the thought of insanity or violent fevers ; seeing

no mortal can be his surety that he shall not in such cases

publish the greatest scandals, of which, it may be, the half are

lies ?

At last, after the long July night, we passengers, together

with Aurora, arrived in the precincts of Flatz. I looked with a

sharp yet moistened eye at the steeples : I believe, every man
who has anything decisive to seek in a town, and to whom it

is either to be a judgment-seat of his hopes, or their anchoring-

station, either a battle-field or a sugar-field, first and longest

directs his eye on the steeples of the town, as upon the indexes

and balance-tongues of his future destiny ; these artificial

peaks, which, like natural ones, are the thrones of our Future.

As I happened to express myself on this point perhaps too

poetically to Jean Pier?-e, he answered, with sufficient want of

taste : " The steeples of such towns are indeed the Swiss

Alpine peaks, on which we milk and manufacture the Swiss

cheese of our Future." Did the Legations-Peter mean with

this style to make me ridiculous, or only himself ? Determine I

* Titan is also the title of this Legations-Rath Jean Pierre or Jean Pan'

(Friedrich i^ichter)'s chief novel.—En.
6 Briihl, I suppose ; but the historical edition of the matter is, that

Rriihl's treasonable secrets were come at by the more ordinary means of

wax impressions of his keys. —El),
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"Here is the place, the town," said I in secret, "where
today much and for many years is to be determined ; where
thou, this evening, about five o'clock, art to present thy petition

and thyself: May it prosper! May it be successful! Let

Flatz, this arena of thy little efforts among the rest, become a

building-space for fair castles and air-castles to two hearts,

thy own and thy Berga's !"

At the Tiger Inn I alighted.

First Day in Fldtz.

No mortal, in my situation at this Tiger-hotel, would have

triumphed much in his more immediate prospects. L as the

only man known to me, especially in the way of love (of the

runaway Dragoon anon !), looked out from the windows of the

overflowing Inn, and down on the rushing sea of marketers,

and very soon began to reflect, that except Heaven and the

rascals and murderers, none knew how many of the latter two

classes were floating among the tide
;
purposing perhaps to

lay hold of the most innocent strangers, and in part cut their

purses, in part their throats. My situation had a special cir-

cumstance against it. My Brother-in-law, who still comes
plump out with everything, had mentioned that I was to put

up at the Tiger : O Heaven, when will such people learn to be

secret, and to cover even the meanest pettinesses of life under

mantles and veils, were it only that a silly mouse may as often

give birth to a mountain, as a mountain to a mouse ! The
whole rabble of the stage-coach stopped at the Tiger ; the

Harlot, the Ratcatcher, yean Pierre, the Giant, who had dis-

158. Governments should not too often change tlie penny-trnmps and
child's-drums of the Poets for the regimental trumpet and fire-drum : on the

other hand, good subjects should regard many a princely drum-tendency
simply as a disease, in which the patient, by air insinuating under the skin,

has got dreadfully swoln.

89. In great towns, a stranger, for the first day or two after his arrival,

lives purely at his own expense in an inn ; afterwards, in the houses of his

friends, without expense : on the other hand, if you arrive at the Earth,

as, for instance, I have done, you are courteously maintained, precisely for

the first few years, free of charges ; but in the next and longer series—for

you often stay sixty—you are actually obliged (1 have the documents in my
hands) to jiay for every drop and morsel, as if you were in the great Karth
Inn, which indi'cd you are.
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mounted at the Gate of the town, and carrying the huge block-

head of the Dwarf on his shoulders as his own (cloaking over

the deception by his cloak), had thus, like a ninny, exhibited

himself gratis by half a dwarf more gigantic than he could be

seen for money.

And now for each of the Passengers, the question was,

how he could make the Tiger, the heraldic emblem of the Inn,

his prototype ; and so, what lamb he might suck the blood of,

and tear in pieces, and devour. My Brother-in-law too left

me, having gone in quest of some horse-dealer ; but he retained

the chamber next mine for his sister : this, it appeared, was to

denote attention on his part. I remained solitary, left to my
own intrepidity and force of purpose.

Yet among so many villains, encompassing if not even be-

leaguering me, I thought warmly of one far distant, f^iithful

soul, of my Berga in Neusattel ; a true heart of pith, which

perhaps with many a weak marriage-partner might have given

protection rather than sought it.

"Appear, then, quickly tomorrow at noon, Berga," said

my heart ;
" and if possible before noon, that I may lengthen

thy market paradise so many hours as thou arrivest earlier !"

A clergyman, amid the tempests of the world, readily

makes for a free harbour, for the church : the church-wall is

his caseinate-wall and fortification ; and behind are to be found

more peaceful and more accordant souls than on the market-

place : in short, I went into the High Church. However, in

the course of the psalm, I was somewhat disturbed by a Heiduc,

who came up to a well-dressed young gentleman sitting opposite

me, and tore the double opera-glass from his nose, it being

107. Germany is a long lofty mountain—under the sea.

144. The Reviewer does not in reality employ his pen for writing ; but
he burns it, to awaken weak people from their swoons, with the smell ; he
tickles with it the throat of the plagiary, to make him render back ; and he
picks with it his own teeth. He is the only individual in the whole learned
lexicon that can never exhaust himself, never write himself out, let him sit

before the ink-glass for centuries or tens of centuries. For while the Scholar,

the Philosopher, and the Poet, produce their new book solely from new
materials and growth, the Reviewer merely lays his old gage of taste and
knowledge on a tliousand new works; and his light, in the ever-passing, ever-

difierently-cut glass-world which he elucidates, is still refracted into new-

colours.
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against rule in Flatz, as it is in Dresden, to look at the Court

with glasses which diminish and approximate. I myself had

on a pair of spectacles, but they were magnifiers. It was

impossible for me to resolve on taking them off; and here

again, I am afraid, I shall pass for a foolhardy person and a

desperado ; so much only I reckoned fit, to look invariably

into my psalm-book ; not once lifting my eyes while the Court

was rustling and entering, thereby to denote that my glasses

were ground convex. For the rest, the sermon was good, if

not always finely conceived for a Court-church ; it admonished

the hearers against innumerable vices, to whose counterparts,

the virtues, another preacher might so readily have exhorted

us. During the whole service, I made it my business to ex-

hibit true deep reverence, not only towards God, but also to-

wards my illustrious Prince. For the latter reverence I had

my private reason : I wished to stamp this sentiment strongly

and openly as with raised letters on my countenance, and so

give the lie to any malicious imp about Court, by whom my
contravention of the Panegyric on Nero, and my free German
satire on this real tyrant himself, which I had inserted in the

Fldtz Weekly yournal, might have been perverted into a secret

characteristic portrait of my own Sovereign. We live in such

times at present, that scarcely can we compose a pasquinade

on the Devil in Hell, but some human Devil on Earth will

apply it to an angel.

When the Court at last issued from church, and were get-

ting into their carriages, I kept at such a distance that my
face could not possibly be noticed, in case I had happened to

assume no reverent look, but an indifferent or even proud one.

God knows, who has kneaded into me those mad desperate

fancies and crotchets, which perhaps would sit better on a

Hero Schabacker than on an Army-chaplain under him, I

cannot here forbear recording to you, my Friends, one of the

maddest among them, though at first it may throw too glaring

a light on me. It was at my ordination to be Army-chaplain,

71. The Youth is singular from caprice, and takes pleasure in it; the

Man is so from constraint, unintentionally, and feels pain in it,

198. The Populace and Cattle grow giddy on the edge of no abyss ; with

the Man it is otherwise.
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while about to participate in the Sacrament, on the lirbt day of

Easter. Now, here while 1 was standing, moved into softness,

before the balustrade of the ahar, in the middle of the whole

male congregation,—nay, I perhaps more deeply moved than

any among them, since, as a person going to war, I might con-

sider myself a half-dead, man, that was now partaking in the

last Feast of Souls, as it were hke a person to be hanged on
the morrow,—here then, amid the pathetic effects of the organ

and singing, there rose something—were it the first Easter-day

which awoke in me what primitive Christians called their

Easter-laughter, or merely the contrast between the most
devilish predicaments and the most holy,—in short there rose

something in me (for which reason, I have ever since taken

the part of every simple person, who might ascribe such things

to the Devil), and this something started the question :
" Now,

could there be aught more diabolical than if thou, just in re-

ceiving the Holy Supper, wert madly and blasphemously to

begin laughing?" Instantly I took to wrestling with this hell-

dog of a thought ; neglected the most precious feelings, merely

to keep the dog in my eye, and scare him away ; yet was
forced to draw back from him, exhausted and unsuccessful,

and arrived at the step of the altar with the mournful certainty

that in a little while I should, without more ado, begin laugh-

ing, let me weep and moan inwardly as 1 liked. Accordingly,

while I and a very worthy old Biirgermeister were bowing
down together before the long parson, and the latter (perhaps

kneeling on the low cushion, I fancied him too long) put the

wafer in my clenched mouth, I felt all the muscles of laughter

already beginning sardonically to contract ; and these had not

long acted on the guiltless integument, till an actual smile ap-

peared there ; and as we bowed the second time, I was grinning

like an ape. My companion the Biirgermeister justly expos-

tulated with me, in a low voice, as we walked round behind

1 1. The Golden Calf of Self-love soon waxes to be a burning Phalaris'

Bull, which reduces its father and adorer to ashes.

103. The male Beau-crop which surrounds the female Roses and Lilies,

must (if I rightly comprehend its flatteries) most probably presuppose in the
fair the manners of the Spaniards and Italians, who offer any valuable, by
way of present, to the man who praises it excessively.
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the altar :
" In Heaven's name, are you an ordained Preacher

of the Gospel, or a Merry-Andrew ? Is it Satan that is laugh-

ing out of you ?"

"Ah, Heaven ! who else ?" said I ; and this being over, I

finished my devotions in a more becoming fashion.

From the church (I now return to the Flatz one), I pro-

ceeded to the Tiger Inn, and dined at the table-d'Jwte, being at

no time shy of encountering men. Previous to the second

course, a waiter handed me an empty plate, on which, to my
astonishment, I noticed a French verse scratched-in with a

fork, containing nothing less than a lampoon on the Command-
ant of Flatz. Without ceremony, I held out the plate to the

company ; saying, I had just, as they saw, got this lampooning

cover presented to me, and must request them to bear witness

that I had nothing to do with the matter. An officer directly

changed plates with me. During the fifth course, I could not

but admire the chemico-medical ignorance of the company

;

for a hare, out of which a gentleman extracted and exhibited

several grains of shot, that is to say, therefore, of lead alloyed

with arsenic, and then cleaned by hot vinegar, did, neverthe-

less, by the spectators (I excepted) continue to be pleasantly

eaten.

In the course of our table-talk, one topic seized me keenly

by my weak side, I mean by my honour. The law custom of

the city happened to be mentioned, as it affects natural children
;

and I learned that here a loose girl may convert any man she

pleases to select into the father of her brat, simply by her oath.

" Horrible !" said I, and my hair stood on end. " In this way

may the worthiest head of a family, with a wife and children, or

clergyman lodging in the Tiger, be stript of honour and inno-

cence, by any wicked chambermaid whom he may have seen,

or who may have seen him, in the course of her employment
!"

igg. But not many existing Governments, I believe, do behead under

pretext of trepanning ; or sew (in a more choice allegory) the people's lips

together, under pretence of sewing the harelips in them.

67. Hospitable Entertainer, wouldst thou search into thy guest ? Accom-
pany him to another Entertainer, and listen to him. Just so: Wouldst thou

become better acquainted with Mistress in an hour, than by living with her

for a month ? Accompany her among her female friends and female enemies

(if that is no pleonasm), and look at her I
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An elderly officer observed • "But will the girl swear her-

self to the Devil so readily ?"

What logic! " Or suppose," continued I, without answer,

" a man happened to be travelling with that Vienna Lock-

smith, who afterwards became a mother, and was brought to

bed of a baby son ; or with any disguised Chevalier d'Eon,

who often passes the night in his company, whereby the Lock-

smith or the Chevalier can swear to their private interviews :

no delicate man of honour will in the end risk travelling with

another ; seeing he knows not how soon the latter may pull off

his boots, and pull on his women's-pumps, and swear his com-

panion into fatherhood, and himself to the Devil !"

Some of the company, however, misunderstood my oratori-

cal fire so much, that they, sheep-wise, gave some insinuations

as if I myself were not strict in this point, but lax. By Heaven !

I no longer knew what I was eating or speaking. Happily, on

the opposite side of the table, some lying story of a French de-

feat was started : now, as I had read on the street-corners that

French and German Proclamation, calling before the Court

Martial any one who had heard war-rumours (disadvantageous,

namely), without giving notice of them,

—

I, as a man not will-

ing ever to forget himself, had nothing more prudent to do in

this case, than to withdraw with empty ears, telling none but

the landlord why.

It was no improper time ; for I had previously determined

to have my beard shaven about half-past four, that so, towards

trve I might present myself with a chin just polished by the

razor smoothing-iron, and sleek as wove-paper, without the

smallest root-stump of a hair left on it. By way of prepara-

tion, like Pitt before Parliamentary debates, I poured a devilish

deal of Pontac into my stomach, with true disgust, and con-

trary to all sanitary rules ; not so much for fronting the light

80. In the summer of life, men keep digging and tilling ice-pits as well as
circumstances will admit ; that so, in their Winter, they may have something
in store to give them coolness.

28. It is impossible for nie, amid the tendril-forest of allusions (even this

again is a tendril-twig), to state and declare on the spot whether all the
Courts or Heights, the (Bougouer) Snowlifieo{ Europe, have ever been men-
tioned in my Writings or not ; but I could wish for information on the sub-
ject, that if not, I may try to do it still.
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stranger Barber, as the Minister and General von Schabacker,

with whom I had it in view to exchange perhaps more than one
fiery statement.

The common Hotel Barber was ushered in to me ; but at

first view you noticed in his polygonal zigzag visage, more of a

man that would finally go mad, than of one growing wiser.

Now, madmen are a class of persons whom I hate incredibly
;

and nothing can take me to see any madhouse, simply because

the first maniac among them may clutch me in his giant fists

if he like ; and because, owing to infection, I cannot be sure

that I shall ever get out again with the sense which I brought

in. In a general way, I sit (when once I am lathered) in such

a posture on my chair as to keep both my hands (the eyes I fix

intently on the barbering countenance) lying clenched along my
sides, and pointed directly at the midriff of the barber; that so,

on the smallest ambiguity of movement, I may dash in upon
him. and overset him in a twinkling.

I scarce know rightly how it happened; but here, while I

am anxiously studying the foolish twisted visage of the shaver,

and he just then chanced to lay his long-whetted weapon a little

too abruptly against my bare throat, I gave him such a sudden
bounce on the abdominal viscera, that the silly varlet had well-

nigh suicidally slit his own windpipe. For me, truly, nothing

remained but to indemnify the man ; and then, contrary to my
usual principles, to tie round a broad stuff cravat, by way of

cloak to what remained unshorn.

And now at last I sallied forth to the General, drinking out

the remnant of the Pontac, as I crossed the threshold. I hope,

there were plans lying ready within me for answering rightly,

nay for asking. The Petition I carried in my pocket, and in

my right hand. In the left I had a duplicate of it. My fire of

36. And so I should like, in all cases, to be the First, especially in Beg-
ging. The first prisoner-of-war, the first cripple, the first man ruined by
burning (like him who brings the first fire-engine), gains the head-subscrip-

tion and the heart ; the next-comer finds nothing but Duty to address ; and
at last, in this melodious mancando of sympathy, matters sink so far, that the

last (if the last but one may at least have retired laden with a rich " God
help you !'') obtains from the benignant hand nothing more than its fist. And
as m Begging the first, so in Giving F should like to be the last: one obliter-

ates the other, especially the last the first. So, however, is the world ordered.
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spirit easily helped over the living fence of ministerial obstruc-

tions ; and soon I unexpectedly found myself in the ante-cham-

ber, among his most distinguished lackeys
;
persons, so far as

I could see, not inclined to change (lour for bran with any one.

Selecting the most respectable individual of the number, I de-

livered him my paper request, accompanied with the verbal one

that he would hand it in. He took it, but ungraciously : I

waited in vain till far in the sixth hour, at which season alone

the gay General can safely be applied to. At last I pitch upon
another lackey, and repeat my request : he runs about seeking

his runaway brother, or my Petition ; to no purpose, neither of

them could be found. How happy was it that in the midst of

my Pontac, before shaving, I had written out the duplicate of

this paper ; and therefore—simply on the principle that you

should always keep a second wooden leg packed into your

knapsack when you have the first on your body—and out of

fear that if the original petition chanced to drop from me in the

way between the Tiger and Schabacker's, my whole journey

and hope would melt into water—and therefore, I say, having

stuck the repeating work of that original paper into my pocket,

I had, in any case, something to hand in, and that something

truly a Ditto. I handed it in.

Unhappily six o'clock was already past. The lackey, how-

ever, did not keep me long waiting ; but returned with— I may
say, the text of this whole Circular—the almost rude answer
(which you, my Friends, out of regard for me and Schabacker,

will not divulge) that :
" In case I were the Attila Schmelzle of

Schabacker's Regiment, I might lift my pigeon-liver flag again,

and fly to the Devil, as I did at Pimpelstadt." Another man
would have dropt dead on the spot : I, however, walked quite

stoutly off, answering the fellow :
" With great pleasure indeed, I

fly to the Devil; and so Devil a fly I care." On the road home
I examined myself whether it had not been the Pontac that

spoke out of me (though the very examination contradicted

this, for Pontac never examines) ; but I found that nothing but

136. If you mount too high above your time, your ears (on the side of
Fame) are little better off than if you sink too deep below it : in truth, Charles
up in his Balloon, and HaUey down in his Diving-bell, felt equally the same
strange pain in their ears.
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I, my heart, my courage perhaps, had spoken : and why, after

all, any whimpering ? Docs not the patrimony of my good

wife endow me better than ten Catechetical Professorships ?

And has she not furnished all the corners of my book of Life

with so many golden clasps, that I can open it forever without

wearing it ? Let hcnhearts cackle and pip ; I flapped my
pinions, and said :

" Dash boldly through it, come what may!"

I felt myself excited and exalted ; I fancied Republics, in which

I, as a hero, might be at home ; I longed to be in that noble

Grecian time, when one hero readily put up with bastinadoes

from another, and said: "Strike, but hear!" and out of this

ignoble one, where men will scarcely put up with hard words,

to say nothing of more. I painted out to my mind how I

should feel, if, in happier circumstances, I were uprooting hol-

low Thrones, and before whole nations mounting on mighty

deeds as on the Temple-steps of Immortality ; and in gigantic

ages, finding quite other men to outman and outstrip, than the

mite-populace about me, or, at the best, here and there a Vul-

canello. I thought and thought, and grew wilder and wilder,

and intoxicated myself (no Pontac intoxication therefore, which,

you know, increases more by continuance than cessation of

drinking), and gesticulated openly, as I put the question to my-

self: "Wilt thou be a mere state-lapdog ? A dog's-dog, a

pium desideriutn of an impium desiderium, an Ex-Ex, a No-

thing's-Nothing ?—Fire and Fury !" With this, however, I

dashed down my hat into the mud of the market. On hfting

and cleaning this old servant, I could not but perceive how
worn and faded it was ; and I therefore determined instantly

to purchase a new one, and carry the same home in my hand.

I accomplished this ; I bought one of the finest cut.

Strangely enough, by this hat, as if it had been a graduation-

hat, was my head tried and examined, in the Ziegengasse or

Goat-gate of Fljitz. For as General Schabacker came driving

along that street in his carriage, and I (it need not be said)

25. In youth, like a blind man just couched (and what is birth but a

couching of the sight?), you take the Distant for the Near, the starry heaven

for tangible room-furniture, pictures for objects ; and, to the young man, the

whole world is sitting on his very nose, till repeated bandaging and imband-
aging have at last taught him, like the blind patient, to estimate Distance

and Appearance.
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was determined to avenge myself, not by vulgar clownishness,

but by courtesy, I had here got one of the most ticklish pro-

blems imaginable to solve on the spur of the instant. You ob-

serve, if I swung only the fine hat which I carried in my hand,

and kept the faded one on my head,— I might have the appear-

ance of a perfect clown, who does not doff at all : if, on the

other hand, I pulled the old hat from my head, and there-

with did my reverence, then two hats, both in play at once (let

me swing the other at the same time or not), brought my salute

within the verge of ridicule. Now do you, my Friends, before

reading farther, bethink you how a man was to extricate him-

self from such a plight, without losing head ! I think, perhaps,

by this means : by merely losing hat. In one word, then, I

simply dropped the new hat from my hand into the mud, to

put myself in a condition for taking off the old hat by itself,

and swaying it in needful courtesy, without any shade of ridi-

cule.

Arrived at the Tiger,—to avoid misconstructions, I first had
the glossy, fine and superfine hat cleaned, and some time after-

wards the mud-hat or rubbish-hat.

And now, weighing my momentous Past in the adjusting

balance within me, I walked in fiery mood to and fro. The Pon-

tac must— I know that there is no unadulterated liquor here

below—have been more than usually adulterated ; so keenly did

it chase my fancy out of one fire into the other. I now looked

forth into a wide glittering life, in which I lived without post,

merely on money ; and which I beheld, as it were, sowed with

the Delphic caves, and Zenonic walks, and Muse-hills of all the

Sciences, which I might now cultivate at my ease. In particu-

lar, I should have it in my power to apply more diligently to

writing Prize-essays for Academies ; of which (that is to say, of

the Prize-essays) no author need ever be ashamed, since, in all

cases, there is a whole crowning Academy to stand and blush

for the crownee. And even if the Prize-marksman does not hit

125. In the lon^-run, out of mere fear and necessity, we shall become
the warmest cosmopolites I know of ; so rapidly do ships shoot to and fro,

and, like sluitties, weave Islands and (^)uarters of the World together. For,

let but tlie political weatherglass fall today in South America, tomorrow we
in Knrope have storm and thunder.
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the crown, he still continues more unknown and more anony-

mous (his Device not being unsealed) than any other author,

who indeed can publish some nameless Long-ear of a book, but

not hinder it from being, by a Literary Ass-burial [sepuliura

asinina), publicly interred, in a short time, before half the

world.

Only one thing grieved me by anticipation ; the sorrow of

my Berga, for whom, dear tired wayfarer, I on the morrow
must overcloud her arrival, and her shortened market-spec-

tacle, by my negatory intelligence. She would so gladly (and

who can take it ill of a rich farmer's daughter ?) have made
herself somebody in Neusattel, and overshone many a female

dignitary ! Every mortal longs for his parade-place, and some
earlier living honour than the last honours. Especially so good

a lowly-born housewife as my Berga, conscious perhaps rather

of her metallic than of her spiritual treasure, would still wish

at banquets to be mistress of some seat or other, and so in

place to overtop this or that plucked goose of the neighbour-

hood.

It is in this point of view that husbands are so indispens-

able. I therefore resolved to purchase for myself, and con-

sequently for her, one of the best of those titles, which our

Courts in Germany (as in a Leipzig sale-room) stand offering

to buyers, in all sizes and sorts, from Noble and Half-noble

down to Rath or Councillor ; and once invested therewith, to

reflect from my own Quarter-nobility such an Eighth-part-

nobility on this true soul, that many a Neusattelitess (I hope)

shall half burst with envy, and say and cry :
" Pooh, the stupid

farmer thing ! See how it wabbles and bridles ! It has for-

got how matters stood when it had no money-bag, and no

Hofrath !" For to the Hofrathship I shall before this have

attained.

But in the cold solitude of my room, and the fire of my re-

membrances, I longed unspeakably for my Bergelchen : I and

19. It is easier, they say, to climb a hill when you ascend back foremost.

This, perhaps, might arlmit of application to political eminences ; if you still

turned towards them that part of the body on which you sit, and kept your
face directed down to the people; all the while, however, removing and
mounting.
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my heart were wearied with the foreign busy day ; no one here

said a kind word to me, which he did not hope to put in the

bill. Friends ! I languished for my friend, whose heart would

pour out its blood as a balsam for a second heart ; I cursed

my over-prudent regulations, and wished that, to have the

good Berga at my side, I had given up the stupid houseware

to all thieves and fires whatsoever : as I walked to and fro, it

seemed to me easier and easier to become all things, an Ex-

chequer-Rath, an Excise-Rath, any Rath in the world, and

whatever she required when she came.
" See thou take thy pleasure in the town !" had Bergelchen

kept saying the whole week through. But how, without her,

can I take any ? Our tears of sorrow friends dry up, and ac-

company with their own : but our tears of joy we find most

readily repeated in the eyes of our wives. Pardon me, good

Friends, these libations of my sensibility ; I am but showing

you my heart and my Berga. If I need an Absolution-mer-

chant, the Pontac-merchant is the man.

First Night in Fldiz.

Yet the wine did not take from me the good sense to look

under the bed, before going into it, and examine whether any

one was lurking there ; for example, the Dwarf, or the Rat-

catcher, or the Legations-Rath ; also to shove the key under

the latch (which I reckon the best bolting arrangement of all),

and then, by way of farther assurance, to bore my night-screws

into the door, and pile all the chairs in a heap behind it ; and,

lastly, to keep on my breeches and shoes, wishing absolutely

to have no care upon my mind.

But I had still other precautions to take in regard to sleep-

walking. To me it has always been incomprehensible how so

26. Few German writers are not original, if we may ascribe originality

(as is at least the conversational practice of all people) to a man, who merely
dishes out his own thoughts without foreign admixture. For as, between
their Memory, where their reading or foreign matter dwells, and their Imagi-
nation or Productive Power, where their writing or own peculiar matter
originates, a sufificient space intervenes, and the boundary-stones are fixed-in

so conscientiously and hrnily that nothing foreign may pass over into their

own, or inversely, so that they may really read a hmidred works without
losing tiieir own primitive flavour, or even altering it, -their individuality

may, I believe, l)e considered as secured ; and their spiritual nourishment,
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many men can go to bed, and lie down at their ease there,

without reflecting that perhaps, in the first sleep, they may get

up again as Somnambulists, and crawl over the tops of roofs

and the like ; awakening in some spot where they may fall in

a moment and break their necks. While at home, there is

little risk in my sleep : because, my right toe being fastened

every night with three ells of tape (I call it in jest our mar-

riage-tie) to my wife's left hand, I feel a certainty that, in case

I should start up from this bed-arrest, I must with the tether

infallibly awaken her, and so by my Berga, as by my living

bridle, be again led back to bed. But here in the Inn, I had
nothing for it but to knot myself once or twice to the bed-foot,

that I might not wander ; though in this way, an irruption of

villains would have brought double peril with it.—Alas ! so

dangerous is sleep at all times, that every man, who is not

lying on his back a corpse, must be on his guard lest with the

general system some limb or other also fall asleep ; in which

case the sleeping limb (there are not wanting examples of it in

Medical History) may next morning be lying ripe for amputa-

tion. For this reason, I have myself frequently awakened,

that no part of me fall asleep.

Having properly tied myself to the bed-posts, and at length

got under the coverlid, I now began to be dubious about my
Pontac Fire-bath, and apprehensive of the valorous and tumul-

tuous dreams too likely to ensue ; which, alas, did actually

prove to be nothing better than heroic and monarchic feats,

castle-stormings, rock-throvvings, and the like. This point also

I am sorry to see so little attended to in medicine. Medical

gentlemen, as well as their customers, all stretch themselves

quietly in their beds, without one among them considering

their pancakes, loaves, fritters, caviare and meat-balls, are not assimilated to

their system, but given back pure and unaltered. Often in my own mind I

figtne such writers as living but thousandfold more artificial Ducklings from
Vaucanson's Artificial Duck of Wood. For in fact they are not less cunningly

put togetiier than this timber Duck, which will gobble meat, and apparently

void it again, imder sliow of having digested it, and derived from it blood
atid juices ; though the secret of the business is, the artist lias merely intro-

duced an ingenious compound ejective matter behind, with whicli concoction

antl nourishment have nothing to do, but which the Duck illusorily gives

lorfh and publishes to the world.
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whether a furious rage (supposing him also directly after to

drink cold water in his dream), or a heart-devouring grief, all

which he may undergo in vision, does harm to life or not.

Shortly before midnight, I awoke from a heavy dream, to

encounter a ghost-trick much too ghostly for my fancy. My
Brother-in-law, who manufactured it, deserves for such vapid

cookery to be named before you without reserve, as the malt-

master of this washy brewage. Had suspicion been more com-

patible with intrepidity, I might perhaps, by his moral maxim
about this matter, on the road, as well as by his taking up the

side-room, at the middle door of which stood my couch, have

easily divined the whole. But now, on awakening, I felt my-

self blown upon by a cold ghost-breath, which I could nowise

deduce from the distant bolted window ; a point I had rightly

decided, for the Dragoon was producing the phenomenon,

through the keyhole, by a pair of bellows. Every sort of cold-

ness, in the night-season, reminds you of clay-coldness and

spectre-coldness. I summoned my resolution, however, and

abode the issue : but now the very coverlid began to get in

motion ; I pulled it towards me ; it would not stay ; sharply I

sit upright in my bed, and cry: "What is that?" No ans-

wer ; everywhere silence in the Inn ; the whole room full of

moonshine. And now my drawing-plaster, my coverlid, actu-

ally rose up, and let in the air ; at which I felt like a wounded

man whose cataplasm you suddenly pull off. In this crisis, I

made a bold leap from this Devil's-torus, and, leaping, snapped

asunder my somnambulist tether. " Where is the silly human
fool," cried I, "that dares to ape the unseen sublime world ol

Spirits, which may, in the instant, open before him?" But on,

above, under the bed, there was nothing to be heard or seen.

I looked out of the window : everywhere spectral moonlight

15. After the manner of the hne polished English folding-knives, there

are now also folding-war-swords, or in other words—Treaties of Peace.

13. Omnibus una SALUS Sanctis, scd gloria dispar : that is to say (as

Divines once taught) according to Saint Paul, we have all the same Beati-

tude in Heaven, but different degrees of Honour. Here, on Earth, we find

a shadow of this in the writing world ; for the Beatitude of authors once
beatified by Criticism, whether they be genial, good, mediocre, or poor, is

the same throughout ; they all obtam the same pecuniary Felicity, the same
slender profit. But, Heavens ! in regard to the degrees of Fame, again, hov

VOL. II. G
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and street-stillness; nothing moving except (probably from the

wind), on the distant (jallovvs-hill, a person lately hanged.

Any man would have taken it for self-deception as well as

I : therefore I again wrapped myself in my passive /// de jus-

tice and air-bed, and waited with calmness to see whether my
fright would subside or not.

In a few minutes, the coverlid, the infernal Faust's-mantle,

again began flying and towing ; also, by way of change, the

invisible bed-maker again lifted me up. Accursed hour!—

I

should beg to know whether, in the whole of cultivated Europe,

there is one cultivated or uncultivated man, who, in a case of

this kind, would not have lighted on ghost-devilry ? I lighted

on it, under my piece of (self) movable property, my coverlid ;

and thought Berga had died suddenly, and was now, in spirit,

laying hold of my bed. However, I could not speak to her,

nor as little to the Devil, who might well be supposed to have

a hand in the game ; but I turned myself solely to Heaven,

and prayed aloud: "To thee I commit myself; thou alone

heretofore hast cared for thy weak servant ; and I swear that

I will turn a new leaf,"— a promise which shall be kept never-

theless, though the whole was but stupid treachery and trick.

My prayer had no effect with the unchristian Dragoon, who
now, once for all, had got me prisoner in the dragnet of a co-

verlid ; and heeded little whether a guest's bed were, by his

means, made a state-bed and death-bed or not. He span out

my nerves, like gold-wire through smaller and smaller holes, to

utter inanition and evanition; for the bed-clothes at last liter-

ally marched off to the door of the room.

Now was the moment to rise into the sublime ; and to

trouble myself no longer about aught here below, but softly to

devote myself to death. " Snatch me away," cried I, and,

without thinking, cut three crosses ;
'• quick, dispatch me, ye

far (in spite of the same emolument and sale) will a Dunce, even in his life-

time, be put below a Genius ! Is not a shallow writer frequently forgotten

in a single Fair, while a deep writer, or even a writer of genius, will blossom

through fifty Fairs, and so may celebrate his Twenty-five Years' Jubilee,

before, late forgotten, he is lowered into the German Temple of Fame ; a

Temple imitating the peculiarity of the Padri Lucchesi churches in Naples,

which (according to Volkmann) permit burials under their roofs, but no
tombstone.
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ghosts : I die more innocent than thousands of tyrants and

blasphemers, to whom ye yet appear not, but to unpolluted

me." Here I heard a sort of laugh, either on the street or in

the side-room : at this warm human tone, I suddenly bloomed

up again, as at the coming of a new Spring, in every twig and

leaf. Wholly despising the winged coverlid, which was not

now to be picked from the door, I laid myself down unco-

vered, but warm and perspiring from other causes, and soon

fell asleep. For the rest, I am not the least ashamed, in the

face of all refmed capfital cities,—though they were standing

here at my hand,—that by this Devil-belief and Devil-address

I have attained some likeness to our great German Lion, to

Luther.
Second Day in Fldtz.

Early in the morning, I felt myself awakened by the well-

known coverlid ; it had laid itself on me like a nightmare : I

gaped up ;
quiet, in a corner of the room, sat a red, round,

blooming, decorated girl, like a full-blown tulip in the fresh-

ness of life, and gently rustling with gay ribbons as with

leaves.

" Who's there—how came you in ?" cried I, half-blind.

" I covered thee softly, and thought to let thee sleep," said

Bergelchen ; "I have walked all night to be here early ; do

but look !"

She showed me her boots, the only remnant of her travel-

ling-gear, which, in the moulting process of the toilette, she

had not stript at the gate of Flatz.

" Is there," said \, alarmed at her coming six hours sooner,

and the more, as I had been alarmed all night, and was still

so, at her mysterious entrance,—"is there some fresh woe
come over us, fire, murder, robbery ?"

She answered :
" The old Rat thou hast chased so long

died yesterday ; farther, there was nothing of importance."

79. Weak and wrong heads are the hardest to change ; and their inward
man acquires a scanty covering : thus capons never moult.

89. In times of misfortune, the Ancients supported themselves with Philo-

sophy or Christianity ; the modems again (for example, in the reign of

Terror), take to Pleasure ; as the wounded Buffalo, for bandage and salve,

rolls himself in the mire.



84 JEAN PAUL FRIEDRICH RICHTER.

" And all has been managed rightly, and according to my
Letter of Instructions, at home ?" inquired L

" Yes, truly," answered she ;
" only I did not see the Let-

ter ; it is lost ; thou hast packed it among thy clothes."

Well, I could not but forgive the blooming brave pedes-

trian all omissions. Her eye, then her heart, was bringing

fresh cool morning air and morning red into my sultry hours.

And yet, for this kind soul, looking into life with such love

and hope, I must in a little while overcloud the merited Hea-

ven of today, with tidings of my failure in the Catechetical

Professorship ! I dallied and postponed to the utmost. I

asked how she had got in, as the whole chevaiix-dc-frise bar-

ricade of chairs was still standing fast at the door. She

laughed heartily, curtseying in village fashion, and said she

had planned it with her brother the day before yesterday,

knowing my precautions in locking, that he should admit her

into my room, that so she might cunningly awaken me. And
now bolted the Dragoon with loud laughter into the apartment,

and cried : "Slept well, brother?"

In this wise truly the whole ghost-story was now solved

and expounded, as if by the pen of a Biester or a Hennings
;

I instantly saw through the entire ghost-scheme, which our

Dragoon had executed. With some bitterness I told him my
conjecture, and his sister my story. But he lied and laughed

;

nay, attempted shamelessly enough to palm spectre-notions on

me a second time, in open day. I answered coldly, that in me
he had found the wrong man, granting even that I had some
similarity with Luther, with Hobbes, with Brutus, all of whom
had seen and dreaded ghosts. He replied, tearing the facts

away from their originating causes : "All he could say was,

that last night he had heard some poor sinner creaking and

i3i. God be thanked that wc hve nowhere forever except in Hell or

Heaven ; on Earth otherwise we should grow to be the veriest rascals, and
the World a House of Incurables, for want of the dog-doctor (the Piangnian),

and the issue-cord (on the Gallows), and the sulphur and chalybeate medi-
cines (on Battle-fields). So that we too find our gigantic moral force de-

pendent on the Debt of Nature which we have to pay, exactly as your
politicians (for example, the author of the A'i;?^ /.«;'/<7/,^r///) demonstrate that

the English have their National Debt to thank for their superiority.
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lamenting dolefully enough ; and from this he had inferred, it

must be an unhappy brother set upon by goblins."

In the end, his sister's eyes also were opened to the low

character which he had tried to act with me : she sharply flew

at him, pushed him with both hands out of his and my door,

and called after him : " Wait, thou villain, I will mind it
!"

Then hastily turning round, she fell on my neck, and (at

the wrong place) into laughter, and said: "The wild fool!

But I could not keep my laugh another minute, and he was
not to see it. Forgive the ninny, thou a learned man, his ass

pranks : what can one expect .''"

I inquired whether she, in her nocturnal travelling, had
not met with any spectral persons ; though I knew that to her,

a wild beast, a river, a half-abyss, are nothing. No, she had
not ; but the gay-dressed town's-people, she said, had scared

her in the morning. O ! how I do love these soft Harmonica-
quiverings of female fright !

At last, however, I was forced to bite or cut the coloquinta-

apple, and give her the half of it ; I mean the news of my re-

jected petition for the Catechetical Professorship. Wishing to

spare this joyful heart the rudeness of the whole truth, and to

subtract something from a heavy burden, more fit for the shoul-

ders of a man, I began :
" Bergelchen, the Professorship affair

is taking another, though still a good enough course : the Ge-

neral, whom may the Devil and his Grandmother teach sense,

will not be taken except by storm ; and storm he shall have,

as certainly as I have on my nightcap."

"Then, thou art nothing yet?" inquired she.

" For the moment, indeed, not !" answered I.

" But before Saturday night?" said she.

" Not quite," said I.

" Then am I sore stricken, and could leap out of the win-

dow," said she, and turned away her rosy face, to hide its wet

eyes, and was silent very long. Then, with painfully quiver-

ing voice, she began : " Good Christ stand by me at Neusattel

63. To apprehend danger from the Education of the People, is Hke fear-

ing lest the thunderbolt strike into the house because it has windows;
whereas the lightning never comes through these, but through their lead
framing, or down by the smoke of the chimney.
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on Sunday, when these high-prancing prideful dames look at

me in church, and I grow scarlet for shame !"

Here in sympathetic woe I sprang out of bed to the dear

soul, over whose brightly blooming cheeks warm tears were

roUing, and cried :
" Thou true heart, do not tear me in pieces

so ! May I die, if yet in these dog-days I become not all and

everything that thou wishest ! Speak, wilt thou be Mining-

rathin, Build-rathin, Court-rathin, War-rathin, Chamber-rathin,

Commerce -rathin, Legations -rathin, or Devil and his Dam's
riithin : I am here and will buy it, and be it. Tomorrow I send

riding posts to Saxony and Hessia, to Prussia and Russia, to

Friesland and Katzenellenbogen, and demand patents. Nay, I

will carry matters farther than another, and be all things at

once, Flachsenfingen Court-rath, Scheerau Excise-rath, Haar-

haar Building-rath, Pestitz^ Chamber -rath (for we have the

cash) ; and thus, alone and single-handed, represent with one

podex and corpus a whole Rath-session of select Raths ; and

stand, a complete Legion of Honour, on one single pair of

legs : the like no man ever did.

" O 1 now thou art angel-good !" said she, and gladder tears

rolled down ;
" thou shalt counsel me thyself which are the finest

Raths, and these we v.ill be."

" No," conti-^ued I, rn the fire of the moment, " neither

shall this serve us : to me it is not enough that to Mrs. Chap-

lain thou canst announce thyself asjBuilding-rathin, to'Mrs.Town-

parson as Legations-rathin, to Mrs. Biirgermeister as Court-

rathin, to Mrs. Road-and-toll-surveyor as Commerce-rathin, or

how and where thou pleasest
"

" Ah ! my own too good Attelchen !" said she.

"—But," continued I, " I shall likewise become correspond-

ing member of the several Learned Societies in the several best

capital cities (among which I have only to choose) ; and truly

no common actual member, but a whole honorary member ;

76. Your economical, preaching Poetry apparently supposes that a sur-

gical Stone-cutter is an Artistical one ; and a Pulpit or a Sinai a Hill of the-

Muses.

" Cities of Richter's romance kingdom, Flachsenfingen be sometimes

calls Klein- Wien, Little Vienna.—Eu.
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then thee, as another honorary member, growing out of my
honorary membership, I uphft and exalt."

Pardon me, my Friends, this warm cataplasm, or decep-

tion-balsam for a wounded breast, whose blood is so pure and
precious, that one may be permitted to endeavour, with all pos-

sible stanching-lints and spider-webs, to drive it back into the

fair heart, its home.

But now came bright and brightest hours. I had con-

quered Time, I had conquered myself and Berga : seldom does

a conqueror, as I did, bless both the victorious and the van-

quished party. Berga called back her former Heaven, and
pulled off her dusty boots, and on her flowery shoes. Precious

morning beverage, intoxicating to a heart that loves ! I felt (if

the low figure may be permitted) a double-beer of courage in

me, now that I had one being more to protect. In general it

is my nature—which the honourable Premier seems not to be

fully aware of—to grow bolder not among the bold, but fastest

among poltroons, the bad example acting on me by the rule of

contraries. Little touches may in this case shadow forth man
and wife, without casting them into the shade : When the trim

waiter with his green silk apron brought up cracknels for break-

fast, and I told him : "Johann, for two !" Berga said : "He
would oblige her very much," and called him Herr Johann.

Bergelchen, more familiar with rural burghs than capital

cities, felt a good deal amazed and alarmed at the coffee-trays,

dressing-tables, paper-hangings, sconces, alabaster inkholders,

with Egyptian emblems, as well as at the gilt bell-handle, lying

ready for any one to pull out or to push in. Accordingly, she

had not courage to walk through the hall, with its lustres, purely

because a whistling, whiffling Cap-and-feather was gesturing up

and down in it. Nay, her poor heart was like to fail when she

peeped out of the window at so many gay promenading town's-

people (I was briskly whistling a Gascon air down over them);

and thought that in a little while, at my side, she must break

115. According to Smith, the universal measure of economical value is

Labour. This fact, at least in regard to spiritual and poetical value, we
Germans had discovered before Smith ; and to my knowledge we have always
preferred tlie learned poet to the poet of genius, and the heavy book iuU of

labour to the light one full of sport.
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into the middle of this dazzling courtly throng, in a case like

this, reasons are of less avail than examples. I tried to elevate

my Bergelchen, by reciting some ofmy nocturnal dream-feats ; for

example, how, riding on a whale's back, with a three-pronged

fork, 1 had pierced and eaten three eagles ; and by more of the

like sort : but I produced no effect
;
perhaps, because to the timid

female heart the battle-field was presented rather than the con-

queror, the abyss rather than the overleaper of it.

At this time a sheaf of newspapers was brought me, full of

gallant decisive victories. And though these happen only on

one side, and on the other are just so many defeats, yet the

former somehow assimilate more with my blood than the latter,

and inspire me (as Schiller's Robbers used to do) with a strange

inclination to lay hold of some one, and thrash and curry him
on the spot. Unluckily for the waiter, he had chanced, even

now, like a military host, to stand a triple bell-order for march,

before he would leave his ground and come up. "Sir," began

I, my head full of battle-fields, and my arm of inclination to

baste him ; and Berga feared the very worst, as I gave her the

well-known anger and alarm signal, namely, shoved up my cap

to my hindhead— "Sir, is this your way of treating guests?

Why don't you come promptly ? Don't come so again ; and

now be going, friend !" Although his retreat was my victory,

I still kept briskly cannonading on the field of action, and fired

the louder (to let him hear it), the more steps he descended in

his flight. Bergelchen,—who felt quite horrorstruck at my
fury, particularly in a quite strange house, and at a quality

waiter with silk apron,—mustered all her soft words against the

wild ones of a man-of-war, and spoke of dangers that might

follow. " Dangers," answered I, "are just what 1 seek; but

for a man there are none ; in all cases he will either conquer

or evade them, either show them front or back."

I could scarcely lay aside this indignant mood, so sweet

was it to me, and so much did I feel refreshed by the fire of

4. The Hypocrite does not imitate the old practice, of cutting fruit by a
knife poisoned only on the one side, and giving- the poisoned side to the

victim, the lutter eating the sound side himseU"; on thi: contrary, he so dis-

interestedly inverts this piactice, that to (jthers he shows and gives the sound

moral half, or side, and retains for himself the poisoned one. Heavens 1

compared with such a man, how wicked does the Hevil seem I
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rage, and quickened in my breast as by a benignant stimulant.

It belongs certainly to the class of Unrecognised Mercies (on

which, in ancient times, special sermons were preached), that

one is never more completely in his Heaven and Monplaisir

(a pleasure-palace) than while in the midst of right hearty storm-

ing and indignation. Heavens ! what might not a man of

weight accomplish in this new walk of charity ! The gall-

bladder is for us the chief swimming-bladder and Montgolfier

;

and the filling of it costs us nothing but a contumelious word

or two from some bystander. And does not the whirlwind

Luther, with whom I nowise compare myself, confess, in his

Table-talk, that he never preached, sung, or prayed so well, as

while in a rage ? Truly, he was a man sufficient of himself to

rouse many others into rage.

The whole morning till noon now passed in viewing sights,

and trafficking for wares ; and indeed, for the greatest part, in

the broad street of our Hotel. Berga needed but to press along

with me into the market throng ; needed but to look, and see

that she was decorated more according to the fashion than hun-

dreds like her. But soon, in her care for household gear, she

forgot that of dress, and in the potter-market the toilette-table

faded from her thoughts.

I, for my share, full of true tedium, while gliding after her

through her various marts, with their long cheapenings and

chafferings, merely acted the Philosopher hid within me : I

weighed this empty Life, and the heavy value which is put upon

it, and the daily anxiety of man lest it, this lightest down-fea-

ther of the Earth, fiy off, and feather him, and take him with

it. These thoughts, perhaps, I owe to the street-fry of boys,

who were turning their market-freedom to account, by throwing

stones at one another all round me : for, in the midst of this

tumult, I vividly figured myself to be a man who had never seen

war ; and who, therefore, never having experienced, that often

of a thousand bullets not one will hit, feels apprehensive of these

67. Individual Minds, nay Political Bodies, are like organic bodies : ex-

tract the interior air from them, the atmosphere crushes them together
;

pump off under the bell the exterior resisting air, the interior inflates and
bursts them. Therefore, let every State keep up its internal and its external

resistance both at once.
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few silly stoneS lest they beat-in his nose and eyes. O ! it is

the battle-field alone that sows, manures and nourishes true

courage, courage even for daily, domestic and smallest perils.

For not till he comes from the battle-field can a man both sing

and cannonade ; like the canary-bird, which, though so melo-

dious, so timid, so small, so tender, so solitary, so soft-fea-

thered, can yet be trained to fire off cannon, though cannon of

smaller calibre.

After dinner (in our room), we issued from the Purgatory

of the market-tumult,—where Berga, at every booth, had some-

thing to order, and load her attendant maid with,—into Hea-

ven, into the Dog Inn, as the best Flatz public and pleasure-

house without the gates is named, where, in market - time,

hundreds turn in, and see thousands going by. On the way
thither, my little wife, my elbow-tendril, as it were, had ex-

tracted from me such a measure of courage, that, while going

through the Gate (where I, aware of the military order that you

must not pass near the sentry, threw myself over to the other

side), she quietly glided on, close by the very guns and fixed

bayonets of the City Guard. Outside the wall, I could direct

her with my finger, to the bechained, begrated, gigantic Scha-

backer-Palace, mounting up even externally on stairs, where I

last night had called and (it may be) stormed :
" I had rather

take a peep at the Giant," said she, " and the Dwarf : why else

are we under one roof with them ?"

In the pleasure-house itself we found sufficient pleasure
;

encircled, as we were, with blooming faces and meadows. In

my secret heart, I all along kept looking down, with success,

on Schabacker's refusal ; and till midnight made myself a happy

day of it : I had deserved it, Berga still more. Nevertheless,

about one in the morning, I was destined to find a windmill to

tilt with ; a windmill, which truly lays about it with somewhat

longer, stronger and more numerous arms than a giant, for

which Don Quixote might readily enough have taken it. On
the market-place, for reasons more easily fancied than specified

in words, I let Berga go along some twenty paces before me
;

8. In great Saloons, the real stove is masked into a pretty ornamented

sham stove ; so likewise, it is fit and pretty that a virgin T.ove should always

hide itself in an interesting virgin Friendship.
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and I myself, for these foresaid reasons, retire without maUce
behind a covered booth, the tent most probably of some rude

trader ; and linger there a moment according to circumstances :

lo ! steering hither with dart and spear, comes the Booth-

watcher, and coins and stamps me, on the spot, into a tilcher

and housebreaker of his Booth-street ; though the simpleton

sees nothing but that I am standing in the corner, and doing

anything but—taking. A sense of honour without callosity is

never blunted for such attacks. But how in the dead of night

was a man of this kind, who had nothing in his head—at the

utmost beer, instead of brains—to be enlightened on the truth

of the matter ?

I shall not conceal my perilous resource : I seized the fox

by the tail, as we say ; in other words, I made as if I had been

muddled, and knew not rightly, in my liquor, what I was about

:

I therefore mimicked everything I was master of in this de-

partment ; staggered hither and thither ; splayed out my feet

like a dancing-master ;
got into zigzag in spite of all efforts at

the straight line ; nay, I knocked my good head (perhaps one

of the clearest and emptiest ofthe night), like a full one, against

real posts.

However, the Booth-bailiff, who probably had been oftener

drunk than I, and knew the symptoms better, or even felt them
in himself at this moment, looked upon the whole exhibition as

mere craft, and shouted dreadfully :
" Stop, rascal ; thou art

no more drunk than I ! I know thee of old. Stand, I say, till

I speak to thee ! Wouldst have thy long finger in the market,

too ? 'Stand, dog, or I'll make thee !"

You see the whole nodus of the matter : I whisked away
zigzag among the booths as fast as possible, from the claws of

this rude Tosspot ; yet he still hobbled after me. But my Teu-

toberga, who had heard somewhat of it, came running back ;

clutched the tipsy market-warder by the collar, and said

(shrieking, it is true, in village-wise) :
" Stupid sot, go sleep

the drink out of thy head, or I'll teach thee ! Dost know, then,

whom thou art speaking to ? My husband, Army-chaplain

12. Nations—unlike rivers, wliich precipitate their impurities in level

places and when at rest -drop their baseness just wliilst in the most violent

motion ; and become the dirtier the farther they flow along through lazy flats.
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Schmelzle under General and Minister von Schabacker at Pim-
pelstadt, thou blockhead !— Fye ! Take shame, fellow !" The
watchman mumbled ;

" Meant no harm," and reeled about his

business. " O thou Lioness !" said I, in the transport of love,

"why hast thou never been in any deadly peril, that I might
show thee the Lion in thy husband ?"

Thus lovingly we both reached home ; and perhaps in the

sequel of this Fair day might still have enjoyed a glorious after-

midnight, had not the Devil led my eye to the ninth volume of

Lichtenberg's Works, and the 206th page, where this passage

occurs : " It is not impossible that at a future period, our Che-

mists may light on some means of suddenly decomposing the

Atmosphere by a sort of Ferment. In this way the world may
be destroyed." Ah ! true indeed ! Since the Earth-ball is

lapped up in the larger Atmospheric ball, let but any chemical

scoundrel, in the remotest scoundrel-island, say in New Hol-

land, devise some decomposing substance for the Atmosphere,

like what a spark of fire would be for a powder-wagon : in a

few seconds, the monstrous devouring world-storm catches me
and you in Fiatz by the throat ; my breathing, and the like, in

this choke-air is over, and the whole game ended ! The Earth

becomes a boundless gallows, where the very cattle are hanged :

worm-powder, and bug-hquor, Bradly ant-ploughs, and rat-

poison, and wolf-traps are, in this universal world-trap and
world-poison, no longer specially needful ; and the Devil takes

the whole, in the Bartholomew-night, when this cursed " Fer-

ment" is invented.

From the true soul, however, I concealed these deadly

Night Thoughts ; seeing she would either painfully have sym-

pathised in them, or else mirthfully laughed at them. I merely

gave orders that next morning (Saturday) she was to be stand-

28. When Nature takes the huge old Earth-round, the Earth-loaf, and
kneads it up again, for the purpose of introducing under this pie-crust new-

stuffing and Dwarfs,—she then, for most part, as a mother when baking will

do to her daughters, gives in jest a little fraction of the dough (two or threo

thousand square leagues of such dough are enough for a child) to some
Poetical or i'hilosophical, or Legislative polisher, that so the little elf rflay

have sometliing to be shaping and manufacturing beside its mother. And
when the other young ones get a taste of sisterkin's baking, they all clap

hands, and cry : "Alia, Mother ! canst bake like Stiky here?"
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ing booted and ready, at the outset of the returning coach ; if

bo were she would have me speedily fulfil her wishes in regard

to that stock of Rathships which lay so near her heart. She

rejoiced in my purpose, gladly surrendering the market for such

prospects. I too slept sound, my great toe tied to her finger,

the whole night through.

The Dragoon, next morning, twitched me by the ear, and

secretly whispered into it that he had a pleasant fairing to give

his sister ; and so would ride off somewhat early, on the nag

he had yesterday purchased of the horse-dealer. I thanked

him beforehand.

At the appointed hour, all gaily started from the Staple, I

excepted ; for I still retained, even in the fairest daylight, that

nocturnal Devil's-Ferment and Decomposition (of my cerebral

globe as well as of the Earth-globe) fermenting in my head ; a

proof that the night had not affected me, or exaggerated my
fear. The Blind Passenger, whom I liked so ill, also mounted
along with us, and looked at me as usual, but without effect

;

for on this occasion, when the destruction not of myself only,

but of worlds, was occupying my thoughts, the Passenger was
nothing to me but a joke and a show : as a man, while his leg

is being sawed off, does not feel the throbbing of his heart ; or

amid the humming of cannon, does not guard himself from that

of wasps ; so to me any Passenger, with all the fire-brands he

might throw into my near or distant Future, could appear but

ludicrous, at a time when I was reflecting that the " Ferment"
might, even in my journey between Flatz and Neusattel, be, by
some American or European man of science, quite guiltlessly

experimenting and decomposing, hit upon by accident and let

loose. The question, nay prize-question now, however, were
this :

" In how far, since Lichtenberg's threatening, it may not

appear world-murderous and self-murderous, if enlightened Po-

tentates of chemical nations do not enjoin it on their chemical

subjects, who in their decompositions and separations may so

easily separate the soul from their body, and unite Heaven with

Earth,—not in future to make any other chemical experiments

than those already made, which hitherto have profited the State

rather than harmed it ?"

Unfortunately, I continued sunk in this Domsday of the
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Ferment with all my thoughts and meditations, without, in the

whole course of our return from Flatz to Neusattel, suffering or

observing anything, except that I actually arrived there, and at

the same time saw the Blind Passenger once more go his ways.

My Bergelchen alone had I constantly looked at by the

road, partly that I might still see her, so long as life and eyes

endured
;
partly that, even at the smallest danger to her, be it

a great, or even all-over-sweeping Deluge and World's-doom, I

might die, if noty^r her, at least by her, and so united with

that stanch true heart, cast away a plagued and plaguing life,

in which, at any rate, not half of my wishes for her have been
fulfilled.

So then were my Journey over,—crowned with some Histo-

riolcE ; and in time coming, perhaps, still more rewarded through

you, ye Friends about Flatz, if in these pages you shall find any
well-ground pruning-knives, whereby you may more readily out-

root the weedy tangle of Lies, which for the present excludes

me from the gallant Schabacker :—Only this cursed Ferment
still sits in my head. Farewell then, so long as there are At-

mospheres left us to breathe. I wish I had that Ferment out

of my head.

Yours always,

Attila Schmelzle.

P.S.—My Brother-in-law has kept his promise well, and
Berga is dancing. Particulars in my next

!



LIFE OF QIJINTUS FIXLEIN,

DOWN TO OUR OWN TIMES;

EXTRACTED FROM

FIFTEEN LETTER-BOXES BY JEAN PAUL.

LETTER TO MY FRIENDS.

INSTEAD OF PREFACE.

Merchants, Authors, young Ladies and Quakers, call all persons,

with whom they have any business, Friends ; and my readers accord-

ingly are my table and college Friends. Now, at this time, I am about

presenting so many hundred Friends with just as many hundred gratis

copies ; and my Bookseller has orders to supply each on request, after

the Fair, with his copy—in return for a trifling consideration and don

gratuit to printers, pressmen and other such persons. But as I could

not, like the French authors, send the whole Edition to the binder, the

blank leaf in front was necessarily wanting ; and thus to write a com-

plimentary word or two upon it was out of my power. I have there-

fore caused a few white leaves to be inserted directly after the title-

page : on these we are now printing.

My Book contains the Life of a Schoolmaster, extracted and com-

piled from various public and private documents. With this Biography,

dear Friends, it is the purpose of the Author not so much to procure

you a pleasure, as to teach you how to enjoy one. In truth. King
Xerxes should have offered his prize-medals not for the invention of

new pleasures, but for a good methodology and directory to use the

old ones.

Of ways for becoming happier (not happy) I could never inquire

out more than three. The first, rather an elevated road, is this : To
soar away so far above the clouds of life, that you see the whole external

world, with its wolf-dens, charnel-houses and thunder-rods, lying far

down beneath you, shrunk into a little child's garden. The second is

:

Simply to sink down into this little garden ; and there to nestle your-
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self so snugly, so homewise, in some furrow, that in looking out from

your warm lark-nest, you likewise can discern no wolf-dens, charnel-

houses or thunder-rods, but only blades and ears, every one of which,

for the nest-bird, is a tree, and a sun-screen, and rain-screen. The
third, finally, which I look upon as the hardest and cunningest, is that

of alternating between the other two.

This I shall now satisfactorily expound to men at large.

The Hero, the Reformer, your Brutus, your Howard, your Repub-

lican, he whom civic storm, or genius, poetic storm, impels ; in short,

every mortal with a great Purpose, or even a perennial Passion (were

it but that of writing the largest folios), all these men fence themselves

in by their internal world against the frosts and heats of the external, as

the madman in a worse sense does : every fixed idea, such as rules eveiy

genius, every enthusiast, at least periodically, separates and elevates a

man above the bed and board of this Earth, above its Dog's-grottoes,

buckthorns and Devil's-walls ; like the Bird of Paradise, he slumbers

flying ; and on his outspread pinions, oversleeps unconsciously the

earthquakes and conflagrations of Life, in his long fair dream of his

ideal Motherland.—Alas ! to few is this dream granted ; and these few

are so often awakened by Flying Dogs !'

This skyward track, however, is fit only for the winged portion of

the human species, for the smallest. What can it profit poor quill-

driving brethren, whose souls have not even wing-shells, to say nothing

of wings? Or these tethered persons with the best back, breast and

neck fins, who float motionless in the wicker Fish-box of the State, and

are not allowed to swim, because the Box or State, long ago tied to the

shore, itself swims in the name of the fishes? To the whole standing

and writing host of heavy-laden State-domestics, Purveyors, Clerks of

all departments, and all the lobsters packed together heels over liead

into the Lobster-basket of the Government office-rooms, and for refresh-

ment, sprinkled over with a few nettles ; to these persons, what way of

becoming happy here, can I possibly point out ?

My second merely ; and that is as follows : To take a compound
microscope, and with it to discover, and convince themselves, that their

drop of Burgundy is properly a Red Sea, that butterfly-dust is peacock-

feathers, mouldiness a flowery-field, and sand a heap of jewels. These
microscopic recreations are more lasting than all costly watering-place

recreations.—But I must explain these metaphors by new ones. The
])urpose, for which I have sent Fixleins Life into the Messrs. Liibeks'

Warehouse, is simply that in this same Life,—therefore in this Preface

it is less needful,— 1 may show to the whole Earth that we ought to

value little joys more than great ones, the nightgown more than the

dresscoat ; that Plutus' heaps are worth less than his handfuls, the plum

^ tio are the Vampires called.
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tlian the penny for a rainy clay ; and that not great, but little good-haps
can make us happy.—Can I accomplish this, I shall, through means of

my Book, bring up for Posterity, a race of men finding refreshment in

all things ; in the warmth of their rooms and of their nightcaps ; in

their pillows ; in the three High Festivals ; in mere Apostles' days ; in

the Evening Moral Tales of their wives, when these gentle persons

have been forth as ambassadresses visiting some Dowager Residence,

whither the husband could not be persuaded ; in the bloodletting-day

of these their news-bringers ; in the day of slaughtering, salting, potting

against the rigour of grim winter ; and in all such days. You perceive,

my drift is that man must become a little Tailor-bird, which, not amid
the crashing boughs of the storm -tost, roaring, immeasurable tree of

Life, but on one of its leaves, sews itself a nest together, and there lies

snug. The most essential sermon one could preach to our century,

were a sermon on the duty of staying at home.
The third skyward road is the alternation between the other two.

The foregoing second way is not good enough for man, who here on
Earth should take into his hand not the Sickle only, but also the

Plough. ^\\Q first is too good for him. lie has not always the force,

like Rugendas, in the midst of the Battle to compose Battle-pieces
;

and, like Backhuysen in the Shipwreck, to clutch at no board but the

drawing-board to paint it on. And then his pains are not less lasting

than \\\% fatigues. Still oftener is Strength denied its Arena: it is but

the smallest portion of life that, to a working soul, offers Alps, Revo-
lutions, Rhine-falls, Worms Diets, and Wars with Xerxes ; and for the

whole it is better so : the longer portion of life is a field beaten flat as

a threshing-floor, without lofty Gothard Mountains ; often it is a tedious

ice-field, without a single glacier tinged with dawn.

But even by walking, a man rests and recovers himself for climbing ;

by little joys and duties, for great. The victorious Dictator must con-

trive to plough down his battle Mars-field into a flax and carrot field
;

to transform his theatre of war into a parlour theatre, on which his

children may enact some good pieces from the Children's Fj-iend. Can
he accomplish this, can he turn so softly from the path of poetical hap-

piness into that of household happiness,—then is he little different

from myself, who even now, though modesty might forbid me to dis-

close it—who even now, I say, amid the creation of this Letter, have

been enabled to reflect, that when it is done, so also will the Roses and

Elder-berries of pastry be done, which a sure hand is seething in butter

for the Author of this Work.
As I purpose appending to this Letter a Postscript (at the end of

the Book), I reserve somewhat which I had to say about the Third^

half-satirical half-philosophical part of the Work, till that opportunity.

* Fixlein stands in the middle of the volume
;
preceded by Einer Mus-

VOL. II. H
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Here, out of respect for the rights of a Letter, the Author drops his

half anonymity,'' and for the first time subscribes himself with hii, wAo/e

true name,
Jean Paul P'riedrich Richter.

Hojin Voigtland, i^th 'June 1795.

theil filr Mcidchen (A Jelly-course for Young Ladies) ; and followed by Some
Jus DE Tablette for Men. A small portion of the Preface relating to the

first I have already omitted. Neither of the two has the smallest relation

to Fixlein.~Y.G.
3 J. P. H., Jean Paul Hasus, Jean Paul, &c. have in succession been

Richter's signatures. At present even, his German designation, either in

writing or speech, is never Richter, but Jean Paul.—Ed,



LIFE OF qUINTUS FIXLEIN.

FIRST LETTER-BOX.

Dog-days Vacation. Visits. An Indigent of Quality.

Egidius ZEBED.EUS FixLEiN had just for eight days been

Quintus,* and fairly commenced his teaching duties, when
Fortune tabled out for him four refreshing courses and colla-

tions, besprinkled with flowers and sugar. These were the

four canicular weeks. I could find in my heart, at this hour,

to pat the cranium of that good-man who invented the Dog-

days Vacation : I never go to walk in that season, without

thinking how a thousand downpressed pedagogic persons are

now erecting themselves in the open air ; and the stiff knap-

sack is lying unbuckled at their feet, and they can seek what-

soever their soul desires ; butterflies,—or roots of numbers,

—

or roots of words,—or herbs,—or their native villages.

The last did our Fixlein. He moved not, however, till

Sunday,—for you like to know how holidays taste in the city
;

and then, in company with his Shock and a Ouintaner, or

Fifth-Form boy, who carried his Green nightgown, he issued

through the gate in the morning. The dew was still lying
;

and as he reached the back of the gardens, the children of the

* For understanding many little hints which occur in this Life of Fix-
lein, it will be necessary to bear in mind the following particulars : A Ger-
man Gymnasium, in its complete state, appears to include eight Masters

;

Rector, Conrector, Subrector, Quintus, Quartus. Tertius, &c., to X\^e. first

or lowest. 'Y\\^forms, or classes, again, are arranged in an inverse order;

the Primaner (boys of the Prima, or first form) being the most advanced,
and taught by the Rector ; the Secundancr, by the Conrector, &c., and
therefore the Qiiartaner by the Quintus. In many cases, it would seem, the

number of Teachers is only six; but, in this Flachsenfingen Gymnasium, we
have expiess evidence that there was no curtailment,— Ed.
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Orphan Hospital were uplifting with clear voices their morning
hymn. The city was Flachscnfingen, the village Hukelum,
the dog Schil, and the year of Grace 1791.

"Manikin," said he to the Quintaner, for he liked to speak

as Love, children, and the people of Vienna do, in diminutives,

" Manikin, give me the bundle to the village : run about, and
seek thee a little bird, as thou art thyself, and so have some-

thing to pet too in vacation-time." For the manikin was at

once his page, lackey, room-comrade, train-bearer and gentle-

man-in-waiting ; and the Shock also was his manikin.

He stept slowly along, through the crisped cole-beds, over-

laid with coloured beads of dew ; and looked at the bushes,

out of which, when the morning wind bent them asunder,

there seemed to start a flight of jewel-colibri, so brightly did

they glitter. From time to time he drew the bell-rope of his

—

whistle, that the manikin might not skip away too far ; and he

shortened his league and half of road, by measuring it not in

leagues, but in villages. It is more pleasant for pedestrians

—

for geographers it is not—to count by wersts than by miles.

In walking, our Ouintus farthermore got by heart the few

fields, on which the grain was already reaped.

But now roam slower, Fixlein, through his Lordship's

garden of Hukelum ; not, indeed, lest thy coat sweep away
any tuhp-stamina, but that thy good mother may have time

to lay her Cupid's-band of black taffeta about her smooth

brow. I am grieved to think my fair readers take it ill of her,

that she means first to iron this same band : they cannot know
that she has no maid ; and that today the whole Preceptorial

dinner—the money purveyances the guest has made over to

her three days before—is to be arranged and prepared by
herself, without the aid of any Mistress of the Household

whatever ; for indeed she belongs to the Tiers Etat, being

neither more nor less than a gardener's widow.

You can figure how this true, warm-hearted mother may
have lain in wait all morning for her Schoolman, whom she

loved as the apple of her eye ; since, on the whole populous

Earth, she had not (her first son, as well as her husband, was

dead) any other for her soul, which indeed overflowed with

love ; not any other but her Zcbedaus. Could she ever tell
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you aught about him, I mean aught joyful, without ten times

wiping her eyes ? Nay, did she not once divide her soHtary

Kirmes (or Churchale) cake between two mendicant students,

because she thought Heaven would punish her for so feasting,

while her boy in Leipzig had nothing to feast on, and must

pass the cake-garden like other gardens, merely smelling at it ?

" Dickens ! Thou already, Zebedaus !" said the mother,

giving an embarrassed smile, to keep from weeping, as the

son, who had ducked past the window, and crossed the grassy

threshold without knocking, suddenly entered. For joy she

forgot to put the heater into the smoothing-iron, as her illus-

trious scholar, amid the loud boiling of the soup, tenderly

kissed her brow, and even said Mamma ; a name which

lighted on her breast like downy silk. All the windows were

open ; and the garden, with its flower-essences, and bird-music,

and butterfly-collections, was almost half within the room : but

I suppose I have not yet mentioned that the little garden-

house, rather a chamber than a house, was situated on the

western cape of the Castle garden. The owner had graciously

allowed the widow to retain this dowager-mansion ; as indeed

the mansion would otherwise have stood empty, for he now
kept no gardener.

But Fixlein, in spite of his joy, could not stay long with

her ; being bound for the Church, which, to his spiritual

appetite, was at all times a king's kitchen ; a mother's. A
sermon pleased him simply because it was a sermon, and
because he himself had once preached one. The mother was
contented he should go : these good women think they enjoy

their guests, if they can only give them aught to enjoy.

In the choir, this Free-haven and Ethnic Forecourt of

stranger church-goers, he smiled on all parishioners ; and, as

in his childhood, standing under the wooden wing of an arch-

angel, he looked down on the coifed parterre. His young
years now enclosed him like children in their smiling circle ;

and a long garland wound itself in rings among them, and by

fits they plucked flowers from it, and threw them in his face :

Was it not old Senior Astmann that stood there on the pulpit

Parnassus, the man by whom he had been so often flogged,

while acquiring Greek with him from a grammar written in
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Latin, which he could not explain, yet was forced to walk by
the light of? Stood there not behind the pulpit-stairs the

sacristy-cabin, and in this was there not a church-library of

consequence—no schoolboy could have buckled it wholly in

his book-strap—lying under the minever cover of pastil dust ?

And did it not consist of the Polyglott in folio, which he,

spurred on by Pfeiffer's Critica Sacra, had turned up leaf by
leaf, in his earl}' years, excerpting therefrom the litercz inversce,

majjisculcE, tttitmscitlcs, and so forth, with an immensity of

toil ? And could he not at present, the sooner the more
readily, have wished to cast this alphabetic soft-fodder into

the Hebrew letter-trough, whereto your Oriental Rhizophagi

(Root-eaters) are tied, especially as here they get so little

vowel hard-fodder to keep them in heart ?—Stood there not

close by him the organ-stool, the throne to which, every

Apostle-day, the Schoolmaster had by three nods elevated

him, thence to fetch down the sacred hyssop, the sprinkler of

the Church ?

My readers themselves will gather spirits when they now
hear that our Quintus, during the outshaking of the poor-bag,

was invited by the Senior to come over in the afternoon ; and
to them, it will be little less gratifying than if he had invited

themselves. But what will they say, when they get home with

him to mother and dinner-table, both already clad in their

white Sunday dress ; and behold the large cake which Frau-

lein Thiennette (Stephanie) has rolled from her peel ? In the

first place, however, they will wish to know who she is ?

She is,—for if (according to Lessing) in the very excellence

of the Iliad, we neglect the personalities of its author ; the

same thing will apply to the fate of several authors, for in-

stance to my own ; but an authoress of cakes must not be

forgotten in the excellence of her baking,—Thiennette is a

poor, indigent, insolvent young lady ; has not much, except

years, of which she counts five-and-twenty ; no near relations

living now ; no acquirements (for in literature she does not

even know IVerter) except economical ; reads no books, not

even mine ; inhabits, that is, watches like a wardeness, quite

alone, the thirteen void disfurnished chambers of the Castle of

Hukelum, which belongs to the Dragoon Rittmeister Aufham-
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mer, at present resident in his other mansion of Schadeck : on

occasion, she commands and feeds his soccagers and hand-

maids ; and can write herself By the grace of God,—which,

in the thirteenth century, the country nobles did as well as

princes,—for she lives by the grace of man, at least of woman,
the Lady Rittmeisterinn Aufhammer's grace, who, at all times,

blesses those vassals whom her husband curses. But, in the

breast of the orphaned Thiennette lay a sugared marchpane
heart, which, for very love, you could have devoured : her fate

was hard, but her soul was soft ; she was modest, courteous

and timid, but too much so ;—cheerfully and coldly she re-

ceived the most cutting humiliations in Schadeck, and felt no

pain, and not till some days after did she see it all clearly,

and then these cuts began sharply to bleed, and she wept in

her loneliness over her lot.

It is hard for me to give a light tone, after this deep one,

and to add, that Fixlein had been almost brought up beside

her, and that she, his school-moiety over with the Senior,

while the latter was training him for the dignities of the Third

Form, had learned the Verba Ano7nala along with him.

The Achilles'-shield of the cake, jagged and embossed

with carved work of brown scales, was whirling round in the

Quintus like a swing-wheel of hungry and thankful ideas. Of

that philosophy which despises eating, and of that high breed-

ing which wastes it, he had not so much about him as belongs

to the ungratefulness of such cultivated persons ; but for his

platter of meat, for his dinner of herbs, he could never give

thanks enough.

Innocent and contented, the quadruple dinner-party,—for

the Shock with his cover under the stove cannot be omitted,

—

now began their Feast of Sweet Bread, their Feast of Honour
for Thiennette, their Grove-feast in the garden. It may truly

be a subject of wonder how a man who has not, like the King
of France, four hundred and forty-eight persons (the hundred

and sixty one Gar-gons de la Maison-botiche 1 do not reckon)

in his kitchen, nor a Fruiterie of thirty-one human bipeds, nor

a Pastry-cookery of three-and-twenty, nor a daily expenditure

of 387 livres 21 sous,—how such a man, I say, can eat with

any satisfaction. Nevertheless, to me, a rooking mother is as
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dear as a whole royal cooking household, given rather to feed

upon me than to feed me.—The most precious fragments

which the Biographer and the World can gather from this

meal, consist of here and there an edifying piece of table-talk.

The mother had mucli to tell. Thiennette is this night, she

mentions, for the first time, to put on her morning promenade-

dress of white muslin, as also a satin girdle and steel buckle ;

but, adds she, it will not sit her ; as the Rittmeisterinn (for

this lady used to hang her cast clothes on Thiennette, as

Catholics do their cast crutches and sores on their patron

Saints) was much thicker. Good women grudge each other

nothing, save only clothes, husbands and flax. In the fancy of

the Quintus, by virtue of this apparel, a pair of angel pinions

were sprouting forth from the shoulder-blades of Thiennette :

for him a garment was a sort of hollow half-man, to whom
only the nobler parts and the first principles were wanting :

he honoured these wrappages and hulls of our interior, not as

an Elegant, or a Critic of Beauty, but because it was not

possible for him to despise aught which he saw others honour-

ing. Farther, the good mother read to him, as it were, the

monumental inscription of his father, who had sunk into the

arms of Death in the thirty-second year of his age, from a

cause which I explain not here, but in a future Letter-box,

having too much affection for the reader. Our Quintus could

not sate himself with hearing of his father.

The fairest piece of news was, that Friiulein Thiennette had
sent word today : "he might visit Her Ladyship tomorrow, as

My Lord, his godfather, was to be absent in town." This,

however, I must explain. Old Aufhammer was called Egi-

dius, and was Fixlein's godfather : but he,—though the Ritt-

meisterinn duly covered the cradle of the child with nightly

offerings, with flesh-tithes and grain-tithes,—had frugally made
him no christening present, except that of his name, which

proved to be the very balefulest. For, our Egidius Fixlein,

with his Shock, which, by reason of the French convulsions,

had, in company with other emigrants, run off from Nantes,

was but lately returned from college,—when he and his dog,

as ill luck would have it, went to walk in the Hukelum wood.

Now, as the Quintus w;i'5 ever and anon crying out to his at-
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tendant : " Coosh, Schil" {Couche, Gilles), it must apparently

have been the Devil that had just then planted the Lord of

Aufhammer among the trees and bushes in such a way, that

this whole travestying and docking of his name,—for Gilles

means Egidius,—must fall directly into his ear. Fixlein could

neither speak French, nor any offence to mortal : he knew not

head or tail of what coiiche signified ; a word, which, in Paris,

even the plebeian dogs are now in the habit of saying to their

valets de chiens. But there were three things which Von Auf-

hammer never recalled ; his error, his anger and his word.

The provokee, therefore, determined that the plebeian pro-

voker and honour-stealer should never more speak to him, or

—get a doit from him.

I return. After dinner he gazed out of the little window

into the garden, and saw his path of life dividing into four

branches, leading towards just as many skyward Ascensions
;

towards the Ascension into the Parsonage, and that into the

Castle to Thiennette, for this day ; and towards the third into

Schadeck for the morrow ; and lastly, into every house in

Hukelum as the fourth. And now when the mother had long

enough kept cheerfully gliding about on tiptoe, "not to disturb

him in studying his Latin Bible" (the Vulgata), that is, in

reading the Littei-atur-zeitung, he at last rose to his own feet

;

and the humble joy of the mother ran long after the courageous

son, who dared to go forth and speak to a Senior, quite unap-

palled. Yet it was not without reverence that he entered the

dwelling of his old, rather gray than bald-headed teacher, who
was not only Virtue itself, but also Hunger, eating frequently,

and with the appetite of Pharaoh's lean kine. A schoolman,

that expects to become a professor, will scarcely deign to cast

an eye on a pastor ; but one, who is himself looking up to a

parsonage as to his working-house and breeding-house, knows
how to value such a character. The new parsonage,—as if it

had, like a Casa Santa, crme flying out of Erlangen, or the

Berlin Friedrichs-strasse, and alighted in Hukelum,—was for

the Quintus a Temple of the Sun, and the Senior a Priest of

the Sun. To be Parson there himself, was a thought overlaid

with virgin honey ; such a thought as occurs but one other

time in History, namely, in the head of Hannibal, when he
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projected stepping over the Alps, that is to say, over the

threshold of Rome.
The landlord and his guest formed an excellent bureau

d'esprit : people of office, especially of the same office, have
more to tell each other, namely, their own history, than your

idle May-chafers and Court-celestials, who must speak only of

other people's.—The Senior made a soft transition from his

iron-ware (in the stable furniture), to the golden age of his

Academic life, of which such people like as much to think, as

poets do of their childhood. So good as he was, he still half

joyfully recollected that he had once been less so : but joyful

remembrances of wrong actions are their half repetition, as

repentant remembrances of good ones are their half abolish-

ment.

Courteously and kindly did Zebedaus (who could not even

enter in his Notebook the name of a person of quality without

writing an H, for Herr before it) listen to the Academic Sa-

turnalia of the old gentleman, who in Wittenberg had toped

as well as written, and thirsted not more for the Hippocrene

than for Gukguk.^

Herr Jerusalem has observed, that the barbarism which

often springs up, close on the brightest efflorescence of the

sciences, is a sort of strengthening mudbath, good for avert-

ing the over-refinement, wherewith such efflorescence always

threatens us. I believe that a man who considers how high

the sciences have mounted with our upper classes,—for in-

stance with every Patrician's son in Niirnberg, to whom the

public must present looo florins for studying with,— I believe

that such a man will not grudge the Son of the Muses a cer-

tain barbarous Middle-age (the Burschen or Student Life, as

it is called), which may again so case-harden him that his re-

finement shall not go beyond the limits. The Senior, while in

Wittenberg, had protected the one hundred and eighty Aca-

demic Freedoms,— so many of them has Petrus Rebuffus

summed up,^—against prescription, and lost none except his

' A university beer.
8 From Peter I will copy one or two of these privileges ; the whole of

whicli were once, at the origin of universities, in full force. For instance,

a student can compel a citizt-ii to let him liis house and his horse; an injury,

done even to his relations, must be made good fourfold ; he is not obliged
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moral one, of which truly a man, even in a convent, can sel-

dom make much. This gave our Quintus courage to relate

certain pleasant somersets of his own, which at Leipzig, under

the Incubus-pressure of poverty, he had contrived to execute.

Let us hear him : His landlord, who was at the same time

Professor and Miser, maintained in his enclosed court a whole

community of hens : Fixlein, in company with three room-

mates, without difficulty mastered the rent of a chamber, or

closet : in general their main equipments, like Phoenixes, ex-

isted but in the singular number ; one bed, in which always

the one pair slept before midnight, the other after midnight,

like nocturnal watchmen ; one coat, in which one after the

other they appeared in public, and which, like a watch-coat,

was the national uniform of the company ; and several other

ones. Unities both of Interest and Place. Nowhere can you

collect the stress-memorials and siege-medals of Poverty more
pleasantly and philosophically than at College ; the Academic
burgher exhibits to us how many humorists and Diogeneses

Germany has in it. Our Unitarians had just one thing four

times, and that was hunger. The Quintus related, perhaps

with a too pleasurable enjoyment of the recollection, how one
of this famishing coro invented means of appropriating the

Professor's hens as just tribute, or subsidies. He said (he

was a Jurist), they must once for all borrow a legal fiction

from the Feudal code, and look on the Professor as the soc-

cage tenant, to whom the usufruct of the hen-yard and hen-

house belonged ; but on themselves, as the feudal superiors of

the same, to whom accordingly the vassal was bound to pay

his feudal dues. And now, that the Fiction might follow Na-
ture, continued he,

—

'*fictio seqiiitur naiiiram,"—it behoved
them to lay hoM of said Yule-hens, by direct personal dis-

traint. But into the court-yard there was no getting. The
feudalist, therefore, prepared a fishing-line ; stuck a bread-pill

on the hook, and lowered his fishing-tackle, anglerwise, down

to fulfil the written commands of the Pope ; the neighbourhood must in-

(leiniiily liiin for what is stolen from him; if he and a non-student are living

at variance, tlie latter only can be expelled from the boarding-hoase ; a
Doctor is obliged to support a poor stiulent ; if he is killed, the next ten

liouses are laid under interdict till tlie murderer is discovered ; his legacies

are not :ibridg«?d hy fahiJiu, &c. &c.
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into the court. In a few seconds the barb stuck in a hen's

throat, and the hen now communicating with its feudal supe-

rior, could silently, like ships by Archimedes, be heaved aloft

to the hungry air-fishing society, where, according to circum-

stances, the proper feudal name and title of possession failed

not to be awaiting her : for the updrawn fowls were now deno-

minated Christmas-fowls, now Forest-hens, Bailiff-hens, Pente-

cost and Summer-hens. " I begin," said the angling lord of

the manor, "with taking Riitcher-diies, for so we call the triple

and quintuple of the original quit-rent, when the vassal, as is

the case here, has long neglected payment." The Professor,

like any other prince, observed with sorrow the decreasing

population of his hen-yard, for his subjects, like the Hebrews,

were dying by enumeration. At last he had the happiness,

while reading his lecture,—he was just come to the subject of

Forest Salt ajid Coin Regalities,—to descry, through the win-

dow of his auditorium, a quit-rent hen suspended, like Ignatius

Loyola in prayer, or Juno in her punishment, in middle air :

he followed the incomprehensible direct ascension of the aero-

nautic animal, and at last descried at the upper window the

attracting artist, and animal-magnetiser, who had drawn his

lot for dinner from the hen-yard below. Contrary to all ex-

pectation, he terminated this fowling sport sooner than his

Lecture on Regalities.

Fixlein walked home, amid the vesperal melodies of the

steeple sounding-holes ; and by the road, courteously took oil

his hat before the empty windows of the Castle : houses of

quality were to him like persons of quality, as in India the

Pagoda at once represents the temple and the god. To the

mother he brought feigned compliments, which she repaid

with authentic ones ; for this afternoon she had been over,

with her historical tongue and nature-interrogating eye, visit-

ing the white-muslin Thiennette. The mother was wont to

show her every spare penny which he dropped into her large

empty purse, and so raise him in the good graces of the Friiu-

lein ; for women feel their hearts much more attracted towards

a son, who tenderly reserves for a mother some of his benefits,

than we do to a daughter anxiously caring for her father
;
per-

haps from a hundred causes, and this among the rest, that in
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their experience of sons and husbands they are more used to

tind these persons mere six-feet thunder-clouds, forked water-

spouts, or even reposing tornadoes.

Blessed Quintus ! on whose Life this other distinction like

an order of nobility does also shine, that thou canst tell it

over to thy mother ; as, for example, this past afternoon in

the parsonage. Thy joy flows into another heart, and streams

back from it, redoubled, into thy own. There is a closer ap-

proximating of hearts, and also of sounds, than that of the

Echo; the highest approximation melts Tone and Echo into

Resonance together.

It is historically certain that both of them supped this

evening; and that instead of the whole dinner fragments which
tomorrow might themselves represent a dinner, nothing but

the cake-offering or pudding was laid upon the altar of the

table. The mother, who for her own child would willingly

have neglected not herself only, but all other people, now made
a motion that to the Quintaner, who was sporting out of doors

and baiting a bird instead of himself, there should no crumb of

the precious pastry be given, but only table-bread without the

crust. But the Schoolman had a Christian disposition, and
said that it was Sunday, and the young man liked something

delicate to eat as well as he. Fixlein,—the counterpart of

great men and geniuses,—was inclined to treat, to gift, to

gratify a serving house-mate, rather than a man who is for the

first time passing through the gate, and at the next post-stage

will forget both his hospitable landlord and the last post-

master. On the whole, our Quintus had a touch of honour in

him, and notwithstanding his thrift and sacred regard for

money, he willingly gave it away in cases of honour, and un-

wiUingly in cases of overpowering sympathy, which too pain-

fully filled the cavities of his heart, and emptied those of his

purse. Whilst the Quintaner was exercising \hQ jtis compascui

on the cake, and six arms were peacefully resting on Thien-

nettc's free-table, Fixlein read to himself and the company the

Flachsenfingen Address-calendar ; any higher thing, except

Meusel's Gelehrtes Deutschland,"^ he could not figure : the

7 Literary Germany; a work (I believe of no great merit) which Richter
often twitches in the same style.— Ed.
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Kammerherrs and Raths of the Calendar went tickling over

his tongue like the raisins of the cake ; and of the more rich

church-livings he, by reading, as it were levied a tithe.

He purposely remained his own Edition in Sunday Wove-
paper ; I mean, he did not lay away his Sunday coat, even

when the Prayer-bell tolled ; for he had still much to do.

After supper, he was just about visiting the Fraulein, when
he descried her in person, like a lily dipt in the red twilight, in

the Castle-garden, whose western limit his house constituted,

the southern one being the Chinese wall of the Castle ....
By the way, how I got to the knowledge of all this, what Let-

ter-boxes are, whether I myself was ever there, &c. &c.,—the

whole of this shall, upon my life, be soon and faithfully com-
municated to the reader, and that too in the present Book.

Fixlein hopped forth like a Will-o'-wisp into the garden,

whose flower-perfume was mingling with his supper-perfume.

No one bowed lower to a nobleman than he, not out of ple-

beian servility, nor of self-interested cringing, but because he

thought "a nobleman was a nobleman." But in this case his

bow, instead of falling forwards, fell obliquely to the right, as

it were after his hat : for he had not risked taking a stick

with him ; and hat and stick were his proppage and balance-

wheel, in short, his bowing-gear, without which it was out of his

power to produce any courtly bow, had you offered him the

High Church of Hamburg for so doing. Thiennette's mirthful-

ness soon unfolded his crumpled soul into straight form, and

into the proper tone. He delivered her a long neat Thanksgiv-

ing and Harvest sermon for the scaly cake ; which appeared

to her at once kind and tedious. Young women without the

polish of high life reckon tedious pedantry, merely like snuff-

ing, one of the necessary ingredients of a man : they rever-

ence us infinitely ; and as Lambert could never speak to the

King of Prussia, by reason of his sun-eyes, except in the dark,

so they, I believe, often like better,—also by reason of our

sublime air,—if they can catch us in the dark too. Him
Thiennette edified by the Imperial History of Herr von Auf-

hammer and Her Ladyship his spouse, who meant to put

him, the Quintus, in her will : her he edified by his Literary

History, as relating to himself and the Subrector ; how, for
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instance, he was at present vicariating in the Second Form,

and ruling over scholars as long in stature as himself. And
thus did the two in happiness, among red bean-blossoms, red

may-chafers, before the red of the twilight burning lower and

lower on the horizon, walk to and fro in the garden ; and turn

always with a smile as they approached the head of the an-

cient gardeneress, standing like a window-bust through the

little lattice, which opened in the bottom of a larger one.

To me it is incomprehensible he did not fall in love. I

know his reasons, indeed : in the first place, she had nothing
;

secondly, he had nothing, and school-debts to boot ; thirdly,

her genealogical tree was a boundary-tree and warning-post ;

fourthly, his hands were tied up by another nobler thought,

which, for good cause, is yet reserved from the reader. Never-

theless—Fixlein ! I durst not have been in thy place ! I

should have looked at her, and remembered her virtues and

our school-years, and then have drawn forth my too fusible

heart, and presented it to her as a bill of exchange, or insinu-

ated it as a summons. For I should have considered that she

resembled a nun in two senses, in her good heart and in her

good pastry; that, in spite of her intercourse with male vassals,

she was no Charles Genevieve Louise Auguste Timothd Eon de

Beaumont,^ but a smooth, fair-haired, white-capped dove ; that

she sought more to please her own sex than ours ; that she

showed a melting heart, not previously borrowed from the Cir-

culating Library, in tears, for which in her innocence she rather

took shame than credit.—At the very first cheapening, I

should, on these grounds, have been out with my heart.—Had
I fully reflected, Quintus ! that I knew her as myself ; that her

hands and mine (to wit, had I been thou) had both been guided

by the same Senior to Latin penmanship ; that we too, when
little children, had kissed each other before the glass, to see

whether the two image-children would do it likewise in the

mirror ; that often we had put hands of both sexes into the same
muff, and there played with them in secret ; had I, lastly, con-

sidered tnat we were here standing before the glass-house, now
splendent in the enamel of twilight, and that on the cold panes

of this glass-house we two (she within, I without) had often

' See Sckmelzle's yourney, p. 73.

—

Ed.
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pressed our warm cheeks together, parted only by the thickness

of the glass,—then had I taken this poor gentle soul, pressed

asunder by Fate, and seeing, amid her thunder-clouds, no
higher elevation to part them and protect her than the grave,

and had drawn her to my own soul, and warmed her on my
heart, and encompassed her about with my eyes.

In truth, the Ouintus would have done so too, had not the

above-mentioned nobler thought, which I yet disclose not, kept

him back. Softened, without knowing the cause—(accordingly

he gave his mother a kiss)—and blessed without having had a

literary conversation ; and dismissed with a freight of humble
compliments, which he was to disload on the morrow before

the Dragoon Rittmeisterinn, he returned to his little cottage,

and looked yet a long while out of its dark windows, at the light

ones of the Castle. And then, when the first quarter of the

moon was setting, that is, about midnight, he again, in the cool

sigh of a mild, fanning, moist and directly heart-addressing

night-breeze, opened the eyelids of a sight already sunk in

dreaming

Sleep, for today thou hast done naught ill ! I, whilst the

drooping shut flower-bell of thy spirit sinks on thy pillow, will

look forth into the breezy night over thy morning footpath,

which, through the translucent little wood, is to lead thee to

Schadeck, to thy patroness. All prosperity attend thee, thou

foolish Ouintus !

—

SECOND LETTER-BOX.

Prau von Aufhammer. Childhood-Resonance. Authorcraft.

The early piping which the little thrush last night adopted

by the Quintaner from its nest, started for victual about two

o'clock, soon drove out Quintus into his clothes ; whose calen-

der-press and parallel-ruler the hands of his careful mother had

been, for she would not send him to the Rittmeisterinn "like

a

runagate dog." The Shock was incarcerated, the Quintaner

taken with him, as likewise many wholesome rules from Mother

Fixlein, how to conduct himself towards the Rittmeisterinn.

But the son answered : " Mamma, when a man has been in
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company, like nie, with high people, with a Fraulein Thien-

nette, he soon knows whom he is speaking to, and what polished

manners and Saver di veaver {Scn>oir vivrc) require."

He arrived with the Qiiintaner, and green fingers (dyed with

the leaves he had plucked on the path), and with a half-nibbled

rose between his teeth, in presence of the sleek lackeys of Scha-

deck.— If women are flowers,—though as often silk and Italian

and gum-flowers as botanical ones,—then was Frau von Auf-

hammer a ripe flower, with (adipose) neck-bulb, and tuberosity

(of lard). Already, in the half of her body, cut away from life

by the apoplexy, she lay upon her lard-pillow but as on a softer

grave : nevertheless, the portion of her that remained was at

once lively, pious and proud. Her heart was a flowing cornu-

copia to all men, yet this not from philanthropy, but from
rigid devotion : the lower classes she assisted, cherished and
despised, regarding nothing in them, except it were their piety.

She received the bowing Quintus with the back-bowing air

of a patroness
;
yet she brightened into a look of kindliness at

his disloading of the compUments from Thiennette.

She began the conversation, and long continued it alone,

and said,—yet without losing the inflation of pride from her

countenance :
" She should soon die ; but the god-children of

her husband she would remember in her will." Farther, she

told him directly in the face, which stood there all over-written

with the Fourth Commandment before her, that " he must not

build upon a settlement in Hukelum ; but to the Flachsenfingen

Conrectorate (to which the Biirgermeister and Council had the

right of nomination), she hoped to promote him, as it was from
the then Biirgermeister that she bought her coffee, and from

the Town-Syndic (he drove a considerable wholesale and retail

trade in Hamburg candles) that she bought both her wax and
tallow lights."

And now by degrees he arrived at his humble petition, when
she asked him sick-news of Senior Astmann, who guided him-

self more by Luther's Catechism than by the Catechism of

Health. She was Astmann's patroness in a stricter than eccle-

siastical sense ; and she even confessed that she would soon

follow this true shepherd of souls, when she heard, here at Scha-

.deck, the sound of his funeral-bell. Such strange chemical af-

VOL. II, I
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finities exist between our dross and our silver veins ; as, for ex-

ample, here between Pride and Love : and I could wish that

we would pardon this hypostatic union in all persons, as readily

as we do it in the fair, who, with all their faults, are neverthe-

less by us,-—as, according to Du Fay, iron, though mixed with

any other metal, is, by the magnet,—attracted and held fast.

Supposing even that the Devil had, in some idle minute,

sown a handful or two of the seeds of Envy in our Quintus'

soul, yet they had not sprouted ; and today especially they did

not, when he heard the praises of a man who had been his

teacher, and who,—what he reckoned a Titulado of the Earth,

not from vanity but from piety,—was a clergyman. So much,

however, is, according to History, not to be denied : That he now
straightway came forth with his petition to the noble lady, signi-

fying that " indeed he would cheerfully content himself for a few

years in the school ; but yet in the end he longed to be in some
small quiet priestly office." To her question, " But was he

orthodox ?" he answered, that " he hoped so ; he had in Leip-

zig, not only attended all the public lectures of Dr. Burscher

but also had taken private instructions from several sound

teachers of the faith, well knowing that the Consistorium, in its

examinations as to purity of doctrine, was now more strict than

formerly."

The sick lady required him tO make a proof-shot, namely,

to administer to her a sick-bed exhortation. By Heaven ! he

administered to her one of the best. Her pride of birth now
crouched before his pride of office and priesthood ; for though

he could not, with the Dominican monk, Alanus de Rupe, be-

lieve that a priest was greater than God, inasmuch as the latter

could only make a World, but the former a God (in the mass)
;

yet he could not but fall-in with Hostiensis, who shows that the

priestly dignity is seven thousand six hundred and forty-four

times greater than the kingly, the Sun being just so many times

greater than the Moon.—But a Rittmeisterinn—j-/^d? shrinks into

absolute nothing before a parson.

In the servants' hall he applied to the lackeys for the last

annual series of the Hamburg Political yournalj perceiving,

that with these historical documents of the time, they were

scandalously papering the buttons of travelling raiment. In
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gloomy harvest evenings, he could now sit down and read for

himself what good news were transpiring in the political world

—twelve months ago.

On a Triumphal Car, full-laden with laurel, and to which

Hopes alone were yoked, he drove home at night, and by the

road advised the Quintaner not to be puffed up with any earthly

honour, but silently to thank God, as himself was now doing.

The thickset blooming grove of his four canicular weeks,

and the flying tumult of blossoms therein, are already painted

on three of the sides. 1 will now clutch blindfold into his days,

and bring out one of them : one smiles and sends forth its per-

fumes like another.

Let us take, for instance, the Saint's day of his mother,

Clara, the twelfth of August. In the morning, he had peren-

nial, fireproof joys, that is to say. Employments. For he was

writing, as I am doing. Truly, if Xerxes proposed a prize for

the invention of a new pleasure, any man who had sat down to

write his thoughts on the prize-question, had the new pleasure

already among his fingers. I know only one thing sweeter than

making a book, and that is, to project one. Fixlein used to

write little works, of the twelfth part of an alphabet in size,

which in their manuscript state he got bound by the bookbinder

in gilt boards, and betitled with printed letters, and then in-

serted them among the literary ranks of his book-board. Every

one thought they were novelties printed in writing types. He
had laboured,— I shall omit his less interesting performances,

—at a Collection of Errors of the Press, in German writings :

he compared Errata with each other ; showed which occurred

most frequently ; observed that important results were to be

drawn from this, and advised the reader to draw them.

Moreover, he took his place among the German Masorites,

He observes with great justice in his Preface :
" The Jews had

their Masora to show, which told them how often every letter

was to be found in their Bible ; for example, the Aleph (the A>

42,377 times ; how many verses there are in which all the con-

sonants appear (there are 26 verses), or only eighty (there are

3) ; how many verses we have into which 42 words and 160

consonants enter (there is just one, Jeremiah xxi. 7) ; which is
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the middle letter in certain books (in the Pentateuch, it is in

Leviticus xi. 42, the noble V'-^), or in the whole Bible itself, liut

where have we Christians any similar Masora for Luther's

Bible to show ? Has it been accurately investigated which is

the middle word, or the middle letter here, which vowel appears

seldomest, and how often each vowel ? Thousands of Bible-

Christians go out of the world, without ever knowing that the

German A occurs 323,015 times (therefore above 7 times

oftener than the Hebrew one) in their Bible."

I could wish that inquirers into Biblical Literature among
our Reviewers would publicly let me know, if on a more accu-

rate summation they find this number incorrect.''' '-

Much also did the Ouintus collect : he had a fine Almanac
Collection, a Catechism a.nd Patnphlet Collection ; also a Collec-

tion of Advertisements, which he began, is not so incomplete

as you most frequently see such things. He puts high value

on his Alphabetical Lexicon of German Subscribers for Books,

where my name also occurs among the J's.

But what he liked best to produce were Schemes of Books.

Accordingly, he sewed together a large work, wherein he merely

advised the Learned of things they ought to introduce in Lite-

rary History, which History he rated some ells higher than

Universal or Imperial History. In his Prolegomena to this

performance, he transiently submitted to the Literary republic

that Hommel had given a register of Jurists who were sons of

wh—, of others who had become Saints ; that Baillet enume-

rates the Learned who meant to write something ; and Ancillon

those who wrote nothing at all ; and the Liibeck Superintend-

ent Gotze, those who were shoemakers, those who were drowned

;

and Bernhard those whose fortunes and history before birth

were interesting. This (he could now continue) should, as it

seems, have excited us to similar muster-rolls and matriculu-

" As in the State.— [V. or Von, de, of, being the symbol of the nobility,

the middle order of the State.

—

Ed.]
1" In Erlang, my petition has been granted. The PihJe Institution of

that town have found instead of the 116,301 A's, which Kixlein at first pre-

tended with such certainty to find in the Rible-books (wliich false number
was accordingly given in the first Edition of this work, p. 81), the above-
mentioned 323, oi^ ; which (uncommonly singular) is precisely the sum of

all the letters in the Koran put together. See Liideke'^ Bcschr. des Tiirk.

Relchs (Ltideke's Description of the Turkish Empire, New edition, 1780).
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tions of other kinds of Learned ; whereof he proposed a few :

for example, of the Learned who were unlearned ; of those who
were entire rascals ; of such as wore their own hair,—of cue-

preachers, cue-psalmists, cue-annalists, and so forth ; of the

Learned who had worn black leather breeches, of others who
had worn rapiers ; of the Learned who had died in their

eleventh year,—in their twentieth—twenty-first, &c.,—in their

hundred and fiftieth, of which he knew no instance, unless the

Beggar Thomas Parr might be adduced ; of the Learned who
wrote a more abominable hand than the other Learned (where-

of we know only Rolfinken and his letters, which were as long

as his hands^^) ; or of the Learned who had dipt nothing from

each other but the beard (whereof no instance is known, save

that of Philelphus and Timotheus^-).

Such by-studies did he carry on along with his official

labours : but I think the State in viewing these matters is

actually mad ; it compares the man who is great in Philosophy

and Belles Lettres at the expense of his jog-trot officialities, to

concert-clocks, which, though striking their hours in tiute-melo-

dies, are worse timekeepers than your gross stupid steeple-

clocks.

To return to St. Clara's day. Fixlein, after such mental

exertions, bolted out under the music-bushes and rustling-trees
;

and returned not again out of warm Nature, till plate and chair

were already placed at the table. In the course of the repast,

something occurred which a Biographer must not omit : for his

mother had, by request, been wont to map out for him, during

the process of mastication, the chart of his child's-world, relat-

ing all the traits which in any way prefigured what he had now
grown to. This perspective sketch of his early Past, he com-
mitted to certain little leaves, which merit our undivided atten-

tion. For such leaves exclusively, containing scenes, acts,

plays of his childhood, he used chronologically to file and ar-

range in separate drawers in a little child's-desk of his ; and
thus to divide his Biography, as Moser did his Publicistic Ma-

1^ Paravicini Si?igularia de viri!; Claris. Cefit. /. 2.

1- Fjusd. Cent. II . Philelphus quarrelled with the Greek about the

quantity of a syllable: the prize or bet was the beard of the vanquished.
Tiniofheus iost his.
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terials, into separate letter-boxes. He had boxes or drawers for

memorial-letters of his twelfth, of his thirteenth, fourteenth, &c.

of his twenty-first year, and so on. Whenever he chose to con-

clude a day of pedagogic drudgery by an evening of peculiar

rest, he simply pulled out a letter-drawer, a register-bar in his

Life-hand-organ, and recollected the whole.

And here must I in reference to those reviewing Mutes, who
may be for casting the noose of strangulation round my neck,

most particularly beg, that, before doing so on account of my
Chapters being called Letter-boxes, they would have the good-

ness to look whose blame it was, and to think whether I could

possibly help it, seeing the Quintus had divided his Biography

into such Boxes himself : they have Christian bowels.

But about his elder brother he put no saddening question

to his mother : this poor boy a peculiar Fate had laid hold of,

and with all his genial endowment, dashed to pieces on the ice-

berg of Death. For he chanced to leap on an ice-board that

had jammed itself among several others ; but these recoiled,

and his shot forth with him ; melted away as it floated under

his feet, and so sunk his heart of fire amid the ice and waves.

It grieved his mother that he was not found, that her heart had

not been harrowed by the look of the swoln corpse.—O good

mother, rather thank God for it !

—

After breakfast, to fortify himself with new vigour for his

desk, he for some time strolled idly over the house, and, like a

Police Fire-inspector, visited all the nooks of his cottage, to

gather from them here and there a live ember from the ash-

covered rejoicing-fire of his childhood. He mounted to the

garret, to the empty bird-coops of his father, who in winter had

been a birder ; and he transiently reviewed the lumber of his

old playthings, which were lying in the netted enclosure of a

large canary bieeding-cage. In the minds of children, it is re-

gular little forms, such as those of balls and dies, that impress

and express themselves most forcibly. From this may the reader

explain to himseh Fixlein's delight in the red acorn-blockhouse,

in the sparwork glued together out of white chips and husks of

potato-plums, in the cheerful glass-house of a cube-shaped lan-

tern, and other the like products ol his early architecture. The
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following, however, I explain quite differently : he had ventured,

without leave given from any lord of the manor, to build a clay

house ; not for cottagers, but for flies ; and which, therefore,

you could readily enough have put in your pocket. This fly-

hospital had its glass windows, and a red coat of colouring, and

very many alcoves, and three balconies : balconies, as a sort

of house within a house, he had loved from of old so much, that

he could scarcely have liked Jerusalem well, where (according

to Lightfoot) no such thing is permitted to be built. From the

glistening eyes, with which the architect had viewed his tenantry

creeping about the windows or feeding out of the sugar-trough,

—for, like the Count St. Germain, they ate nothing but sugar,

—

from this joy an adept in the art of education might easily have

prophesied his turn for household contraction ; to his fancy, in

those times, even gardeners'-huts were like large waste Arks

and Halls, and nothing bigger than such a fly-Louvre seemed

a true, snug, citizen's-house. He now felt and handled his old

high child's-stool, which had, in former days, resembled the

Secies Exploratoria of the Pope ; he gave his child's-coach a

tug and made it run ; but he could not understand what balsam

and holiness so much distinguished it from all other child's-

coaches. He wondered that the real sports of children should

not so dehght him, as the emblems of these sports, when the

child that had carried them on was standing grown up to man-

hood in his presence.

Before one article in the house he stood heart-melted and

sad ; before a little angular clothes-press, which was no higher

than my table, and which had belonged to his poor drowned

brother. When the boy with the key of it was swallowed by

the waves, the excruciated mother had made a vow that this

toy-press of his should never be broken up by violence. Most

probably there is nothing in it, but the poor soul's playthings.

Let us look away from this bloody urn.

Bacon reckons the remembrances ofchildhood among whole-

some medicinal things ; naturally enough, therefore, they a>cted

like a salutary digestive on the Quintus. He could now again

betake him with new heart to his desk, and produce something

quite peculiar—petitions for church-livings. He took the Ad-

dress-calendar, and for every country parish that he found in
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it, got a petition in readiness ; which he then laid aside, till

such time as the present incumbent should decease. For Hu-
kelum alone he did not solicit.— It is a pretty custom in Flachs-

enfingen that for every office which is vacant, you are required,

if you want it, to sue. As the higher use of Prayer consists

not in its fulfilment, but in its accustoming you to pray ; so like-

wise petitionary papers ought to be given in, not indeed that

you may get the office,—this nothing but your money can do,

—but that you may learn to write petitions. In truth, if among
the Calmucks, the turning of a calabash^^ stands in the place

of Prayer, a slight movement of the purse may be as much as

if you supplicated in words.

Towards evening—it was Sunday—he went out roving over

the village ; he pilgrimed to his old sporting-places, and to the

common where he had so often driven his snails to pasture ;

visited the peasant, who, from school-times upwards, had been

wont, to the amazement of the rest, to thou^^ him ; went, an

Academic Tutor, to the Schoolmaster ; then to the Senior
;

then to the Episcopal-barn or church. This last no mortal un-

derstands, till I explain it. The case was this : some three-

and-forty years ago, a fire had destroyed the church (not the

steeple), the parsonage, and—what was not to be replaced

—

the church-records. (For this reason, it was only the smallest

portion of the Hukelum people that knew exactly how old they

were ; and the memory of our Quintus himself vibrated between

adopting the thirty-third year and the thirty-second.) In con-

sequence, the preaching had now to be carried on where for-

merly there had been thrashing ; and the seed of the divine

word to be turned over on the same threshing-floor with natural

'•^ Tlieir prayer-barrel, Kiiiiidu, is a hollowed shell, a calabash, full of

unrolled formulas of prayer ; tliey sway it from side to side, and then it

works. More philosophically viewed, since in prayer the feeling only is of

consequence, it is much the same whether this express itself by motion of

the mouth or of the calabash.
!* In German, as in some other languages, the common mode of address

is by the third person : plural, it indicates respect ; singular, command

:

the second person is also used
;

plural, it generally denotes indifference
;

singular, great familiarity, and sometimes its product, contempt. Dutzen.
freund, Thouim^-friend , is tiie strictest term of intimacy; and among the

wild Burschen (Students) many a duel (happily, however, often ending like

the Polemo-Midinta in one drop of blood) has been fought, in consequence
of saying Du (thou) and .S'/> (they) in (he wrong place.

—

Kd.
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corn-seed. The Chanter and the Schoolboys took up the thresh-

ing-floor ; the female mother-church-people stood on the one

sheaves-loft, the Schadeck womankind on the other ; and their

husbands clustered pyramidically, like groschen and farthing-

gallery men, about the barn-stairs ; and far up on the straw-

loft, mixed souls stood listening. A little flute was their organ,

an upturned beer-cask their altar, round which they had to

walk. I confess, I myself could have preached in such a place,

not without humour. The Senior (at that time still a Junior),

while the parsonage was building, dwelt and taught in the Castle :

it was here, accordingly, that Fixlein had learned the Irregular

Verbs with Thiennette.

These voyages of discovery completed, our Hukelum voy-

ager could still, after evening prayers, pick leaf-insects, with

Thiennette, from the roses ; worms from the beds, and a Hea-

ven of joy from every minute. Every dew-drop was coloured

as with oil of cloves and oil of gladness ; every star was a

sparkle from the sun of happiness ; and in the closed heart of

the maiden, there lay near to him, behind a little wall of sepa-

ration (as near to the Righteous man behind the thin wall of

Life), an outstretched blooming Paradise I mean, she

loved him a little.

He might have known it, perhaps. But to his compressed

delight he gave freer vent, as he went to bed, by early recollec-

tions on the stair. For in his childhood he had been accus-

tomed, by way of evening-prayer, to go over, under his cover-

lid, as it were, a rosary, including fourteen Bible Proverbs, the

first verse of the Psalm, " All people that on Earth," the Tenth

Commandment, and, lastly, a long blessing. To get the sooner

done with it, he had used to begin his devotion, not only on the

stair, but before leaving that place where Alexander studied men,

and Semler stupid books. Moored in the haven of the down-

waves, he was already over with his evening supplication ; and

could now, without farther exertion, shut his eyes and plump

into sleep. Thus does there lurk, in the smallest homiin-

adtts, the model of—the Catholic Church.

So far the Dog-days of Quintus Zebediius Egidius Fixlein.

— I, for the second time, close a Chapter of this Life, as Life

itself is closed, with a sleep.
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THIRD LETTER-BOX.

Christmas Recollections. New Occurrence.

For all of us the passage to the grave is, alas t a string of

empty insipid days, as of glass pearls, only here and there di-

vided by an orient one of price. But you die murmuring, un-

less, like the Quintus, you regard your existence as a drum ;

this has only one single tone, but variety of time gives the sound

of it cheerfulness enough. Our Quintus taught in the Fourth

Class ; vicariated in the Second ; wrote at his desk by night
;

and so lived on in the usual monotonous fashion—all the time

from the Holidays—till Christmas-eve, 1791 ; and nothing was

remarkable in his history except this same eve, which I am now
about to paint.

But I shall still have time to paint it, after, in the first place,

explaining shortly how, like birds of passage, he had contrived

to soar away over the dim cloudy Harvest. The secret was, he

set upon the Hamburg Political Journal, with which the lackeys

of Schadeck had been for papering their buttons. He could

now calmly, with his back at the stove, accompany the winter

campaigns of the foregoing year ; and fly after every battle, as

the ravens did after that of Pharsalia. On the printed paper

he could still, with joy and admiration, walk round our German
triumphal arches and scaffoldings for fireworks : while to the

people in the town, who got only the newest newspapers, the

very fragments of these our trophies, maliciously torn down by

the French, were scarcely discernible ; nay, with old plans he

could drive back and discomfit the enemy, while later readers

in vain tried to resist them with new ones.

Moreover, not only did the facility of conquering the French

prepossess him in favour of this journal ; but also the circum-

stance that it—cost him nothing. His attachment to gratis

reading was decided. And does not this throw hght on the

fact, that he, as Morhof advised, was wont sedulously to collect

the separate leaves of waste-paper books as they came from the

grocer, and to rake among the same, as Virgil did in Ennius ?

Nay, for him the grocer was a Fortius (the scholar), or a Frede-

rick (the king), both which persons were in the habit of simply
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cutting from complete book such leaves as contained anything.

It was also this respect for all waste-paper that inspired him
with such esteem for the aprons of French cooks, which it is

well known consist of printed paper ; and he often wished some
German would translate these aprons : indeed I am willing to

believe that a good version of more than one of such paper

aprons might contribute to elevate our Literature (this Muse d

belles/esses), and serve her in place of drivel-bib.—On many
things a man puts aipretiujn affectionis, simply because he hopes

he may have half stolen them : on this principle, combined with

the former, our Quintus adopted into his belief anything he

could snap away from an open Lecture, or as a visitor in class-

rooms ; opinions only for which the Professor must be paid, he

rigorously examined.— I return to the Christmas-eve.

At the very first, Egidius was glad, because out of doors

millers and bakers were at fisty-cuffs (as we say of drifting snow
in large flakes), and the ice-flowers of the window were blossom-

ing ; for external frost, with a snug warm room, was what he

liked. He could now put fir-wood into his stove, and Mocha
coffee into his stomach ; and shove his right foot (not into the

slipper, but) under the warm side of his Shock, and also on the

left keep swinging his pet Starling, which was pecking at the

snout of old Schil ; and then with the right hand—with the left

he was holding his pipe—proceed, so undisturbed, so intrenched,

so cloud-capt, without the smallest breath of frost, to the highest

enterprise which a Quintus can attempt,—to writing the Class-

prodromus of the Flachsenfingen Gymnasium, namely, the

eighth part thereof. I hold the Jirsi pointing in the history of

a literary man to be more important than theyfrj/ printing in

the history of Letters : Fixlein could not sate himself with spe-

cifying what he purposed, God willing, in the following year, to

treat of ; and accordingly, more for the sake of printing than

of use, he farther inserted three or four pedagogic glances at

the plan of operations to be followed by his schoolmaster col-

leagues as a body.

He lastly introduced a few dashes, by way of hooking his

thoughts together ; and then laid aside the Opus, and would no

longer look at it, that so, when printed, he might stand aston-

ished at his own thoughts. And now he could take the Leip-
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z'lg Fair Catalogue, which he purchased yearly, instead of the

books therein, and open it without a sigh : he too was in print,

as well as I am.

The happy fool, while writing, had shaken his head, rubbed

his hands, hitched about on his chair, puckered his face, and

sucked the end of his cue.—He could now spring up about

five o'clock in the evening, to recreate himself ; and across the

magic vapour of his pipe, like a new-caught bird, move up and

down in his cage. On the warm smoke, the long galaxy of

street-lamps was gleaming ; and red on his bed-curtains lay

the fitful reflection of the blazing windows, and illuminated trees

in the neighbourhood. And now he shook away the snow of

Time from the winter-green of Memory ; and beheld the fair

years of his childhood, uncovered, fresh, green and balmy,

standing afar off before him. From his distance of twenty

years, he looked into the quiet cottage of his parents, where

his father and his brother had not yet been reaped away by

the sickle of Death. He said to himself: " I will go through

the whole Christmas-eve from the very dawn, as I had it of

old."

At his very rising he finds spangles on the table ; sacred

spangles from the gold-leaf and silver-leaf, with which the

Christ-child^'' has been emblazoning and coating his apples and

nuts, the presents of the night.—^On the mint-balance of joy,

this metallic foam pulls heavier than the golden calves, and

golden Pythagoras'-legs, and golden Philistine-mice of weal-

thier capitalists.—Then came his mother, bringing him both

Christianity and clothes : for in drawing on his trousers, she

easily recapitulated the Ten Commandments, and, in tying his

garters, the Apostles' Creed. So soon as candle-light was over,

and day-light come, he clambers to the arm of the settle, and

then measures the nocturnal growth of the yellow wiry grove

of Christmas-Birch ; and devotes far less attention than usual

i"" These antique Christma.s festivities Richter describes with equal _^//.r/o

in another work [Briefe iind '/.ukihiftige Lebendeynf) ; where tlie Christ-

child (falsely reported to the young ones, to have been seen flying througli

the air, with gold wings); the Bircli-bough fixed in a corner of the room,

and by him made to grow; the frnit, of gilt sweetmeats, apples, nuts, whirh

/for good boys) it suddenly produces, ike. &c.. are sjiecified with the same

fidelity as here.— l*"n.
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to the little white winter-flowcrage, which the seeds shaken

from the bird-eage are sending forth in the wet joints of the

window-panes.— I nowise grudge J. J. Rousseau his Flora Pe-

ti insularis j^^' but let him also allow our Quintus his IVifidoiu-

llora,—There was no such thing as school all day ; so he had

time enough to seek his Butcher (his brother), and commence
(when could there be liner frost for it ?) the slaughtering of

their winter-meat. Some days before, the brother, at the peril

of his life and of a cudgeUing, had caught their stalled beast

—

so they called the sparrow—under a window-sill in the Castle.

Their slaughtering wants not an axe (of wood), nor puddings,

nor potted meat.—About three o'clock the old Gardener, whom
neighbours have to call the Professor of Gardening, takes his

place on his large chair, with his Cologne tobacco-pipe ; and

after this no mortal shall work a stroke. He tells nothing but

Hes ; of the aeronautic Christ-child, and the jingling Ruprecht

with his bells. In the dusk, our little Quintus takes an apple;

divides it into all the figures of stereometry, and spreads the

fragments in two heaps on the table : then as the lighted can-

dle enters, he starts up in amazement at the unexpected pre-

sent, and says to his brother :
" Look what the good Christ-

child has given thee and me ; and I saw one of his wings glit-

tering." And for this same glittering he himself lies in wait the

whole evening.

About eight o'clock,—here he walks chiefly by the chronicle

of his letter-drawer,—both of them, with necks almost excori-

ated with washing, and in clean linen, and in universal anxiety

lest the Holy Christ-child find them up, are put to bed. What
a magic night !—What tumult of dreaming hopes !—The popu-

lous, motley, ghttering cave of Fancy opens itself, in the length

of the night, and in the exhaustion of dreamy effort, still darker

and darker, fuller and more grotesque ; but the awakening

gives back to the thirsty heart its hopes. All accidental tones,

the cries of animals, of watchmen, are, for the timidly devout

Fancy, sounds out of Heaven ; singing voices of Angels in the

air, church-music of the morning worship.

Ah ! it was not the mere Lubberland of sweetmeats and

i** Which he purposed to make for his Island of St. Pierre in the Bienne
Lake.
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playthings which then, with its perspective, stormed like a river

of joy against the chambers of our hearts ; and which yet, in

the moonlight of memory, with its dusky landscapes, melts our

souls in sweetness. Ah ! this was it, that then for our bound-

less wishes there were still boundless hopes : but now reality

is round us, and the wishes are all that we have left

!

At last came rapid lights from the neighbourhood playing

through the window on the walls, and the Christmas trumpets,

and the crowing from the steeple, hurries both the boys from

their bed. With their clothes in their hands, without fear for

the darkness, without feeling for the morning-frost, rushing,

intoxicated, shouting, they hurry down -stairs into the dark

room. Fancy riots in the pastry and fruit-perfume of the still

eclipsed treasures, and paints her air-castles by the glimmer-

ing of the Hesperides-fruit with which the Birch-tree is loaded.

While their mother strikes a light, the falling sparks sportfully

open and shroud the dainties on the table, and the many-
coloured grove on the wall ; and a single atom of that fire

bears on it a hanging garden of Eden.

—On a sudden all grew light ; and the Quintus got—the

Conrectorship, and a table-clock.

FOURTH LETTER-BOX.

Office-brokage. Discovery of the protnised Secret. Hans von Fiichslcin.

For while the Quintus, in his vapoury chamber, was thus

running over the sounding-board of his early years, the Raths-

diener, or City-officer, entered with a lantern and the Presenta-

tion ; and behind him the courier of the Frau von Aufhammer
with a note and a table-clock. The Rittmeisterinn had trans-

formed her payment for the Dog-days sickbed-exhortation into

a Christmas present ; which consisted, first, of a table-clock,

with a wooden ape thereon, starting out when the hours struck,

and drumming along with every stroke ; secondly, of the Con-

rectorate, which she had procured for him.

As in the public this appointment from the private Flachs-

enfingen Council has not been judged of as it deserved, I
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consider it my duty to offer a defence for the body corporate
;

and that rather here, than in the Reichsanzciger or Imperial

Indicator.— I have already mentioned, in the Second Letter-

Box, that the Town-Syndic drove a trade in Hamburg candles

;

and the then Biirgermeister in coffee-beans, which he sold as

well whole as ground. Their joint traffic, however, which they

carried on exclusively, was in the eight School-offices of Flachs-

enfingen : the other members of the Council acting only as

bale-wrappers, shopmen and accountants in the Council ware-

room. A Council-house, indeed, is like an India-house, where

not only resolutions or appointments, but also shoes and cloth,

are exposed to sale. Properly speaking, the Councillor de-

rives his freedom of office-trading from that principle of the

Roman Law : Cut jus est donandi, eidem et vendendl jus est,

that is to say. He who has the right of giving anything away,

has also a right to dispose of it for money, if he can. Now
as the Council-members have palpably the right of conferring

offices gratis, the right of selling them must follow of course.

Short Extra-word on Appointment-brokers in general.

My chief anxiety is lest the Academy-product-sale-Commis-

sion^^ of the State carry on its office-trade too slackly. And
what but the commonweal must suffer in the long-run, if im-

portant posts are distributed, not according to the current

cash, which is laid down for them, but according to connexions,

relationships, party recommendations, and bowings and cring-

ings ? Is it not a contradiction, to charge titulary offices

dearer than real ones ? Should not one rather expect that the

real Hofrath would pay higher by xh&alteruin tantum than the

mere titulary Hofrath ?—Money, among European nations, is

now the equivalent and representative of value in all things,

and consequently in understanding ; the rather as a head is

stamped on it : to pay down the purchase-money of an office

is therefore neither more nor less than to stand an examen
rigorosum, which is held by a good schema examinandi. To
invert this, to pretend exhibiting your qualifications, in place of

these their surrogates, and assignates and monnoie de confiance,

1' Borrowed from the "Imperial Mine-product-sale-Commission, " in
Vienna : in their very names these Vienna people show taste.
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ib simply to resemble the crazy philosophers in Gulliver's Tra-

vels, who, for social converse, instead of names of things,

brought the things themselves tied up in a bag ; it is, indeed,

plainly as much as trying to fall back into the barbarous times

of trade by barter, when the Romans, instead of the figured cat-

tle on their leather money, drove forth the beeves themselves.

From all such injudicious notions I myself am so far re-

moved, that often when 1 used to read that the King of France

was devising new offices, to stand and sell them under the

booth of his Baldaquin, I have set myself to do something of

the like. This I shall now at least calmly propose ; not vex-

ing my heart whether Governments choose to adopt it or not.

As our Sovereign will not allow us to multiply offices purely for

sale, nay, on the contrary, is day and night (like managers of

strolhng companies) meditating how to give more parts to one

State-actor ; and thus to the Three Stage Unities to add a

Fourth, that of Players ; as the above French method, there-

fore, will not apply, could not we at least contrive to invent

some Virtues harmonising with the offices, along with which

they might be sold as titles ? Might we not, for instance, with

the office of a Referendary, put off at the same time a titular

Incorruptibility, for a fair consideration ; and so that this vir-

tue, as not belonging to the office, must be separately paid for

by the candidate .-' Such a market-title and patent of nobility

could not but be ornamental to a Referendary. We forget that

m former times such high titles were appended to all posts

whatsoever : the scholastic Professor then wrote himself (be-

sides his official designation) "The Seraphic," "The Incon-

trovertible," " The Penetrating ;" the King wrote himself " The
Great," "The Bald," "The Bold," and so also did the Rab-

bins. Could it be unpleasant to gentlemen in the higher sta-

tions of Justice, if the titles of Impartiality, Rapidity, &c. might

be conferred on them by sale, as well as the posts themselves?

Thus with the appointment of a Kammerrath, or Councillor of

Revenue, the virtue of Patriotism might fitly be conjoined; and

I believe few Advocates would grudge purchasing the title of

Integrity (as well as their common one of Government-advo-

cacy), were it to be had in the market. If, however, any can-

didate chose to take his post without the virtues, then it would
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stand with himself to do so, and in the adoption of this reflex

morality, Government should not constrain him.

It might be that, as, according to Tristram .Shandy, clothes;

according to Walter Shandy and Lavater, proper names exert

an influence on men, appellatives would do so still more ;

since, on us, as on testaceous animals, the foam so often hard-

ens info shell : but such internal morality is not a thing the

State can have an eye to ; for, as in the fine arts, it is not this,

but the representatio7i of it, which forms her true aim.

I have found it rather difficult to devise for our different

offices different verbal-virtues ; but I should think there might

many such divisions of Virtue (at this moment, Love of Free-

dom, Public-spirit, Sincerity and Uprightness occur to me) be

hunted out ; were but some well-disposed minister of state to

appoint a Virtue-board or Moral Address Department, with

some half dozen secretaries, who, for a small salary, might de-

vise various virtues for the various posts. Were I in their

place, 1 should hold a good prism before the white ray of Vir-

tue, and divide it completely. Pity that it were not crimes we
wanted—their subdivision I mean ;— our country Judges might

then be selected for this purpose. For in their tribunals, where

only inferior jurisdiction, and no penalty above five florins

Frankish, is admitted, they have a daily training how out of

every mischief to make several small ones, none of which they

ever punish to a greater amount than their five florins. This is

a precious moral Rolfinkenism, which our Jurists have learned

from the great Sin-cutters, St. Augustin and his Sorbonne, who
together have carved more sins on Adam's Sin-apple than ever

Rolfinken did faces on a cherry-stone. How different one of

our Judges from a Papal Casuist, who, by side-scrapings, will

rasp you down the best deadly sin into a venial !

—

School-offices (to come to these) arc a small branch of

traffic certainly
;
yet still they are monarchies,—school-mon-

archies, to wit,—resembling the Polish crown, which, according

to Pope's verse, is twice exposed to sale in the century ; a state--

ment, I need hardly say, arithmetically false, Newton having

settled the average duration of a reign at twenty-two years.

For the rest, whether the city Council bring the young of the

community a Hameln Rat-And- C\n\6.- catcherj or a Weisse's

VOL. II. K
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Child"s-friend,—this to the Council can make no difference
;

seeing the Schoohnaster is not a horse, for whose secret de-

fects the horse-dealer is to be responsible. It is enough if

Town-Syndic and Co. cannot reproach themselves with having
picked out any fellow of genius ; for a genius, as he is useless

to the State, except for recreation and ornament, would at the

very least exclude the duller, cooler head, who properly forms

the true care and profit of the State ; as your costly carat-pearl

is good for show alone, but coarse grain-pearls for medicine.

On the whole, if a schoolmaster be adequate to flog his scho-

lars, it should suffice ; and I cannot but blame our Commission
of Inspectors when they go examining schools, that they do
not make the schoolmaster go through the duty of firking one
or two young persons of his class in their presence, by way of

trial, to see what is in him.

End of the Extra-word on Appointment-brokers in general.

Now again to our history ! The Councillor Heads of the

Firm had conferred the Conrectorate on my hero, not only

with a view to the continued consumpt of candles and beans,

but also on the strength of a quite mad notion : they believed

the Quintus would very soon die.

—And here I have reached a most important circumstance

in this History, and one into which I have yet let no mortal

look : now, however, it no longer depends on my will whether

I shall shove aside the folding-screen from it or not ; but I must

positively lay it open, nay hang a reverberating-lamp over it.

In medical history, it is a well-known fact that in certain

families the people all die precisely at the same age, just as in

these families they are all born at the same age (of nine months)

;

nay, from Voltaire, I recollect one family, the members of which

at the same age all killed themselves. Now, in the Fixleinic

lineage, it was the custom that the male ascendants uniformly

on Cantata-Sunday, in their thirty-second year, took to bed and

died : every one of my readers would do well to insert in his

copy of the Thirty-Years War, Schiller having entirely omitted

it, the fact, that in the course thereof, one Fixlein died oi the

plague, another of hunger, another of a musket-bullet ; all in

their thirty-second year. True Philosophy explains the matter
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thui> :
" The lirst two or three times, it happened purely by

accident ; and the other times, the people died of sheer fright

:

if not so, the whole fact is rather to be questioned."

Rut what did Fixlein make of the affair ? Little or no-

thing : the only thing he did was, that he took little or no pains

to fall in love with Thiennette ; that so no other might have
cause for fear on his account. He himself, however, for five

reasons, minded it so little, that he hoped to be older than

Senior Astmann before he died : First, because three Gipsies,

in three different places and at three different times, had each

shown him the same long vista of years in her magic mirror.

Secondly, because he had a sound constitution. Thirdly, be

cause his own brother had formed an exception, and perished

before the thirties. Fourthly, on this ground : When a boy he

had fallen sick of sorrow, on the very Cantata-Sunday when his

father was lying in the winding-sheet, and only been saved

from death by his playthings ; and with this Cantata-sickness,

he conceived that he had given the murderous Genius of his

race the slip. Fifthly, the church-books being destroyed, and
with them the certainty of his age, he could never fall into a

right definite deadly fear :
" It may be," said he, " that I have

got whisked away over this whoreson year, and no one the

wiser." I will not deny that last year he had fancied he was
two-and-thirty : "however," said he, " if I am not to be so till,

God willing, the next (1792), it may run away as smoothly as

the last ; am I not always in His keeping ? And were it un-

just if the pretty years that were broken off from the life of my
brother should be added to mine 1"—Thus, under the cold snow
of the Present, does poor man strive to warm himself, or to

mould out of it a fair snow-man.

The Councillor Oligarchy, however, built upon the opposite

opinion ; and, like a Divinity, elevated our Quintus all at once

from the Quintusship to the Conrectorate ; swearing to them-

selves, that he would soon vacate it again. Properly speaking,

by school-seniority, this holy chair should have belonged to the

Subrector Hans von Fiichslein ; but he wished it not ; being

minded to become Hukelum Parson ; especially, as Astmann's
Death-angel, according to sure intelligence, was opening more
and more widely the door oi this spiritual sheepfold. " If the
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fellow weather another year, 'tis more than I expect," said

Hans.

This Hans was such a churl, that it is pity he had not been

a Hanoverian Postboy ; that so, by the Mandate of the Han-

overian Government, enjoining on all its Post-officers an ele-

gant style of manners, he might have somewhat refined himself.

To our poor Ouintus, whom no mortal disliked, and who again

could hate no mortal, he alone bore a grudge ; simply because

Fixlein did not write himself Fiidislein, and had not chosen

along with him to purchase a Patent of Nobility. The Sub-

rector, on this his Patent triumphal chariot, drawn by a team

of four specified ancestors, was obliged to see the Quintus, who
was related to him, clutching by the lackey-straps behind the

carriage ; and to hear him, in the most despicable raiment,

saying to the train : "He that rides there is my cousin, and a

mortal, and I always remind liim of it." The mild complaint

Quintus never noticed this large wasp poisonbag in the Sub-

rector, but took it for a honeybag ; nay, by his brotherly warm-
ness, which the nobleman regarded as mere show, he concreted

these venomous juices into still feller consistency. The Quin-

tus, in his simplicity, took Fiichslein's contempt for envy of his

pedagogic talents.

A Catherinenhof, an Annenhof, an Elizabethhof, Stralen-

hof and Petershof, all these Russian pleasure palaces, a man
can dispense with (if not despise), who has a room, in which

on Christmas-eve he walks about with a Presentation in his

hand. The new Conrector now longed for nothing but—day-

light : joys always (cares never) nibbled from him, like spar-

rows, his sleep-grains ; and tonight, moreover, the registrator

of his glad time, the clock-ape, drummed out every hour to

him, which, accordingly, he spent in gay dreaming, rather than

in sound snoring.

On Christmas-morn, he looked at his Class-prodromus,

and thought but little of it ; he scarcely knew what to make
of his last night's foolish inflation about his Quintusship: "the

Quintus-post," said he to himself, "is not to be named in the

same day with the Conrectorate ; I wonder how I could pa-

rade so last night before my promotion ; at present, I had

more reason." Today he ate, as on all Sundays and holydays,
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with the Master-Butcher Steinbei-ger, his former Guardian.

To this man, Fixlein was, what common people are always, but

pohshed philosophical and sentimental people very se/dotfi are,

—thankful : a man thanks you the less for presents, the more
inclined he is to give presents of his own ; and the beneficent

is rarely a grateful person. Meister Steinberger, in the cha-

racter of store-master, had introduced into the wire-cage of a

garret, where Fixlein, while a Student at Leipzig, was sus-

pended, many a well-filled trough with good canary-meat, of

hung-beef, of household bread and Sauerkraut. Money in-

deed was never to be wrung from him : it is well known that

he often sent the best calfskins gratis to the tanner, to be

boots for our Quintus ; but the tanning-charges the Ward
himself had to bear.—On Fixlein's entrance, as was at all

times customary, a smaller damask table-cloth was laid upon
the large coarser one ; the arm-chair ; silver implements, and
a wine-stoup were handed him ; mere waste, which, as the

Guardian used to say, suited well enough for a Scholar ; but

for a Flesher not at all. Fixlein first took his victuals, and
then signified that he was made Conrector. "Ward," said

Steinberger, " if you are made that, it is well.—Seest thou,

Eva, I cannot buy a tail of thy cows now ; I must have smelt

it beforehand." He was hereby informing his daughter that

the cash set apart for the fatted cattle must now be applied to

the Conrectorate ; for he was in the habit of advancing all in-

stahnent-dues to his ward, at an interest of four and a half

per cent. Fifty gulden he had already lent the Quintus on

his advancement to the Quintusship : of these the interest had
to be duly paid

; yet, on the day of payment, the Quintus

always got some abatement ; being wont every Sunday after

dinner to instruct his guardian's daughter in arithmetic, writing

and geography. Steinberger with justice required of his own
giown-up daughter that she should know all the towns, where

he in his wanderings as a journeyman had slain fat oxen ; and
if she slipped, or wrote crookedly, or subtracted wrong, he

himself, as Academical Senate and Justiciary, was standing

behind her chair, ready, so to speak, with the forge-hammer

of his fist to beat out the dross from her brain, and at a iew

strokes hammer it into right ductility. The soft Quintus, for
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his part, had never struck her. On this account she had per-

haps, with a few glances, appointed him executor and assignee

of her heart. The old Flesher—simply because his wife was

dead—had constantly been in the habit of searching with

mine-lamps and pokers into all the corners of Eva's heart

;

and had in consequence long ago observed—what the Quintus

never did—that she had a mind for the said Quintus. Young
women conceal their sorrows more easily than their joys : to-

day at the mention of this Conrectorate, Eva had become un-

usually 7-ed.

When she went after breakfast to bring in coffee, which

the Ward had to drink down to the grounds : "I beat Eva to

death if she but look at him," said he. Then addressing Fix-

lein : "Hear you. Ward, did you never cast an eye on my
Eva ? She can suffer you, and if you want her, you get her

;

but we have done with one another : for a learned man needs

quite another sort of thing."

" Herr Regiments-Quartermaster," said Fixlein (for this

post Steinberger filled in the provincial Militia), "such a m.atch

were far too rich, at any rate, for a Schoolman." The Quar-

termaster nodded fifty times ; and then said to Eva, as she

returned,—at the same time taking down from the shelf a

wooden crook, on which he used to rack out and suspend his

slain calves :
" Stop !—Hark, dost wish the present Herr Con-

rector here for thy husband ?"

"Ah, good Heaven !" said Eva.
" Mayst wish him or not," continued the Flesher; "with

this crook, thy father knocks thy brains out, if thou but think

of a learned man. Now make his coffee." And so by the

dissevering stroke of this wooden crook was a love easily smit-

ten asunder, which i-n a higher rank, by such cutting through

it with the sword, would only have foamed and hissed the

keenlier.

Fixlein might now, at any hour he liked, lay hold of fifty

florins Frankish, and clutch the pedagogic sceptre, and be-

come coadjutor of the Rector, that is, Conrector. We may
assert, that it is with debts, as with proportions in Architec-

ture ; of which Wolf has shown that those are the best, which

ran be expressed in the smallest numbers. Nevertheless, the
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Quartermaster cheerfully took learned men under his arm :

for the notion that his debtor would decease in his thirty-

second year, and that so Death, as creditor in the first rank,

must be paid his Debt of Nature, before the other creditors

could come forward with their debts—this notion he named
stuff and oldwifery ; he was neither superstitious nor fanatical,

and he walked by firm principles of action, such as the com-

mon man much oftener has than your vapouring man of let-

ters, or your empty dainty man of rank.

As it is but a few clear Ladydays, warm Mayday-nights,

at the most a few odorous Rose-weeks, which I am digging

from this Fixleinic Life, embedded in the dross of week-day

cares ; and as if they were so many veins of silver, am sepa-

rating, stamping, smelting and burnishing for the reader,—

I

must now travel on with the stream of his history to Cantata-

Sunday, 1792, before I can gather a few handfuls of this gold-

dust, to carry in and wash in my biographical gold-hut. That

Sunday, on the contrary, is very metalliferous : do but con-

sider that Fixlein is yet uncertain (the ashes of the Church-

books not being legible) whether it is conducting him into his

thirtv-second or his thirty-third year.

From Christmas till then he did nothing, but simply be-

came Conrector. The new chair of office was a Sun-altar, on

which, from his Quintus-ashes, a young Phoenix combined it-

self together. Great changes— in offices, marriages, travels

—

make us younger ; we always date our history from the last

revolution, as the French have done from theirs. A colonel,

who first set foot on the ladder of seniority as corporal, is five

limes younger than a king, who in his whole life has never

been aught else except a—crown-prince.

FIFTH LETTER-BOX.

Cantata-Sunday. Tivo Testaments. Po?itac ; Blood; Love.

Thk Spring months clothe the earth in new variegated

hues ; but man they usually dress in black. Just when our
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icy regions are becoming fruitful, and the flower-waves of the

meadows are rolling together over our quarter of the globe, we
on all hands meet with men in sables, the beginning of whose

Spring is full of tears. But, on the other hand, this very up-

blooming of the renovated earth is itself the best balm for sor-

row over those who lie under it ; and graves are better hid by

blossoms than by snow.

In April, which is no less deadly than it is fickle, old Se-

nior Astmann, our Conrector's teacher, was overtaken by death.

His departure it was meant to hide from the Rittmeisterinn ;

but the unusual ringing of funereal peals carried his swan-song

to her heart ; and gradually set the curfew-bell of her life into

similar movement. Age and sufferings had already marked

out the first incisions for Death, so that he required but little

effort to cut her down ; for it is with men as with trees, they

are notched long before felling, that their life-sap may exude.

The second stroke of apoplexy was soon followed by the last :

it is strange that Death, like criminal courts, cites the apo-

plectic thrice.

Men are apt to postpone their last will as long as their

better one : the Rittmeisterinn would perhaps have let all her

hours, till the speechless and deaf one, roll away without tes-

tament, had not Thiennette, during the last night, before from

sick-nurse she became corpse-watcher, reminded the patient

of the poor Conrector, and of his meagre hunger-bitten exist-

ence, and of the scanty aliment and board-wages which For-

tune had thrown him, and of his empty Future, where, like a

drooping yellow plant in the parched deal-box of the school-

room between scholars and creditors, he must languish to the

end. Her own poverty offered her a model of his ; and her

inward tears were the fluid tints with which she coloured her

picture. As the Rittmeisterinn's testament related solely to

domestics and dependents, and as she began with the male

ones, Fixlein stood at the top ; and Death, who must have

been a special friend of the Conrector's, did not lift his scythe

and give the List stroke till his protegee had been with audible

voice declared testamentary heir ; then he cut all away, life,

testament and hopes.

When the Conrector, in a wish bill from his mother, re^
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ceived these two Death's-posts and Job's-posts in his class,

the first thing he did was to dismiss his class-boys, and break

into tears before reaching home. Though the mother had in-

formed him that he had been remembered in the will (I could

wish, however, that the Notary had blabbed how much it was),

yet almost with every O which he masoretically excerpted

from his German Bible, and entered in his Masoretic Work,
great drops fell down on his pen, and made his black ink pale.

His sorrow was not the gorgeous sorrow of the Poet, who veils

the gaping wounds of the departed in the winding-sheet, and
breaks the cry of anguish in soft tones of plaintiveness ; nor

the sorrow of the Philosopher, who, through one open grave,

must look into the whole catacomb-Necropolis of the Past, and
before whom the spectre of a friend expands into the spectral

Shadow of this whole Earth : but it was the woe of a child, of

a mother, whom this thought itself, without subsidiary reflec-

tions, bitterly cuts asunder :
" So I shall never more see thee

;

so must thou moulder away, and I shall never see thee, thou

good soul, never, never any more !"—And even because he

neither felt the philosophical nor the poetical sadness, every

trifle could make a division, a break in his mourning ; and,

like a woman, he was that very evening capable of sketching

some plans for the future employment of his legacy.

Four weeks after, to wit, on the 5th of May, the testament

was unsealed ; but not till the 6th (Cantata-Sunday) did he

go down to Hukelum. His mother met his salutations with

tears ; which she shed, over the corpse for grief, over the tes-

tament for joy.—To the now Conrector Egidius Zebedaus was
left : In the first piace^ a large sumptuous bed, with a mirror-

tester, in which the giant Goliath might have rolled at his ease,

and to which 1 and my fair readers will by and by approach

nearer, to examine it ; secondly, there was devised to him, as

unpaid Easter godchild-money, for every year that he had
lived, one ducat ; thirdly, all the admittance and instalment

dues, which his elevation to the Quintate and Conrectorate

had cost him, were to be made good to the utmost penny.

"And dost thou know, then," proceeded the mother, "what
the poor Fraulein has got ? Ah Heaven ! Nothing ! Not
one brass farthin^ !" For Death had stiffened the hand which
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was just stretching itself out to reach the poor Thiennette a

little rain-screen against the foul weather of life. The mother

related this perverse trick of Fortune with true condolence

;

which in women dissipates envy, and comes easier to them

than congratulation, a feeling belonging rather to men. In

many female hearts sympathy and envy are such near door-

neighbours that they could be virtuous nowhere except in Hell,

where men have such frightful times of it ; and vicious no-

where except in Heaven, where people have more happiness

than they know what to do with.

The Conrector was now enjoying on Earth that Heaven

to which his benefactress had ascended. First of all, he

started off—without so much as putting up his handkerchief,

in which lay his emotion—up-stairs to see the legacy-bed un-

shrouded ; for he had a female predilection for furniture. I

know not whether the reader ever looked at or mounted any

of these ancient chivalric beds, into which, by means of a little

stair without balustrades, you can easily ascend ; and in which

you, properly speaking, sleep always at least one story above

ground. Nazianzen informs us {Orat. XVI.) that the Jews,

in old times, had high beds with cock-ladders of this sort
;

but simply because of vermin. The legacy bed-Ark was quite

as large as one of these ; and a flea would have measured it

not in Diameters of the Earth, but in Distances of Sirius.

When Fixlein beheld this colossal dormitory, with the curtains

drawn asunder, and its canopy of looking-glass, he could have

longed to be in it ; and had it been in his power to cut from

the opaque hemisphere of Night, at that time in America, a

small section, he would have established himself there along

with it, just to swim about, for one half hour, with his thin

lath figure, in this sea of down. The mother, by longer chains

of reasoning and chains of calculation than the bed was, had

not succeeded in persuading him to have the broad mirror on

the top cut in pieces, though his large dressing-table had no-

thing to see itself in but a mere shaving-glass : he let the mir-

ror lie where it was for this reason :
" Should I ever, God

willing, get married," said he, "I shall then, towards morning,

be able to look at my sleeping wife, without silling up in bed."

As to the second article of the testament, the godchild
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Easter-pence, his mother had, last night, arranged it perfectly.

The Lawyer took her evidence on the years of the heir ; and

these she had stated at exactly the teeth-number, two-and-

thirty. She would willingly have lied, and passed off her son,

like an Inscription, for older than he was : but against this

venia cetatis, she saw too well, the authorities would have

taken exception, "that it was falsehood and cozenage; had the

son been two-and-thirty, he must have been dead some time

ago, as it could not but be presumed that he then was."

And just as she was recounting this, a servant from Srha-

deck called, and delivered to the Conrector, in return for a

discharge and ratification of the birth-certificate given out by

his mother, a gold bar of two-and-thirty ducat age-counters,

like a helm-bar for the voyage of his life : Herr von Aufham-
nier was too proud to engage in any pettifogging discussion

over a plebeian birth-certificate.

And thus, by a proud open-handedness, was one of the

best lawsuits thrown to the dogs ; seeing this gold bar might,

in the wire-mill of the judgment-bench, have been drawn out

into the finest threads. From such a tangled lock, which was
not to be unravelled— for, in the first place, there was no do-

cument to prove Fixlein's age ; in the second place, so long as

he lived, the necessary conclusion was, that he was not yet

thirty-two'"—from such a lock, might not only silk and hang-

ing-cords, but whole drag-nets have been spun and twisted.

Clients in general would have less reason to complain of their

causes, if these lasted longer : Philosophers contend for thou-

sands of years over philosophical questions ; and it seems an

unaccountable thing, therefore, that Advocates should attempt

to end their juristical questions in a space of eighty, or even

sometimes of sixty years. But the professors of law are not

to blame for this : on the other hand, as Lessing asserts of

Truth, that not the finditig but the seeking of it profits men,

and that he himself would willingly make over his claim to all

truths in return for the sweet labour of investigation, so is the

'* As, by the evidence at present before us, we can found on no other
presumption, than that he must die in his thirty-second year ; it would fol

low, that, in ca^^e he died two-and-thirty years after the death of the testa-

trix, no farthing could be claimed by him ; since, according to our fiction,

at the making of the testament he was not even one year old.
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professor of Law not profited by the finding and deciding, but

by the investigation of a juridical truth,—which is called plead-

ing and practising,—and he would willingly consent to ap-

proximate to Truth forever, like an hyperbola to its asymp-

tote, without ever meeting it, seeing he can subsist as an

honourable man with wife and child, let such approximation

be as tedious as it likes.

The Schadeck servant had, besides the gold legacy, a farther

'commission from the Lawyer, whereby the testamentary heir

was directed to sum up the mint-dues which he had been ob-

liged to pay while lying under the coining-press of his superiors,

as Quintus and Conrector ; the which, properly documented and

authenticated, were forthwith to be made good to him.

Our Conrector, who now rated himself among the great capi-

talists of the world, held his short gold-roll like a sceptre in his

hand ; like a basket-net lifted from the sea of the Future, which

was now to run on, and bring him all manner of fed-fishes, well-

washed, sound and in good season.

I cannot relate all things at once ; else I should ere now
have told the reader, who must long have been waiting for it,

that to the moneyed Conrector his two-and-thirty godchild-

pennies but too much prefigured the two-and-thirty years of his

age ; besides which, today the Cantata-Sunday, this Bartholo-

mew-night and Second of Septemlier of his family, came in as

a farther aggravation. The mother, who shotild have known
the age of her child, said she had forgotten it ; but durst wager

he was thirty-two a year ago ; only the Lawyer was a man you

could not speak to. " I could swear it myself," said the capi-

talist ;
" I recollect how stupid I felt on Cantata-Sunday last

year." Fixlein beheld Death, not as the poet does, in the up-

towering, asunder-driving concave-mirror of Imagination ; but

as the child, as the savage, as the peasant, as the woman does,

in the plane octavo-mirror on the board of a Prayer-book; and

Death looked to him like an old white-headed man, sunk down

into slumber in some latticed pew.

—

And yet he thought oftener of him than last year : tor joy

readily melts us into softness ; and the lackered Wheel of For-

tune is a cistern-wheel that empties its water in our eyes

I'.u! the friendly (lenius of this terrestrial, or rather aquatir P.all.
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—-for, in the physical and in the moral world, there are more

tear-seas than firm land,—has provided for the poor water-in-

sects that float about in it, for us namely, a quite special elixir

against spasms in the soul : I declare this same Genius must

have studied the whole pathology of man with care ; for to the

poor devil who is no Stoic, and can pay no Soul-doctor, that

for the fissures of his cranium and his breast might prepare

costly prescriptions of simples, he has stowed up cask-wise in

all cellarages a precious wound-water, which the patient has

only to take and pour over his slashes and bone-breakages

—

gin-twist, I mean, or beer, or a touch of wine By Hea-

ven ! it is cither stupid ingratitude towards this medicinal Genius

on the one hand, or theological confusion of permitted tippling

with prohibited drunkenness on the other, if men do not thank

God that they have something at hand, which, in the nervous

vertigos of life, will instantly supply the place of Philosophy,

Christianity, Judaism, Paganism and Timej—liquor, as I said.

The Conrector had long before sunset given the village post

three i.;roschens of post-money, and commissioned,—for he had

a whole cabinet of ducats in his pocket, which all day he was

surveying in the dark with his hand,—three thalers' worth of

Pontac from the town. " I must have a Cantata merrying-

making," said he; "if it be my last day, let it be my gayest

too !" I could wish he had given a larger order ; but he kept

the bit of moderation between his teeth at all times ; even in a

threatened sham-death-night, and in the midst of jubilee. The
question is. Whether he would not have restricted himself to a

single bottle, if he had not wished to treat his mother and the

Friiulein. Had he lived in the tenth century, when the Day of

Judgment was thought to be at hand, or in other centuries,

when new Noah's Deluges were expected, and when, accord-

ingly, like sailors in a shipwreck, people bouzed up all,—he

would not have spent one kreutzer more on that account. His

joy was, that with his legacy he could now satisfy his head-

creditor Steinberger, and leave the world an honest man : just

people, v;ho make much of money, pay their debts the most
punctually.

The purple Pontac arrived at a time when Fixlein could

compare the ted -chalk -drawings and red -letter -titles of joy,
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which" it would bring out on the checks of its drinker and drinker-

esses,—with the Evening-carnation of the last clouds about the

Sun. . . .

I declare, among all the spectators of this History, no one
can be thinking more about poor Thiennette than I ; neverthe-

less, it is not permitted me to bring her out from her tiring-room

to my historical scene, before the time. Poor girl ! The Con-
rector cannot wish more warmly than his Biographer, that, in

the Temple of Nature as in that of Jerusalem, there were a

special door—besides that of Death—standing open, through

which only the afflicted entered, that a Priest might give them
solace. But Thiennette's heart-sickness over all her vanished

prospects, over her entombed benefactress, over a whole life

enwrapped in the pall, had hitherto, in a grief which the stony

Rittmeister rather made to bleed than alleviated, swept all away
from her, occupations excepted ; had fettered all her steps which

led not to some task, and granted to her eyes nothing to dry

them or gladden them, save down-falling eyelids full of dreams
and sleep.

All sorrow raises us above the civic Ceremonial-law, and
makes the Prosaist a Psalmist : in sorrow alone have women
courage to front opinion. Thiennette walked out only in the

evening, and then only in the garden.

The Conrector could scarcely wait for the appearance of his

fair friend, to ofifer his thanks,—and tonight also—his Pontac.

Three Pontac decanters and three wine-glasses were placed out-

side on the projecting window-sill of his cottage ; and every time

he returned from the dusky covered-way amid the flower-forests,

he drank a little from his glass,—and the mother sipped now
and then from within through the opened window.

I have already said, his Life-laboratory lay in the south-west

corner of the garden or park, over against the Castle-Escurial,

which stretched back into the village. In the north-west corner

bloomed an acacia-grove, like the floral crown of the garden,

Fixlein turned his steps in that direction also ; to see if, per-

haps, he might not cast a happy glance through the wide-lat-

ticed grove over the intervening meads to Thiennette. He
recoiled a little before two stone steps leading down into a pond

before this grove, which were sprinkled with fresh blood. On
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the flags, also, there was blood hanging. Man shudders at this

oil of our life's lamp where he finds it shed : to him it is the

red death-signature of the Destroying Angel. Fixlein hurried

apprehensively into the grove ; and found here his paler bene-

factress leaning on the flower-bushes ; her hands with their

knitting-ware sunk into her bosom, her eyes lying under their

lids as if in the bandage of slumber : her left arm in the real

bandage of blood-letting; and with cheeks to which the twilight

was lending as much red, as late woundings—this day's in-

cluded—had taken from them. Fixlein, after his first terror

—

not at this flower's-sleep, but at his own abrupt entrance—began

to unrol the spiral butterfly's-sucker of his vision, and to lay it

on the motionless leaves of this same sleeping flower. At bot-

tom, I may assert, that this was the first time he had ever

looked at her : he was now among the thirties ; and he still

continued to believe, that, in a young lady, he must look at

the clothes only, not the person, and wait on her with his

ears, not with his eyes.

I impute it to the elevating influences of the Pontac, that

the Conrector plucked up courage to—turn, to come back,

and employ the resuscitating means of coughing, sneezing,

trampling and calling to his Shock, in stronger and stronger

doses on the fair sleeper. To take her by the hand, and, with

some medical apology, gently pull her out of sleep, this was
an audacity of which the Conrector, so long as he could stand

for Pontac, and had any grain of judgment left, could never

dream.

However, he did awake her, by those other means.
Wearied, heavy-laden Thiennette ! how. slowly does thy

eye open ! The warmest balsam of this earth, soft sleep has

shifted aside, and the night-air of memory is again blowing on
thy naked wounds !—And yet was the smiling friend of thy

youth the fairest object which thy eye could light on, when it

sank from the hanging garden of Dreams into this lower one
round thee.

She herself was little conscious,—and the Conrector not at

all,—that she was bending her flower-leaves imperceptibly to-

wards a terrestrial body, namely towards Fixlein : she re-

sembled an Italian flower, that contains cunningly concealed
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within it a newyear's gift, which the receiver knows not at

tirst how to extract. But now the golden chain of her late

kind deed attracted her as well towards him, as him towards

her.—She at once gave her eye and her voice a mask of joy ;

for she did not put her tears, as Catholics do those of Christ,

in relic-vials, upon altars to be worshiped. He could very

suitably preface his invitation to the Pontac festival, with a

long acknowledgment of thanks for the kind intervention which
had opened to him the sources for procuring it. She rose

slowly, and walked with him to the banquet of wine ; but he

was not so discreet, as at first to attempt leading her, or ra-

ther not so courageous ; he could more easily have offered a

young lady his hand (that is, with marriage ring) than offered

her his arm. One only time in his life had he escorted a

female, a Lombard Countess, from the theatre ; a thing truly

not to be believed, were not this the secret of it, that he was
obliged ; for the lady, a foreigner, parted in the press from

all her people, in a bad night, had laid hold of him as a sable

Ahb6 by the arm, and requested him to take her to her inn.

He, however, knew the fashions of society, and attended her

no farther than the porch of his Quintus-mansion, and there

directed her with his finger to her inn, which, with thirty

blazing windows, was looking down from another street.

These things he cannot help. But tonight he had scarcely,

with his fair faint companion, reached the bank of the pond,

into which some superstitious dread of water-sprites had lately

poured the pure blood of her left arm,—when, in his terror

lest she fell in, with the rest of her blood, over the brink, he

quite valiantly laid hold of the sick arm. Thus will much
Pontac and a little courage at all times put a Conrector in case

to lay hold of a Fraulein. I aver, that, at the banquet-board

of the wine, at the window-sill, he continued in the same con-

ducting position. What a soft group in the penumbra of the

Earth, while Night, with its dusky waters, was falling deeper

and deeper, and the silver-light of the Moon was already

glancing back from the copper-ball of the steeple ! I call the

group soft, because it consists of a maiden that in two senses

has been bleeding ; of a mother again with tears giving her

thanks lor the happiness of her child ; and of a pious, modest
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man, pouring wine, and drinking health to both, and who
traces in his veins a burning lava-stream, which is boiling

through his heart, and threatening piece by piece to melt it

and bear it away.—A candle stood without among the three

bottles, like Reason among the Passions ; on this account the

Conrector looked without intermission at the window-panes,

for on them (the darkness of the room served as mirror-foil)

was painted, among other faces which Fixlein liked, the face

he liked best of all, and which he dared to look at only in re-

flection, the face of Thiennette.

Every minute was a Federation-festival, and every second a

Preparation-Sabbath for it. The Moon was gleaming from the

evening dew, and the Pontac from their eyes, and the bean-

stalks were casting a shorter grating of shadow.-—^The quick-

silver-drops of stars were hanging more and more continuous

in the sable of night.—The warm vapour of the wine set our

two friends (like steam-engines) again in motion.

Nothing makes the heart fuller and bolder than walking to

and fro in the night. Fixlein now led the Friiulein in his arm
without scruple. By reason of her lancet-wound, Thiennette

could only put her hand, in a clasping position, in his arm ; and

he, to save her the trouble of holding fast, held fast himself,

and pressed her fingers as well as might be with his arm to

his heart. It would betray a total want of polished manners
to censure his. At the same time, trifles are the provender of

Love ; the fingers are electric dischargers of a fire sparkling

along every fibre ; sighs are the guiding tones of two approxi-

mating hearts ; and the worst and most effectual thing of all

in such a case is some misfortune ; for the fire of Love, like

that of naphtha, likes to swim on water. Two tear-drops,

one in another's, one in your own eyes, compose, as with two

convex lenses, a microscope which enlarges everything, and
changes all sorrows into charms. Good sex ! I too consider

every sister in misfortune as fair ; and perhaps thou wouldst

deserve the name of the Fair, even because thou art the Suf-

fering sex.

And if Professor Hunczogsky in Vienna modelled all the

wounds of the human frame in wax, to teach his pupils how
to cure them, I also, thou good sex, am representing in little

VOL. II. L
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figures the cuts and scars of thy spirit, though only to keep
away rude hands from inflicting new ones

Thiennette felt not the loss of the inheritance, but of her

that should have left it ; and this more deeply for one little

trait, which she had already told his mother, as she now told

him : In the last two nights of the Rittmeisterinn, when the

feverish watching was holding up to Thiennette's imagination

nothing but the winding-sheet and the mourning-coaches of

her protectress ; while she was sitting at the foot of the bed,

looking on those fixed eyes, unconsciously quick drops often

trickled over her cheeks, while in thought she prefigured the

heavy, cumbrous dressing of her benefactress for the coffin.

Once, after midnight, the dying lady pointed with her finger

to her own lips. Thiennette understood her not ; but rose

and bent over her face. The Enfeebled tried to lift her head,

but could not,—and only rounded her lips. At last, a thought

glanced through Thiennette, that the Departing, whose dead
arms could now press no beloved heart to her own, wished
that she herself should embrace her. O then, that instant,

keen and tearful she pressed her warm lips on the colder,

—

and she was silent like her that was to speak no more,—and
she embraced alone and was not embraced. About four

o'clock, the finger waved again ;—she sank down on the stiff-

ened lips—but this had been no signal, for the lips of her

friend under the long kiss had grown stiff and cold

How deeply now, before the infinite Eternity's-countenance

of Night, did the cutting of this thought pass through Fixlein's

warm soul :
" O thou forsaken one beside me ! No happy

accident, no twilight hast thou, like that now glimmering in

the heavens, to point to the prospect of a sunny day : without

parents art thou, without brother, without friend ; here alone

on a disblossomed, emptied corner of the Earth ; and thou,

left Harvest-flower, must wave lonely and frozen over the

withered stubble of the Past." That was the meaning of his

thoughts, whose internal words were :
" Poor young lady

!

Not so much as a half-cousin left ; no nobleman will seek her,

and she grows old so forgotten, and she is so good from the

very heart—Me she has made happy—Ah, had I the presenta-

tion to the parish of Hukelum in my pocket, I should make a
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trial." .... Their mutual lives, which a straitcutting bond

oi Destiny was binding so closely together, now rose before

him overhung with sable,—and he forthwith conducted his

friend (for a bashful rnan may in an hour and a half be trans-

formed into the boldest, and then continues so) back to the

last flask, that all these upsprouting thistles and passion-tlowcrs

of sorrow might therewith be swept away. I remark, in pass-

ing, that this was stupid ; the torn vine is full of water-veins

as well as grapes ; and a soft oppressed heart the beverage of

joy can melt only into tears.

If any man disagree with me, I shall desire him to look at

the Conrector, who demonstrates my experimental maxim like

a very syllogism.—One might arrive at some philosophic views,

if one traced out the causes, why liquors—that is to say, in

the long-run, more plentiful secretion of the nervous spirits

—

make men at once pious, soft and poetical. The Poet, hke

Apollo his father, is forever a youth; and is, what other men
are only once, namely in love,—or only after Pontac, namely

intoxicated,—all his life long. 'Fixlein, who had been no poet

in the morning, now became one at night : wine made him

pious and soft ; the Harmonica-bells in man, which sound to

the tones of a higher world, must, like the glass Harmonica-

bells, if they are to act, be kept moist.

He was now standing with her again beside the wavering

pond, in which the second blue hemisphere of heaven, with

dancing stars and amid quivering trees, was playing ; over the

green hills ran the white crooked footpaths dimly along ; on

the one mountain was the twilight sinking together, on the

other was the mist of night rising up ; and over all these

vapours of life, hung motionless and flaming the thousand-

armed lustre of the starry heaven, and every arm held in it a

burning galaxy

It now struck eleven Amid such scenes, an un-

known hand stretches itself out in man, and writes in foreign

language on his heart, a dread Mene Mene Tekel Upharsin.

" Perhaps by twelve I am dead," thought our friend, in whose

soul the Cantata-Sunday, with all its black funeral piles, was

mounting up.

The whole future Crucifixion-path of his friend lay prickly
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and bethorned before him ; and he saw every bloody trace

from which she lifted her foot,—she who had made his own
way soft with flowers and leaves. He covild no longer restrain

himself; trembling in his whole frame, and with a trembling

voice, he solemnly said to her :
" If the Lord this night call

me away, let the half of my fortune be yours ; for it is your

goodness I must thank that I am free of debts, as few Teachers

are."

Thiennctte, unacquainted with our sex, naturally mistook

this speech for a proposal of marriage ; and the fingers of her

wounded arm, tonight for the first time, pressed suddenly

against the arm in which they lay ; the only living mortal's

arm, by which Joy, Love and the Earth, were still united with

her bosom. The Conrector, rapturously terrified at the first

pressure of a female hand, bent over his right to take hold of

her left ; and Thiennette, observing his unsuccessful movement,

lifted her fingers, and laid her whole wounded arm in his, and

her whole left hand in his right. Two lovers dwell in the

Whispering-gallery,^^ where the faintest breath bodies itself

forth into a sound. The good Conrector received and returned

this blissful love-pressure, wherewith our poor powerless soul,

stammering, hemmed in, longing, distracted, seeks for a

warmer language, which exists not : he was overpowered ; he

had not the courage to look at her ; but he looked into the

gleam of the twilight, and said (and here for unspeakable love

the tears were running warm over his cheeks): "Ah, I will

give you all ; fortune, life and all that I have, my heart and

my hand."

She was about to answer, but casting a side-glance, she

cried, with a shriek: "Ah, Heaven!" He started round;

and perceived the white muslin sleeve all dyed with blood
;

for in putting her arm into his, she had pushed away the

bandage from the open vein. With the speed of lightning, he

hurried her into the acacia-grove ; the blood was already run-

ning from the muslin ; he grew paler than she, for every drop

of it was coming from his heart. The blue-white arm was

bared ; the bandage was put on ; he tore a piece of gold from

'" In St. Paul's Church at London, where the slightest whisper sounds
over across a space of 143 feet.
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his pocket ; clapped it, as one does with open arteries, on the

spouting fountain, and bolted with this golden bar, and with

the bandage over it, the door out of which her afflicted life

was hurrying.

—

When it was over, she looked up to him
;

pale, langifid,

but her eyes were two glistening fountains of an unspeakable

love, full of sorrow and full of gratitude.—The exhausting loss

of blood was spreading her soul asunder in sighs. Thiennette

was dissolved into inexpressible softness ; and the heart, lacer-

ated by so many years, by so many arrows, was plunging with

all its wounds in warm streams of tears, to be healed ; as

chapped flutes close together by lying in water, and get back

their tones.—Before such a magic form, before such a pure

heavenly love, her sympathising friend was melted between

the flames of joy and grief; and sank, with stifled voice, and

bent down by love and rapture, on the pale angelic face, the

lips of which he timidly pressed, but did not kiss, till all-

powerful Love bound its girdles round them, and drew the two

closer and closer together, and their two souls, like two tears,

melted into one. O now, when it struck twelve, the hour of

death, did not the lover fancy that her lips were drawing his

soul away, and all the fibres and all the nerves of his life

closed spasmodically round the last heart in this world, round

the last rapture of existence ? . . . . Yes, happy man, thou

didst express thy love ; for in thy love thou thoughtest to

die

However, he did not die. After midnight, there floated a

balmy morning air through the shaken flowers, and the whole

spring was breathing. The blissful lover, setting bounds even

to his sea of joy, reminded his delicate beloved, who was now
his bride, of the dangers from night-cold ; and himself of the

longer night-cold of Death, which was now for long years

passed over.—Innocent and blessed, they rose from the grove

of their betrothment, from its dusk broken by white acacia-

flowers and straggling moonbeams. And without, they felt as

if a whole wide Past had sunk away in a convulsion of the

world ; all was new, light and young. The sky stood full ot

glittering dewdrops from the everlasting Morning ; and the

stars quivered ioyfully asunder, and sank, resolved into beams,
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down into the hearts of men.—The Moon, with her fountain

of light, had overspread and kindled all the garden ; and was

hanging above in a starless Blue, as if she had consumed the

nearest stars ; and she seemed like a smaller wandering Spring,

like a Christ's-face smiling in love of man,

—

Under this light they looked at one another for the first

time, after the first words of love ; and the sky gleamed magic-

ally down on the disordered features with which the first rap-

ture of love was still standing written on their faces

Dream, ye beloved, as ye wake, happy as in Paradise, in-

nocent as in Paradise !

SIXTH LETTER-BOX.

Office-impost. One of the most importatit of Petitions,

Thf. finest thing was his awakening in his European Settle-

ment in the giant Schadeck bed !—With the inflammatory,

tickling, eating fever of love in his breast ; with the triumphant

feeling, that he had now got the introductory program of love

put happily by ; and with the sweet resurrection from his living

prophetic burial ; and with the joy that now, among his thir-

ties, he could, for the first time, cherish hopes of a longer life

(and did not longer mean at least till seventy ?) than he could

ten years ago ;—with all this stirring life-balsam, in which the

living fire-wheel of his heart was rapidly revolving, he lay here,

and laughed at his glancing portrait in the bed-canopy ; but

he could not do it long, he was obliged to move. For a less

happy man, it would have been gratifying to have measured,

—

as pilgrims measure the length of their pilgrimage,—not so

much by steps as by body-lengths, like Earth-diameters, the

superficial content of the bed. But Fixlein, for his own part,

had to launch from his bed into warm billowy Life, he had

now his dear good Earth again to look after, and a Conrector-

ship thereon, and a bride to boot. Besides all this, his mother

downstairs now admitted that he had last night actually glided

through beneath the scythe of Death, like supple-grass, and

that yesterday she had not told him merely out of fear of his

fear. Still a cold shudder went over him,—especially as he
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was sober now,—when he looked round at the high Tarpeian

Rock, four hours' distance behind him, on the battlements of

which he had last night walked hand in hand with Death.

The only thing that grieved him was, that it was Monday,

and that he must back to the Gymnasium. Such a freightage

ol joys he had never taken with him on his road to town.

After lour he issued from his house, satisfied with coffee (which

he drank in Hukelum merely for his mothei-'s sake, who, for

two days after, would still have portions of this woman's-wine

to draw from the lees ot the pot-sediment) into the cooling

dawning May-morning (for joy needs coolness, sorrow sun)
;

his Betrothed comes—not indeed to meet him, but still—into

his hearing, by her distant morning hymn ; he makes but one

momentary turn into the blissful haven of the blooming acacia-

grove, which still, like the covenant sealed in it, has no thorns

;

he dips his warm hand in the cold-bath of the dewy leaves
;

he wades with pleasure through the beautifying-water of the

dew, which, as it imparts colour to faces, eats it away from

boots ("but with thirty ducats, a Conrector may make shift to

keep two pairs of boots on the hook").—And now the Moon,
as it were the hanging seal of his last night's happiness, dips

down into the West, like an emptied bucket of light, and in

the East the other overrunning bucket, the Sun, mounts up,

and the gushes of light flow broader and broader.

—

The city stood in the celestial flames of Morning, Here
his divining-rod (his gold-roll, which, excepting one sixteenth

of an inch broken oft' from it, he carried along with him) be-

gan to quiver over all the spots where booty and silver-veins

of enjoyment were concealed ; and our rod-diviner easily dis-

covered that the city and the future were a true entire Potosi

of delights.

In his Conrectorate closet he fell upon his knees, and
thanked God—not so much for his heritage and bride as—for

his life : for he had gone away on Sunday morning with doubts

whether he should ever come back ; and it was purely out of

love to the reader, and fear lest he might fret himself too much
with apprehension, that I cunningly imputed Fixlein's journey

more to his desire of knowing what was in the will, than of

making his own will in presence of his mother. Every reco-
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very is a bringing back and palingenesia of our youth: one
loves the Earth and those that are on it with a new love.

—

The Conrector could have found in his heart to take all his

class by the locks, and press them to his breast ; but he only

did so to his adjutant, the Quartaner, who, in the first Letter-

box, was still sitting in the rank of a Quintaner

His first expedition, after school-hours, was to the house

of Meister Steinberger, where, without speaking a word, he

counted down fifty florins cash, in ducats, on the table : "At
last I repay you," said Fixlein, "the moiety of my debt, and
give you many thanks."

" Ey, Herr Conrector," said the Quartermaster, and con-

tinued calmly stuffing puddings as before, " in my bond it is

said, payable at three months iniitual notice. How could a

man like me go on, else?— However, I will change you the

gold pieces." Thereupon he advised him that it might be

more judicious to take back a florin or two, and buy himself a

better hat, and whole shoes :
" if you like," added he, "to get

a calfskin and half a dozen hareskins dressed, they are lying

upstairs."— I should think, for my own part, that to the reader

it must be as little a matter of indifference as it was to the

Butcher, whether the hero of such a History appear before

him with an old tattered potlid of a hat, and a pump-sucker

and leg-harness pair of boots, or in suitable apparel.—In short,

before St, John's day, the man was dressed with taste and
pomp.

But now came two most peculiarly important papers—at

bottom only one, the Petition for the Hukelum parsonship

—

to be elaborated ; in regard to which I feel as if I myself must

assist It were a simple turn, if now at least the assem-

bled public did not pay attention.

In the first place, the Conrector searched out and sorted all

the Consistorial and Councillor quittances, or rather the toll-

bills of the road-money, which he had been obliged to pay be-

fore the toll-gates at the Ouintusship and Conrectorship had

been thrown open : for the executor of the Schadeck testament

had to reimburse him the whole, as his discharge would express

it, "to penny and farthing." Another would have summed up

this post-exrise much more readily ; by merely looking what he
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—owed ; as these debt-bills and those toll-bills, like parallel

passages, elucidate and confirm each other. But in Fixlein's

case, there was a small circumstance of peculiarity at work
;

which I cannot explain till after what follows.

It grieved him a little that for his two offices he had been

obliged to pay and to borrow no larger a sum than 135 florins,

41 kreutzers and one halfpenny. The legacy, it is true, was

to pass directly from the hands of the testamentary executor

into those of the Regiments-Quartermaster ; but yet he could

have liked well, had he—for man is a fool from the very foun-

dation of him—had more to pay, and therefore to inherit. The
whole Conrectorate he had, by a slight deposit of 90 florins,

plucked, as it were, from the Wheel of Fortune ; and so small

a sum must surprise my reader : but what will he say, when I

tell him that there are countries where the entry-money into

school-rooms is even more moderate ? In Scherau, a Con-

rector is charged only 88 florins, and perhaps he may have an

income triple of this sum. Not to speak of Saxony (what, in

truth, was to be expected from the cradle of the Reformation,

in Religion and Polite Literature), where a schoolmaster and

a parson have nothing to pay,—even in Bayreuth, for example,

in Hof, the progress of improvement has been such, that a

Quartus—a Quartus do I say,—a Tertius—a Tertius do I say,

—a Conrector, at entrance on his post, is not required to pay

down more than :

Fl. rhen, Kr. rhen.

30 49 For taking tlie oaths at the Consistorium.

4 o To the Syndic for the Presentation,

2 o To the then Biirgermeister.

45 7h Fo'' *hs Government sanction.

Total 81 fl. 56J kr.

If the printing-charges of a Rector do stand a little higher

in some points, yet, on the other hand, a Tertius, Quartus &c.

come cheaper from the press than even a Conrector. Now it

is clear that in this case a schoolmaster can subsist ; since, in

the course of the very first year, he gets an overplus beyond
this dock-tnoney of his office. A schoolmaster must, like his

scholars, have been advanced from class to class, before these

his loans to Government, together with the interest for delay
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of paymeat, can jointly amount to so much as his yearly in-

come in the highest class. Another thing in his favour is, that

our institutions do not— as those of Athens did— prohibit

people from entering on office while in debt ; but every man,
with his debt-knapsack on his shoulders, mounts up, step after

step, without obstruction. The Pope, in large benefices, ap-

propriates the income of the first year under the title of An-
nates, or First Fruits ; and accordingly he, in all cases, bestows

any large benefice on the possessor of a smaller one, thereby

to augment both his own revenues and those of others ; but it

shows, in my opinion, a bright distinction between Popery and
Lutheranism, that the Consistoriums of the latter abstract from
their school-ministers and church-ministers not perhaps above
two-thirds of their first yearly income ; though they too, like

the Pope, must naturally have an eye to vacancies.

It may be that I shall here come in collision with the

Elector of Mentz, when I confess, that in Schmausen's Corp.

Jur. Pub. Germ. I have turned up the Mentz-Imperial-Court-

Chancery-tax-ordinance of the 6th January 1659; and there

investigated how much this same Imperial-Court-Chancery de-

mands, as contrasted with a Consistorium. For example, any

man that wishes to be baked or sodden into a Poet Laureate,

has 50 florins tax-dues, and 20 florins Chancery-dues to pay

down; whereas, for 20 florins more, he might have been made
a Cohrector, who is a poet of this species, as it were by the by

and ex officio.—The institution of a Gymnasium is permitted

for 1 000 florins ; an extraordinary sum, with which the whole

body of the teachers in the instituted Gymnasium might with

us clear off the entrymoneys of their schoolrooms. Again, a

Freiherr, who, at any rate, often enough grows old without

knowing how, must purchase the ve}iia cetatis with 200 hard

florins ; while with the half sum he might have become a school-

master, and here age would have come of its own accord.

—

And a thousand such things !—They prove, however, that mat-

ters can be at no bad pass in our Governments and Circles,

where promotions are sold dearer to Folly than to Uiligence,

and where it costs more to institute a school than to serve in

one.

The remarks I made on this subject to a Prince, as well



LIFE OF QUINTUS FIXLEIN. 155

IS the remarks a Town-Syndic made on it to myself, are too

remarkable to be omitted for mere dread of digressiveness.

The Syndic—a man of enlarged views, and of fiery patriot-

ism, the warmth of which was the more beneficent that he

collected all the beams of it into one focus, and directed them

to himself and his family—gave me (I had perhaps been com-

paring the School-bench and the School-stair to the bench and

the ladder, on which people are laid when about to be tor-

tured) the best reply :
" If a schoolmaster consume nothing

but 30 reichsthalers ;'2'' if he annually purchase manufactured

goods, according as Political Economists have calculated for

each individual, namely to the amount of 5 reichsthalers ; and

no more hundredweights of victual than these assume, namely

10 ; in short, if he live like a substantial wood-cutter,—then

the Devil must be in it, if he cannot yearly lay by so much net

profit, as shall, in the long-run, pay the interest of his entry-

debts."

The Syndic must have failed to convince me at the time,

since I afterwards told the Flachsenfingen Prince :«' " Illus-

trious Sir, you know not, but I do—not a player in your The-

atre would act the Schoolmaster in Engel's Prodigal Sou,

three nights running, for such a sum as every real School-

master has to take for acting it all the days of the year.— In

Prussia, Invalids are made Schoolmasters ; with us, School-

masters are made Invalids," . . .

But to our story ! Fixlein wrote out the inventory of his

Crown-debts; but with quite a different purpose than the reader

will guess, who has still the Schadeck testament in his head. In

one word, he wanted to be Parson of Hukelum. To be a clergy-

man, and in the place where his cradle stood, and all the little

gardens of his childhood, his mother also, and the grove of be-

trothment,—this was an open gate into a New Jerusalem, sup-

^ So much, according to Political Kconomists, a man yearly requires

in Germany.
•" This singular tone of my address to a Prince can only be excused by

the equally singular relation, wherein the Biographer stands to the Flachs-

enfingen .Sovereign, and which I would willingly unfold here, were it not

that, in my Boole, which, under the title of Dog-post-days, 1 mean to give

to the world at Kaster-fair 1795, 1 hoped to expound the matter to universal

satisfaction.
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posing even that the hvincrhad been nothing but a meagre peni-

tentiary. The main point was, he might marry, if he were ap-

pointed. For, in the capacity of lank Conrector, supported only

by the strengthening-girth of his waistcoat, and with emolu-

ments whereby scarcely the purchase-money of a—purse was to

be come at ; in this way he was more like collecting wick and

tallow for his burial-torch than for his bridal one.

For the Schoolmaster class are, in well-ordered States, as

little permitted to marry as the Soldiery. In Conringius de

Antiq7titafjb7ts Acadeinicis, where in every leaf it is proved

that all cloisters were originally schools, I hit upon the reason.

Our schools are now cloisters, and consequently we endeavour

to maintain in our teachers at least an imitation of the Three

Monastic Vows. The vow of Obedience might perhaps be

sufficiently enforced by School-Inspectors ; but the second

vow, that of Celibacy, would be more hard of attainment, were

it not that, by one of the best political arrangements, the third

vow, I mean a beautiful equality in Poverty, is so admirably

attended to, that no man who has made it needs any farther

tesihnoniu?n paupertatis

j

—and now let this man, if he likes,

lay hold of a matrimonial half, when of the two halves each

has a whole stomach, and nothing for it but half-coins and

half-beer ! . . . .

I know well, millions of my readers would them.selves com-

pose this Petition for the Conrector, and ride with it to Scha-

deck to his Lordship, that so the poor rogue might get the

sheepfold, with the annexed wedding-mansion : for they see

clearly enough, that directly thereafter one of the best Letter-

Roxes would be written that ever came from such a repository.

Fixlein's Petition was particularly good and striking : it

submitted to the Rittmeister four grounds of preference : i

.

"He was a native of the parish: his parents and ancestors

had already done Hukelum service ; therefore he prayed," &c.

2. "The here-documented official debts of 135 florins, 41

kreutzers and one halfpenny, the cancelling of which a never-

to-be-forgotten testament secured him, he himself could clear,

in case he obtained the living, and so hereby give up his claim

to the legacy," &c.

Voluntary Note by me. It is plain he means to bribe his
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Godfather, whom the lady's testament has put into a fume.

But, gentle reader, blame not without mercy a poor, oppressed,

heavy-laden school-man and school-horse for an indelicate in-

sinuation, which truly was never mine. Consider, Fixlein knew
that the Rittmeister was a cormorant towards the poor, as he

was a squanderer towards the rich. It may be, too, the Con-

rector might once or twice have heard, in the Law Courts, of

patrons, by whom not indeed the church and churchyard

—

though these things are articles of commerce in P2ngland—so

much as the true management of them had been sold, or rather

farmed to farming-candidates. 1 know from Lange,'*^^ that the

Church must support its patron, when he has nothing to live

upon : and might not a nobleman, before he actually began

begging, be justified in taking a little advance, a fore-pay-

ment of his alimentary moneys, from the hands of his pulpit-

farmer ?

—

3. " He had lately betrothed himself with Fraulein von

Thiennette, and given her a piece of gold, as marriage-pledge :

and could therefore wed the said Fraulein were he once pro-

vided for," &c.

Voluntary Note by me. I hold this ground to be the

strongest in the whole Petition. In the eyes of Herr von

Aufhammer, Thiennette's genealogical tree was long since

stubbed, disleaved, worm-eaten and full of millepedes : she

was his Qiconoma, his Castle-Stewardess and Legatess a Latere

for his domestics; and with her pretensions for an alms-coffer,

was threatening in the end to become a burden to him. His

indignant wish that she had been provided for with Fixlein's

legacy might now be fulfilled. In a word, if Fixlein become
Parson, he will have the third ground to thank for it ; not at

all the mad fourth

4. " He had learned with sorrow, that the name of his

Shock, which he had purchased from an Emigrant at Leipzig,

meant Egidius in German ; and that the dog had drawn upon

him the displeasure of his Lordship. Far be it from him so

to designate the Shock in future ; but he would take it as a

special grace, if for the dog, which he at present called with-

^ His Clerical Law, p. 551.
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out any name, his Lordship would be pleased to appoint one
himself."

My Vohintaiy Note. The dog then, it seems, to which the

nobleman has hitherto been godfather, is to receive its name a

second time from him !—But how can the famishing gardener's

son, whose career never mounted higher than from the school-

bench to the school-chair, and who never spoke with polished

ladies, except singing, namely in the church, how can he be

expected, in fingering such a string, to educe from it any finer

tone than the pedantic one ? And yet the source of it lies

deeper : not the contracted situatioti, but the contracted eye,

not a favourite science, but a narrow plebeian soul, makes us

pedantic, a soul that cannot measure and separate the concen-

tric circles of human knowledge and activity, that confounds

the focus of universal human life, by reason of the focal dis-

tance, with every two or three converging rays ; and that can-

not see all, and tolerate all In short, the true Pedant is the

Intolerant.

The Conrector wrote out his petition splendidly in five

propitious evenings ; employed a peculiar ink for the purpose
;

worked not indeed so long over it as the stupid Manucius over

a Latin letter, namely, some months, if Scioppius' word is to

be taken ; still less so long as another scholar at a Latin epistle,

who— truly we have nothing but Morhof's word for it—hatched

it during four whole months ; inserting his variations, adjec-

tives, feet, with the authorities for his phrases, accurately

marked between the lines. Fixlein possessed a more thorough-

going genius, and had completely mastered the whole enter-

prise in sixteen days. While sealing, he thought, as we all

do, how this cover was the seed-husk of a great entire Future,

the rind of many sweet or bitter fruits, the swathing of his

whole after-life.

Heaven bless his cover ; but I let you throw me from the

Tower of Babel, if he get the parsonage : can't you see, then,

that Aufhammer's hands are tied ? In spite of all his other

faults, or even because of them, he will stand like iron by his

word, which he has given so long ago to the Subrector. It

were another matter had he been resident at Court ; for there,
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where old German manners still are, no promise is kept ; for

as, according to Moser, the Ancient Germans kept only such

promises as they made in the forenoon (in the afternoon they

were all dead-drunk),—so the Court-Germans likewise keep no
afternoon promise ; forenoon ones they would keep if they

made any, which, however, cannot possibly happen, as at

those hours they are—sleeping.

SEVENTH LETTER-BOX,
Sermon. SckooUExkibitiott. Splendid Mistake.

The Conrector received his 135 florins, 43 kreutzers, one

halfpenny Frankish ; but no answer : the dog remained with-

out name, his master without parsonage. Meanwhile the sum-

mer passed away ; and the Dragoon Rittmeister had yet drawn

out no pike from the Candidate breeding-pond, and thrown

him into t\vt feeding-pond of the Hukelum parsonage. It gra-

tified him to be behung with prayers like a Spanish guardian

Saint ; and he postponed (though determined to prefer the

Subrector) granting any one petition, till he had seven-and-

thirty dyers', buttonmakers', tinsmiths' sons, whose petitions

he could at the same time refuse. Grudge not him of Auf-

hammer this outlengthening of his electorial power ! He knows
the privileges of rank ; feels that a nobleman is like Timoleon,

who gained his greatest victories on his birthday, and had no-

thing more to do than name some squiress, countess, or the

like, as his mother. A man, however, who has been exalted

to the Peerage, while still a fcetus, may with more propriety

be likened to the spinner, which, contrariwise to all other in-

sects, passes from the chrysahs state, and becomes a perfect

insect in its mother's womb.

—

But to proceed ! Fixlein was at present not without cash.

It will be the same as if I made a present of it to the reader,

when I reveal to him, that of the legacy, which was clearing off

old scores, he had still thirty-five florins left to himself, as alio-

dium and pocket-money, wherewith he might purchase what-

soever seemed good to him. And how came he by so large a
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sum, by so considerable a competence ? Simply by this means :

Every time he changed a piece of gold, and especially at every

payment he received, it had been his custom to throw in,

blindly at random, two, three, or four small coins, among the

papers of his trunk. His purpose was to astonish himself one

day, when he summed up and took possession of this sleeping

capital. And, by Heaven ! he reached it too, when on mount-
ing the throne of his Conrectorate, he drew out these funds

from among his papers, and applied them to the coronation

charges. For the present, he sowed them in again among his

waste letters. Foolish Fixlein ! I mean, had he not luckily

exposed his legacy to jeopardy, having offered it as bounty-

money, and luck-penny to the patron, this false clutch of his

at the knocker of the Hukelum church-door would certainly

have vexed him ; but now if he had missed the knocker, he

had the luck-penny again, and could be merry.

I now advance a little way in his History, and hit, in the

rock of his Life, upon so fine a vein of silver, I mean upon so

fine a day, that I must (I believe) content myself even in re-

gard to the twenty-third of Trinity-term, when he preached a

vacation sermon in his dear native village, with a brief transi-

tory notice.

In itself the sermon was good and glorious ; and the day

a rich day of pleasure ; but I should really need to have more
hours at my disposal than I can steal from May, in which I

am at present living and writing ; and more strength than

wandering through this fine weather has left me for landscape

pictures of the same, before I could attempt, with any well-

founded hope, to draw out a mathematical estimate of the

length and thickness, and the vibrations and accordant rela-

tions to each other, of the various strings, which combined

together to form for his heart a Music of the Spheres, on this

day of Trinity-term, though such a thing would please myself

as much as another Do not ask me ! In my opinion,

when a man preaches on Sunday before all the peasants, who
had carried him in their arms when a gardener's boy ; farther,

before his mother, who is leading off her tears through the

conduit of her satin muff ; farther, before his Lordship, whom
he can positively command to be blessed ; and finally, before
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his mublin bride, who is already blessed, and changing almost

into stone, to tind that the same lips can both kiss and preach

:

in my opinion, I say, when a man effects all this, he has some
right to require of any Biographer who would paint his situa-

tion, that he—hold his jaw ; and of the reader who would

sympathise with it, that he open his, and preach himself. •

But what I must ex officio depict, is the day to which this

Sunday was but the prelude, the vigil and the whet ; I mean
the prelude, the vigil and the whet to the Martini Actus, or

Martinmas Exhibition, of his school. On Sunday was the

Sermon, on Wednesday the Actus, on Tuesday the Rehearsal.

This Tuesday shall now be delineated to the universe.

I count upon it that I shall not be read by mere people of

the world alone, to whom a School-Actus cannot truly appear

much better, or more interesting, than some Investiture of a

Bishop, or the opera seria of a Frankfort Coronation ; but

that I likewise have people before me, who have been at

schools, and- who know how the school-drama of an Actus,

and the stage-manager, and the playbill (the Program) thereof

are to be estimated, still without overrating their importance.

Before proceeding to the Rehearsal of the Martini Actus,

I impose upon myself, as dramaturgist of the play, the duty,

if not of extracting, at least of recording the Conrector's Letter

of Invitation. In this composition he said many things ; and
(what an author likes so well) made proposals rather than re-

proaches ; interrogatively reminding the public, Whether in

regard to the well-known head-breakages of Priscian on the

part of the Magnates in Pest and Poland, our school-houses

were not the best quarantine and lazar-houses to protect us

against infectious barbarisms ? Moreover, he defended in

schools what could be defended (and nothing in the world is

sweeter or easier than a defence) ; and said, Schoolmasters,

who not quite justifiably, like certain Courts, spoke nothing,

and let nothing be spoken to them but Latin, might plead the

Romans in excuse, whose subjects, and whose kings, at least

in their epistles and public transactions, were obliged to make
use of the Latin tongue. He wondered why only our Greek,

and not also our Latin Grammars, were composed in Latin,

and put the pregnant question : Whether the Romans, when
VOL. II. M
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they taught their little children the Latin tongue, did it in any

other than in this same ? Thereupon he went over to the

Actus, and said what follows, in his own words :

" I am minded to prove, in a subsequent Invitation, that

everything which can be said or known about the great founder

of the Reformation, the subject of our present Martini Prolu-

sions, has been long ago exhausted, as well by Seckendorf as

others. In fact, with regard to Luther's personalities, his

table-talk, incomes, journeys, clothes, and so forth, there can

now nothing new be brought forward, if at the same time it is

to be true. Nevertheless, the field of the Reformation history

is, to speak in a figure, by no means wholly cultivated ; and it

does appear to me as if the inquirer even of the present day

might in vain look about for correct intelligence respecting the

children, grandchildren and children's children, down to our

own times, of this great Reformer ; all of whom, however, ap-

pertain, in a more remote degree, to the Reformation history,

as he himself in a nearer. Thou shalt not perhaps be thresh-

ing, said I to myself, altogether empty straw, if, according to

thy small ability, thou bring forward and cultivate this ne-^

glected branch of History. And so have I ventured, with the

last male descendant of Luther, namely, with the Advocate

Martin Gottlob Luther, who practised in Dresden, and de-

ceased there in. 1759, ^o make a beginning of a more special

Reformation history. My feeble attempt, in regard to this Re-

formationary Advocate, will be sufficiently rewarded, should it

excite to better works on the subject : however, the little which

I have succeeded in digging up and collecting with regard to

him I here submissively, obediently, and humbly request all

friends and patrons of the Flachsenfingen Gymnasium to listen

to, on the 14th of November, from the mouths of six well-con-

ditioned perorators. In the first place, shall

" Gottlieb Spiesglass, a. Flachsenfinger, endeavour to show,

in a Latin oration, that Martin Gottlob Luther was certainly

descended of the Luther family. After him strives

" Friedrich Ch^'istian Krabbler, from Hukelum, in German
prose, to appreciate the influence which Martin Gottlob Luther

exercised on the then existing Reformation ; whereupon, after

him, will
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"Daniel Lorcnz Stenzinger deliver, in Latin verse, an ac-

count of Martin Gottlob Luther's lawsuits ; embracing the

probable merits of Advocates generally, in regard to the Re-

formation. Which then will give opportunity to

" Nikol Tobias Pfizmaii to come forward in French, and
recount the most important circumstances of Martin Gottlob

Luther's school-years, university-life and riper age. And now,

when
" Andreas Eintarm shall have endeavoured, in German

verse, to apologise for the possible failings of this represent-

ative of the great Luther, will

" Justus Strobel, in Latin verse according to ability, sing

his uprightness and integrity in the Advocate profession ; where-

after I myself shall mount the cathedra, and most humbly
thank all the patrons of the Flachsenfingen School, and then

farther bring forward those portions in the life of this remark-

able man, of which we yet know absolutely nothing, they

being spared Deo volente for the speakers of the next Martini
Actus"

The day before the Actus offered as it were the proof-shot

and sample-sheet of the Wednesday. Persons who on account

of dress could not be present at the great school-festival, espe-

cially ladies, made their appearance on Tuesday, during the

six proof-orations. No one can be readier than I to subordi-

nate the proof-Actus to the Wednesday-Actus ; and I do any-

thing but need being stimulated suitably to estimate the solemn

feast of a School ; but on the other hand I am equally con-

vinced that no one, who did not go to the real Actus of Wed-
nesday, could possibly figure anything more splendid than the

proof-day preceding ; because he could have no object where-

with to compare the pomp in which the Primate of the fes-

tival drove in with his triumphal chariot and six—to call the

six brethren-speakers coach-horses—next morning in presence

of ladies and Councillor gentlemen. Smile away, Fixlein, at this

astonishment over thy today's Ovation, which is leading on

tomorrow's Triumph: on thy dissolving countenance quivers

happy Self, feeding on these incense-fumes ; but a vanity like
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thine, and that only, which enjoys without comparing or de-

spising, can one tolerate, will one foster. But what flowed

over all his heart, hke a melting sunbeam over wax, was his

mother, who after much persuasion had ventured in her Sun-

day clothes humbly to place herself quite low down, beside

the door of the Prima class-room. It were difficult to say who
is happier, the mother, beholding how he whom she has borne

under her heart can direct such noble young gentlemen, and

hearing how he along with them can talk of these really high

things and understand them too ;—or the son, who, like some
of the heroes of Antiquity, has the felicity of triumphing in

the lifetime of his mother. I have never in my writings or

doings cast a stone upon the late Burchardt Grossmann, who
under the initial letters of the stanzas in his song, ''Brick an,

(ill Hebe MorgenrotJie," inserted the letters of his own name
;

and still less have I ever censured any poor herbwornan for

smoothing out her winding-sheet, while still living, and making
herself one-twelfth of a dozen of grave-shifts. Nor do I regard

the man as wise—though indeed as very clever and pedantic

—

who can fret his gall-bladder full because every one of us leaf-

miners views the leaf whereon he is mining as a park-garden,

as a fifth Quarter of the World (so near and rich is it) ; the

leaf-pores as so many Valleys of Tempe, the leaf-skeleton as a

Liberty-tree, a Bread-tree and Life-tree, and the dew-drops as

the Ocean. We poor day-moths, evening-moths and night-

moths, fall universally into the same error, only on different

leaves ; and whosoever (as I do) laughs at the important airs

with which the schoolmaster issues his programs, the drama-

turgist his playbills, the classical variation-alms-gatherer his

alphabetic letters,—does it, if he is wise (as is the case here),

with the consciousness of his own similar folly ; and laughs in

regard to his neighbour, at nothing but mankind and himself.

The mother was not to be detained ; she must off, this very

night, to Hukelum, to give the Fraulein Thiennette at least

some tidings of this glorious business.

—

And now the World will bet a hundred to one, that I forth-

with take biographical wax, and emboss such a wax-figure cabi-

net of the Actus itself as shall be single of its kind.

But on Wednesday morning, while the hope-intoxicated
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Conrector was just about putting on his fine raiment, some-

thing knocked.

It was the well-known servant of the Rittmeister, carrying

the Hukelum Presentation for the Subrector Fiichs\e\n in his

pocket. To the last-named gentleman he had been sent with

this call to the parsonage : but he had distinguished ill betwixt

Sub and Cw^rector ; and had besides his own good reasons

for directing his steps to the latter ; for he thought :
" Who

can it be that gets it, but the parson that preached last Sun-

day, and that comes from the village, and is engaged to our

Fraulein Thiennette, and to whom I brought a clock and a

roll of ducats already ?" That his Lordship could pass over

his own godson, never entered the man's head.

Fixlein read the address of the Appointment :
" To the

Reverend the Parson Fixlein of Hukelum." He naturally

enough made the same mistake as the lackey ; and broke up

the Presentation as his own : and finding moreover in the

body of the paper no special mention of persons, but only of

a Schul-iDiterbefehlshaber or School-undergovernor (instead of

Subrector), he could not but persist in his error. Before I

properly explain why the Rittmeister's Lawyer, the framer of

the Presentation, had so designated a Subrector—we two, the

reader and myself, will keep an eye for a moment on Fixlein's

joyful saltations—on his gratefully-streaming eyes— on his full

hands so laden with bounty—on the present of two ducats,

which he drops into the hands of the mitre-bearer, as will-

ingly as he will soon drop his own pedagogic office. Could

he tell what to think (of the Rittmeister), or to write (to the

same), or to table (for the lackey) ? Did he not ask tidings

of the noble health of his benefactor over and over, though the

servant answered him with all distinctness at the very first ?

And was not this same man, who belonged to the nose-up-

turning, shoulder-shrugging, shoulder-knotted, toad-eating spe-

cies of men, at last so moved by the joy which he had im-

parted, that he determined on the spot, to bestow his presence

on the new clergyman's School-Actus, though no person ot

quality whatever was to be there ? Fixlein, in the first place,

sealed his letter of thanks ; and courteously invited this mes-

senger 01 good news to visit him frequently in the Parsonage

;
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and to call this evening in passing at his mother's, and give

her a lecture for not staying last night, when she might have

seen the Presentation from his Lordship arrive today.

The lackey being gone, Fixlein for joy began to grow scep-

tical—and timorous (wherefore, to prevent filching, he stowed

his Presentation securely in his coffer, under keeping of two

padlocks) ; and devout and softened, since he thanked God
without scruple for all good that happened to him, and never

wrote this Eternal Name but in pulpit characters and with

coloured ink, as the Jewish copyists never wrote it except in

ornamental letters and when newly washed ;"3—and deaf also

did the parson grow, so that he scarcely heard the soft wooing-

hour of the Actus—for a still softer one beside Thiennette, with

its rose-bushes and rose-honey, would not leave his thoughts.

He who of old, when Fortune made a wry face at him, was

wont, like children in their sport at one another, to laugh at

her so long till she herself was obliged to begin smiling,—he

was now flying as on a huge seesaw higher and higher, quicker

and quicker aloft.

But before the Actus, let us examine the Schadeck Lawyer.

Fixlein instead of Fiichslein"* he had written from uncertainty

about the spelling of the name ; the more naturally as in tran-

scribing the Rittmeisterinn's will, the former had occurred so

often. Vo/i, this triumphal arch he durst not set up before

Fiichslein's new name, because Aufhammer forbade it, con-

sidering Hans Fiichslein as a mushroom who had no right to

7io?is and titles of nobility, for all his patents. In fine, the Pre-

sentation-writer was possessed with Campe's-^ whim of German-
ising everything, minding little though when Germanised it

23 'EAchhovn's Etnleit. ins A. T, (Introduction to the Old Testament),
vol. ii.

-* Both have the same sound. Fiichslein means Foxling, Foxwhelp.
—Eo.

2fi Campe, a German philologist, who, along with several others of that

class, has really proposed, as represented in the Text, to substitute for all

Greek or Latin derivatives corresponding German terms of the like import.

Geog7aphy, which may be ^r-(/tof/zr^/7'7/wf (Earth-description), was thence-

forth to be nothing else ; a Geometer became an Earthmeasurer, &c. &c.
School-inidergovernor, instead of Stibrector, is by no means the happiest

example of the system, and seems due rather to the .Schadeck Lawyer than
lo Campe, whom our Author has elsewhere more than once eulogised for

liis project in similar style. - Eu.
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should cease to be intelligible ;—as if a word needed any better

act of naturalisation than that which universal intelligibility im-

parts to it. In itself it is the same—the rather as all languages,

like all men, are cognate, intermarried and intermixed—whether

a word was invented by a savage or a foreigner ; whether it

grew up like moss amid the German forests, or like street-

grass, in the pavement of the Roman forum. The Lawyer, on

the other hand, contended that it was different ; and accord-

ingly he hid not from any of his clients that Tagefarth (Day-

turn) meant Term, and that Appealing was Bern/en (Becall-

ing). On this principle he dressed the word Subrector in the

new livery of School-undergovernor. And this version farther

converted the Schoolmaster into Parson : to such a degree does

our civic fortune—not our personal well-being, which supports

itself on our own internal soil and resources—grow merely on

the drift-mould of accidents, connexions, acquaintances, and
Heaven or the Devil knows what !

—

By the by, from a Lawyer, at the same time a Country

Judge, I should certainly have looked for more sense ; I should

(1 may be mistaken) have presumed he knew that the Acts or

Reports, which in former times (see Hoffmann's German or itn-

German Law-practice^ were written in Latin, as before the times

of Joseph the Hungarian,—are now, if we may say so without

offence, perhaps written fully more in the German dialect than

in the Latin ; and in support of this opinion, I can point to

whole lines of German language, to be found in these Imperial-

Court-Confessions. However, I will not believe that the Jurist

is endeavouring, because Inihofer declares the Roman tongue

to be the mother tongue in the other world, to disengage him-

self from a language, by means of which, like the Roman Eagle,

or later, like the Roman tlsh-heron (Pope), he has clutched

such abundant booty in his talons.

Toll, toll your bell for the Actus ; stream in, in to the cere-

mony : who cares for it ? Neither I nor the Ex-Conrector.

The six pigmy Ciceros wiii in vain set forth before us in sump-

tuous dress their thoughts and bodies. The draught-wind ol

Chance has blown away from the Actus its powder-nimbus of

glory ; and the Conrector that was has discovered how small a

matter a cathedra is, and how gieat a one a pulpit : "I should
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not have thought," thought he now, " when I became Conrector,

that there could be anything grander, I mean a Parson." Man,
behind his everlasting blind, which he only colours differently,

and makes no thinner, carries his pride with him from one step

to another ; and, on the higher step, blames only the pride of

the lower.

The best of the Actus was, that the Regiments-Quartermas-

ter, and Master Butcher, Steinberg, attended there, embaled in

a long woollen shag. During the solemnity, the Subrector

Hans von Fiichslein cast several gratified and inquiring glances

on the Schadeck servant, who did not once look at him : Hans
would have staked his head, that after the Actus, the fellow

would wait upon him. When at last the sextuple cockerel-brood

had on their dunghill done crowing, that is to say, had pero-

rated, the scholastic cocker, over whom a higher banner was now
waving, himself came upon the stage ; and delivered to the

School-Inspectorships, to the Subrectorship, to the Guardian-

ship and the Lackeyship, his most grateful thanks for their

attendance ; shortly announcing to them at the same time,

" that Providence had now called him from his post to another;

and committed to him, unworthy as he was, the cure of souls

in the Hukelum parish, as well as in the .Schadeck chapel of

ease."

This little address, to appearance, well-nigh blew up the

then Subrector Hans von Fiichslein from his chair ; and his

face looked of a mingled colour, like red bole, green chalk, tin-

sel-yellow and votnissement de la reine.

The tall Quartermaster erected himself considerably in his

shag, and hummed loud enough in happy forgetfulness :
" The

Dickens !—Parson ?"— —
The Subrector dashed-by like a comet before the lackey :

ordered him to call and take a letter for his master ; strode

home, and prepared for his patron, who at Schadeck was wait-

ing for a long thanksgiving psalm, a short satirical epistle, as

nervous as haste would permit, and mingled a few nicknames

and verbal injuries along with it.

The courier handed in, to his master, Fixlein's song of gra-

titude, and Fiichslein's invectives, with the same hand. The
Dragoon Rittmeister, incensed at the ill-mannered churl, and
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bound to his word, which Fixlein had publicly announced in

his Actus, forthwith wrote back to the new Parson an accept-

ance and ratification ; and Fixlein is and remains, to the joy

of us all, incontestable ordained parson of Hukelum.
His disappointed rival has still this consolation, that he

holds a seat in the wasp-nest of the Neue AUgemeine Deutsche
Bibliothek.'^'^^ Should the Parson ever chrysalise himself into

an author, the watch-wasp may then buzz out, and dart its

sting into the chrysalis, and put its own brood in the room of

the murdered butterfly. As the Subrector everywhere went
about, and threatened in plain terms that he would review his

colleague, let not the public be surprised that Fixlein's Errata,

and his Masoretic Exercitationes, are to this hour withheld

from it.

In spring, the widowed church receives her new husband
;

and how it will be, when Fixlein, under a canopy of flower-

trees, takes the Sponsa Christi in one hand, and his own Sponsa
in the other,— this, without an Eighth Letter-Box, which, in

the present case, may be a true jewel-box and rainbow-key,^''

ran no mortal figure, except the Sponsus himself.

EIGHTH LETTER-BOX,
Instalment in the Parsonage.

On the 15th of April 1793, the reader may observe, far

down in the hollow, three baggage -wagons groaning along.

These baggage-wagons are transporting the house-gear of the

new Parson to Hukelum: the proprietor himself, with a little

escort of his parishioners, is marching at their side, that of

his china sets and household furniture there may be nothing

broken in the eighteenth century, as the whole came down to

him unbroken from the seventeenth. Fixlein hears the School-

bell ringing behind him ; but this chime now sings to him,

28 New Universal German Library, a reviewing periodical ; in those

days conducted by Nicolai, a sworn enemy to what has since been called

the New School. (.See Tieck, a«/^.)—Ed.
-7 Superstition declares, that on the spot where tlie rainbow rises, a jyolden

key is left.
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like a curfew, the songs of future rest : he is now escaped from
the Death-valley of the Gymnasium, and admitted into the

abodes of the Blessed. Here dwells no envy, no colleague, no
Subrector ; here in the heavenly country, no man works in the

New Universal German Library ; here, in the heavenly Huke-
lumic Jerusalem, they do nothing but sing praises in the church

;

and here the Perfected requires no more increase of know-
ledge .... Here too one need not sorrow that Sunday and
Saint's day so often fall together into one.

Truth to tell, the Parson goes too far : but it was his way
from of old never to paint out the whole and half shadows of

a situation, till he was got into a new one ; the beauties of

which he could then enhance by contrast with the former. For
it requires little reflection to discover that the torments of a
schoolmaster are nothing so extraordinary ; but, on the con-

trary, as in the Gymnasium, he mounts from one degree to

another, not very dissimilar to the common torments of Hell,

which, in spite of their eternity, grow weaker from century to

century. Moreover, since, according to the saying of a French-

man, deux afflictions mises ensemble peuvent devenir une con-

solation, a man gets afflictions enow in a school to console

him ; seeing out of eight combined afflictions— I reckon only

one for every teacher— certainly more comfort is to be ex-

tracted than" out of two. The only pity is, that school-people

will never act towards each other as court-people do : none but

polished men and polished glasses will readily cohere. In ad-

dition to all this, in schools—and in offices generally—one is

always recompensed : for, as in the second life, a greater virtue

is the recompense of an earthly one, so, in the Schoolmaster's

case, his merits are always rewarded by more opportunities for

new merits ; and often enough he is not dismissed from his

post at all.

—

Eight Gymnasiasts are trotting about in the Parsonage,

setting up, nailing to, hauling in. I think, as a scholar of Plu-

tarch, I am right to introduce such seeming jniitjitice. A man
whom grown-up people love, children love still more. The
whole school had smiled on the smiling Fixlein, and liked him in

their hearts, because he did not thunder, but sport with them
;

because he said Sie (They) to the Secundaners, and the Sub-
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rector said Ihr (Ye) ; because his uprearing forefinger was his

only sceptre and baculus ; because in the Secunda he had in-

terchanged Latin epistles with his scholars ; and in the Quinta,

had taught not with Napier's Rods (or rods of a sharper de-

scription), but with sticks of barley-sugar.

Today his churchyard appeared to him so solemn and fes-

tive, that he wondered (though it was Monday) why his pa-

rishioners were not in their holiday, but merely in their weekday
drapery. Under the door of the Parsonage stood a weeping

woman ; for she was too happy, and he was her— son. Yet

the mother, in the height of her emotion, contrives quite readily

to call upon the carriers, while disloading, not to twist off the

four corner globes from the old Frankish chest of drawers.

Her son now appeared to her as venerable, as if he had sat

for one of the copperplates in her pictured Bible ; and that

simply, because he had cast off his pedagogue hair-cue, as the

ripening tadpole does its tail ; and was now standing in a

clerical periwig before her : he was now a Comet, soaring away
from the profane Earth, and had accordingly changed from a

Stella candata into a stella crinita.

His bride also had, on former days, given sedulous assist-

ance in this new improved edition of his house, and laboured

faithfully among the other furnishers and furbishers. But today

she kept aloof ; for she was too good to forget the maiden in

the bride. Love, like men, dies oftener of excess than of

hunger ; it lives on love, but it resembles those Alpine flowers,

which feed themselves by suction from the wet clouds, and die

if you besprinkle them.

—

At length the Parson is settled, and of course he must

—

for I know my fair readers, who are bent on it as if they were
bridemaids—without delay get married. But he may not : be-

fore Ascension-day there can nothing be done, and till then

are full four weeks and a half. The matter was this : He
wished in the first place to have the murder-Sunday, the Can-

tata, behind him ; not indeed because he doubted of his earthly

continuance, but because he would not (even for the l)ride's

sake) that the slightest apprehension should mingle with these

weeks of glory.

The main reason was, He did not Viish to marry till he
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were betrothed : which latter ceremony was appointed, with

the Introduction Sermon, to take place next Sunday. It is

the Cantata-Sunday. Let not the reader afflict himself with

fears. Indeed, I should not have molested an enlightened

century with this Sunday-Wanwan at all, were it not that I

delineate with such extreme fidelity. Fixlein himself— espe-

cially as the Quartermaster asked him if he was a baby—at

last grew so sensible, that he saw the folly of it ; nay, he
went so far, that he committed a greater folly. For as dream-
ing that you die signifies, according to the exegetic rulf offalse,

nothing else than long life and welfare, so did Fixlein easily

infer that his death-imagination was just such a lucky dream
;

the rather as it was precisely on this Cantata-Sunday that For-

tune had turned up her cornucopia over him, and at once

showered down out of it a bride, a presentation and a roll of

ducats. Thus can Superstition imp its wings, let Chance fa-

vour it or not.

A Secretary of State, a Peace-treaty writer, a Notary, any
such incarcerated Slave of the Desk, feels excellently well how
far he is beneath a Parson composing his inaugural sermon.

The latter (do but look at my Fixlein) lays himself heartily

over the paper—injects the venous system of his sermon-pre-

paration with coloured ink—has a Text-Concordance on the

right side, and a Song-Concordance on the left ; is there dig-

ging out a marrowy sentence, here clipping off a song-blossom,

with both to garnish his homiletic pastry ;—sketches out the

finest plan of operations, not, like a man of the world, to subdue

the heart of one woman, but the hearts of all women that hear

him, and of their husbands to boot ;—draws every peasant

passing by his window into some niche of his discourse, to

cooperate with the result ;—and, finally, scoops out the butter

of the smooth soft hymn-book, and therewith exquisitely fat-

tens the black broth of his sermon, which is to feed five thou-

sand men.

At last, in the evening, as the red sun is dazzling him at

the desk, he can rise with heart free from guilt ; and, amid

twittering sparrows and finches, over the cherry-trees encircling

the parsonage, look toward the west, till there is nothing more

in the sky but a faint glenm among the clouds. And then
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when Fixlein, amid the tolling of the evening prayer-bell, slowly

descends the stair to his cooking mother, there must be some

miracle in the case, if for him whatever has been done or

baked, or served up in the lower regions, is not right and

good A bound, after supper, into the Castle ; a look

mto a pure loving eye ; a word without falseness to a bride

without falseness ; and then under the coverlid, a soft-breathing

breast, in which there is nothing but Paradise, a sermon and

evening prayer I swear, with this I will satisfy a

Mythic God, who has left his Heaven, and is seeking a new
one among us here below !

Can a mortal, can a Me in the wet clay of Earth, which

Death will soon dry into dust, ask more in one week than Fix-

lein is gathering into his heart ? I see not how : At least I

should suppose, if such a dust-framed being, after such a twenty-

thousand prize from the Lottery of Chance, could require aught

more, it would at most be the twenty-one-thousand prize,

namely, the inaugural discourse itself.

And this prize our Zebedaus actually drew on Sunday : he

preached—he preached with unction, he did it before the

crowding, rustling press of people ; before his Guardian, and

before the Lord of Aufhammer, the godfather of the priest and

the dog ;—a flock with whom in childhood he had driven out

the Castle herds about the pasture, he was now, himself a spiri-

tual sheep-smearer, leading out to pasture ;—he was standing

to the ankles among Candidates and Schoolmasters, for today

(what none of them could) at the altar, with the nail of his finger,

he might scratch a large cross in the air, baptisms and marriages

not once mentioned .... I believe, I should feel less scrupulous

than I do to chequer this sunshiny esplanade with that thin

shadow of the grave, which the preacher threw over it, when,

in the application, with wet heavy eyes, he looked round over

the mute attentive church, as if in some corner of it he would

seek the mouldering teacher of his youth and of this congrega-

tion, who without, under the white tombstone, the wrong-side

of life, had laid away the garment of his pious spirit. And
when he, himself hurried on by the internal stream, inexpres-

sibly softened by the farther recollections of his own fear of

death on this day, of his life now overspread with flowers and
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benefits, of his entombed benefactress resting here in her nar-

row bed—when he now—before the dissolving countenance of

her friend, his Thiennette—overpowered, motionless and weep-

ing, looked down from the pulpit to the door of the Schadeck

vault, and said :
" Thanks, thou pious soul, for the good thou

hast done to this flock and to their new teacher ; and, in the

fulness of time, may the dust of thy god-fearing and man-loving

breast gather itself, transfigured as gold-dust, round thy re-

awakened heavenly heart,"—was there an eye in the audience

dry? Her husband sobbed aloud ; and Thiennette, her beloved,

bowed her head, sinking down with inconsolable remembrances,

over the front of the seat, like kindred mourners in a funeral

train.

No fairer forenoon could prepare the way for an afternoon

in which a man was to betroth himself forever, and to unite

the exchanged rings with the Ring of Eternity. Except

the bridal pair, there was none present but an ancient pair
;

the mother and the long Guardian. The bridegroom wrote

out the marriage-contract or marriage-charter with his own

hand ; hereby making over to his bride, from this day, his

whole moveable property (not, as you may suppose, his pocket-

library, but his whole library ; whereas, in the Middle Ages,

the daughter of a noble was glad to get one or two books for

marriage-portion) ;—in return for which, she liberally enough

contributed—a whole nuptial coach or car, laden as follows ;

with nine pounds of feathers, not feathers for the cap such as

we carry, but of the lighter sort such as carry us ;— with a

sumptuous dozen of godchild-plates and godchild-spoons (gifts

from Schadeck), together with a fish-knife ;—of silk, not only

btockings (though even King Henri II. of France could dress

no more than his legs in silk), but whole gowns ;—with jewels

and other furnishings of smaller value. Good Thiennette ! in

the chariot of thy spirit lies the true dowry ; namely, thy noble,

soft, modest heart, the morning-gift of Nature !

The Parson,—who, not from mistrust but from " the uncer-

tainty of life," could have wished for a notary's seal on every-

thing ; to whom no security but a hypothecary one appeared

sufficient, and who, in the depositing of every barleycorn, re-

quired quittances and contracts,—had now, when the marriage-
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\.harter was completed, a lighter heart ; and through the whole

evening the good man ceased not to thank his bride for what
she had given him. To me, however, a marriage-contract were

a thing as painful and repulsive,— I confess it candidly, though

you should in consequence upbraid me with my great youth,

—

as if I had to take my love-letter to a Notary Imperial, and
make him docket and countersign it before it could be sent.

Heavens ! to see the light flower of Love, whose perfume acts

not on the balance, so laid like tulip-bulbs on the hay-beam of

Law ; two hearts on the cold councillor- and flesh-beam of

relatives and advocates, who are heaping on the scales nothing

but houses, fields and tin—this, to the interested party, may
be as delightful as, to the intoxicated suckling and nursUng of

the Muses and Philosophy, it is to carry the evening and
morning sacrifices he has offered up to his goddess into the

book-shop, and there to change his devotions into money, and
sell them by weight and measure.

From Cantata-Sunday to Ascension, that is, to marriage-

day, are one and a half weeks—or one and a half blissful

eternities. If it is pleasant that nights or winter separate the

days and seasons of joy to a comfortable distance ; if, for ex-

ample, it is pleasant that birthday, Saint's-day, betrothment,

marriage and baptismal day, do not all occur on the same day

(for with very few do those festivities, like Holiday and
Apostle's day, commerge),—then is it still more pleasant to

make the interval, the flower-border, between betrothment and
marriage, of an extraordinary breadth. Before the marriage-

day are the true honey-weeks ; then come the wax-weeks
;

then the honey-vinegar-weeks.

In the Ninth Letter-Box, our Parson celebrates his wed-

ding ; and here, in the Eighth, I shall just briefly skim over

his way and manner of existence till then ; an existence, as

might have been expected, celestial enough. To few is it

allotted, as it was to him, to have at once such wings and
such flowers (to fly over) before his nuptials ; to few is it

allotted, I imagine, to purchase flour and poultry on the same
day, as Fixlein did ;—to stuff the wedding-turkey with hang-

man-meals ;—to go every night into the stall, and see whether

the wedding-pig, which his Guardian has given him by way of
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marriage-present, is still standing and eating ;—to spy out tor

his future wife the flax-magazines and clothes-press-niches in

the house ;—to lay in new wood-stores in the prospect of

winter ;— to obtain from the Consistorium directly, and for

little smart-money, their Bull of Dispensation, their remission

of the threefold proclamation of banns ;—to live not in a city,

where you must send to every fool (because you are one your-

self), and disclose to him that you are going to be married
;

but in a little angular hamlet, where you have no one to tell

aught, but simply the Schoolmaster that he is to ring a little

later, and put a knee-cushion before the altar.

! if the Ritter Michaelis maintains that Paradise was

little, because otherwise the people would not have found each

other,—a hamlet and its joys are little and narrow, so that

some shadow of Eden may still linger on our Ball.

1 have not even hinted that, the day before the wedding,

the Regiments-Quartermaster came uncalled, and killed the

pig, and made puddings gratis, such as were never eaten at

any Court.

And besides, dear Fixlein, on this soft rich oil of joy there

was also floating gratis a vernal sun,—and red twilights,—and

flower-garlands,-—and a bursting half world of buds ! ....
How didst thou behave thee in these hot whirlpools of

pleasure 1—Thou movedst thy Fishtail (Reason), and therewith

describedst for thyself a rectilineal course through the billows.

For even half as much would have hurried another Parson

from his study ; but the very crowning felicity of ours was, that

he stood as if rooted to the boundary-hill of Moderation, and

from thence looked down on what thousands flout away. Sit-

ting opposite the Castle-windows, he was still in a condition to

reckon up that Amen occurs in the Bible one hundred and

thirty times. Nay, to his old learned laboratory he now ap-

pended a new chemical stove : he purposed writing to Niirn-

berg and Bayreuth, and there offering his pen to the Brothers

Senft, not only for composing practical Receipts at the end of

their Ahnanacs, but also for separate Essays in front under the

copperplate title of each Month, because he had a thought of

making some reformatory cuts at the common people's mental

habitudes And now, when in the capacity of Parson he
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had less to do, and could add to the holy resting-day of the

congregation six literary creating-days, he determined (even in

these Carnival weeks) to strike his plough into the hitherto

quite fallow Plistory of Hukeluni, and soon to follow the plough

with his drill

Thus roll his minutes, on golden wheels-of-fortune, over

the twelve days, which form the glancing star-paved road to

the third heaven of the thirteenth, that is to the

NINTH LETTER-BOX,
Or to the Marriage.

Rise, fair Ascension and Marriage day, and gladden

readers also ! Adorn thyself with the fairest jewel, with the

bride, whose soul is as pure and glittering as its vesture ; like

pearl and pearl-muscle, the one as the other, lustrous and
ornamental ! And so over the espalier, whose fruit-hedge has

hitherto divided our darling from his Eden, every reader now
presses after him !—

On the 9th of May 1793, about three in the morning, there

came a sharp peal of trumpets, like a light-beam, through the

dim-red May-dawn : two twisted horns, with a straight trumpet

between them, like a note of admiration between interrogation-

points, were clanging from a house in which only a parishioner

(not the Parson) dwelt and blew : for this parishioner had last

night been celebrating the same ceremony which the pastor

had this day before him. The joyful tallyho raised our Parson

from his broad bed (and the Shock from beneath it, who some
weeks ago had been exiled from the white sleek coverlid), and
this so early, that in the portraying tester, where on every

former morning he had observed his ruddy visage and his

white bedclothes, all was at present dim and crayonned.

I confess, the new-painted room, and a gleam of dawn on

the wall, made it so light, that he could see his knee-buckles

glancing on the chair. He then softly awakened his mother
(the other guests were to lie for hours in the sheets), and she

had the city cookmaid to awaken, who, like several otiie*-

VOL. II. te
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articles of wedding-furniture, had been borrowed for a day or

two from Flachsenfingen. At two doors he knocked in vain,

and without answer ; for all were already down at the hearth,

cooking, blowing and arranging.

How softly does the Spring day gradually fold back its

nun-veil, and the Earth grow bright, as if it were the morning
of a Resurrection !—The quicksilver-pillar of the barometer,

the guiding Fire-pillar of the weather-prophet, rests firmly on
Fixlein's Ark of the Covenant. The Sun raises himself, pure

and cool, into the morning-blue, instead of into the morning-

red. Swallows, instead of clouds, shoot skimming through the

melodious air. . , O, the good Genius of Fair Weather, who
deserves many temples and festivals (because without him no
festival could be held), lifted an ethereal azure Day, as it were,

from the well-clear atmosphere of the Moon, and sent it down,

on blue butterfly-wings—as if it were a blue Monday—glitter-

ing below the Sun, in the zigzag of joyful quivering descent,

upon the narrow spot of Earth, which our heated fancies are

now viewing And on this balmy vernal spot, stand

amid flowers, over which the trees are shaking blossoms in-

stead of leaves, a bride and a bridegroom. . . . Happy Fix-

lein ! how shall I paint thee without deepening the sighs of

longing in the fairest souls ?

—

But soft ! we will not drink the magic cup of Fancy to the

bottom at six in the morning ; but keep sober till towards

night !

At the sound of the morning prayer-bell, the bridegroom,

for the din of preparation was disturbing his quiet orison, went

out into the churchyard, which (as in many other places), to-

gether with the church, lay round his mansion like a court.

Here on the moist green, over whose closed flowers the church-

yard-wall was still spreading broad shadows, did his spirit cool

itself from the warm dreams of Earth : here, where the white

flat grave-stone of his Teacher lay before him like the fallen-in

door on the Janus'-temple of Life, or like the windward side of

the narrow house, turned towards the tempests of the world :

here, where the little shrunk metallic door on the grated cross

of his father uttered to him the inscriptions of death, and the

year wb^.n his parent departed, and all the admonitions and
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niciiieiiLos, graven on the lead ;—there, I say, his mood grew

softer and more solemn ; and he now lifted up by heart his

morning prayer, which usually he read ; and entreated God to

bless him in his office, and to spare his mother's life ; and to

look with favour and acceptance on the purpose of today.

—

Then over the graves he walked into his fenceless little angular

flower-garden ; and here, composed and confident m the divine

keeping, he pressed the stalks of his tulips deeper into the

mellow earth.

But on returning to the house, he was met on all hands

by the bell-ringing and the janissary-music of wedding-glad-

ness ;— the marriage-guests had all thrown off their nightcaps,

and were drinking diligently ;— there was a clattering, a cook-

ing, a frizzling ;—tea-services, coffee-services and warm-beer-

services, were advancing in succession ; and plates full of bride-

cakes were going round like potter's frames or cistern-wheels.

—The Schoolmaster, with three young lads, was heard rehears-

ing from his own house an Arioso, with which, so soon as

they were perfect, he purposed to surprise his clerical superior.

—But now rushed all the arms of the foaming joy-streams into

one, when the sky-queen besprinkled with blossoms, the bride,

descended upon Earth in her timid joy, full of quivering humble

love ;—when the bells began ;—when the procession-column

set forth with the whole village round and before it ;—when
the organ, the congregation, the officiating priest and the spar-

rows on the trees of the church-window, struck louder and

louder their rolling peals on the drum of the jubilee-festival. . . .

The heart of the singing bridegroom was like to leap from its

place for joy, "that on his bridal-day it was all so respectable

and grand."—Not till the marriage-benediction could he pray

a little.

Still worse and louder grew the business during dinner,

when pastry-work and marchpane-devices were brought for-

ward,—when glasses and slain fishes (laid under the napkins

to frighten the guests) went round ;—and when the guests

rose, and themselves went round, and at length danced round :

for they had instrumental music from the city there.

One minute handed over to the other the sugar-bowl and

bottle-case of joy: the guests heard and saw less and less, and
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the villagers began to see and hear more and more, and to-

wards night they penetrated like a wedge into the open door,

—nay two youths ventured even in the middle of the parson-

age-court, to mount a plank over a beam, and commence see-

sawing.—Out of doors, the gleaming vapour of the departed

Sun was encircling the Earth, the evening-star was glittering

over parsonage and churchyard ; no one heeded it.

However, about nine o'clock,—when the marriage-guests

had well-nigh forgotten the marriage-pair, and were drinking

or dancing along for their own behoof ; when poor mortals, in

this sunshine of Fate, like fishes in the sunshine of the sky,

were leaping up from their wet cold element ; and when the

bridegroom under the star of happiness and love, casting like

a comet its long train of radiance over all his heaven, had in

secret pressed to his joy-filled breast his bride and his mother,

—then did he lock a slice of wedding-bread privily into a press,

in the old superstitious belief that this residue secured continu-

ance of bread for the whole marriage. As he returned, with

greater love for the sole partner of his life, she herself met him
with his mother, to deliver him in private the bridal-night-

gown and bridal-shirt, as is the ancient usage. Many a counte-

nance grows pale in violent emotions, even of joy : Thiennette's

wax-face was bleaching still whiter under the sunbeams of Hap-
piness. O never fall, thou lily of Heaven, and may four springs

instead of four seasons open and shut thy flower-bells to the

sun !—All the arms of his soul, as he floated on the sea of

joy, were quivering to clasp the soft warm heart of his beloved,

to encircle it gently and fast, and draw it to his own
He led her from the crowded dancing-room into the cool

evening. Why does the evening, does the night put warmer
love in our hearts ? Is it the nightly pressure of helplessness

;

or is it the exalting separation from the turmoil of life ; that

veiling of the world, in which for the soul nothing more re-

mains but souls ;— is it therefore, that the letters in which the

loved name stands written on our spirit appear, like phospho-

rus-writing, by night in fire, while by day in their cloudy traces

they but smoke .''

He walked with his bride into the Castle-garden : she hast-

ened quickly through the Castle, and past its servants'-hail,
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where the fair flowers of her young life had been crushed broad

and dry, under a long dreary pressure ; and her soul expanded

and breathed in the free open garden, on whose flowery soil

destiny had cast forth the first seeds of the blossoms which

today were gladdening her existence. Still Eden ! green flower-

chequered chiaroscuro !—The moon is sleeping underground

like a dead one ; but beyond the garden the sun's red evening-

clouds have fallen down like rose-leaves ; and the evening-star,

the brideman of the sun, hovers, like a glancing butterfly, above

the rosy red, and, modest as a bride, deprives no single starlet

of its light.

The wandering pair arrived at the old gardener's hut ; now
standing locked and dumb, with dark windows in the light

garden, like a fragment of the Past surviving in the Present.

Bared twigs of trees were folding, with clammy half-formed

leaves, over the thick intertwisted tangles of the bushes.—The
Spring was standing, like a conqueror, with Winter at his feet.

—In the blue pond, now bloodless, a dusky evening-sky lay

hollowed out, and the gushing waters were moistening the

flov;er-beds.—The silver sparks of stars were rising on the altar

of the East, and falling down extinguished in the red sea of

the West.

The wind whirred, like a night-bird, louder through the

trees ; and gave tones to the acacia-grove, and the tones called

to the pair who had first become happy within it :
" Enter,

new mortal pair, and think of what is past, and of my wither-

ing and your own ; and be holy as Eternity, and weep not

only for joy, but for gratitude also !"—And the wet-eyed bride-

groom led his wet-eyed bride under the blossoms, and laid his

soul, like a flower, on her heart, and said :
" Best Thiennette,

I am unspeakably happy, and would say much, and cannot.

—

Ah, thou Dearest, we will live like angels, like children toge-

ther ! Surely I will do all that is good to thee ; two years ago

I had nothing, no nothing ; ah, it is through thee, best Love,

that I am happy. I call thee Thou, now, thou dear good

soul !" She drew him closer to her, and said, though without

kissing him :
" Call me Thou always. Dearest !"

And as they stept forth again from the sacred grove into

the magic-dusky garden, he took off his hat ; first, that he might
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internally thank God, and secondly, because he wished to look

into this fairest evening sky.

They reached the blazing, rustling marriage-house, but their

softened hearts sought stillness ; and a foreign touch, as in the

blossoming vine, would have disturbed the flower-nuptials of

their souls. They turned rather, and winded up into the

churchyard to preserve their mood. Majestic on the groves

and mountains stood the Night before man's heart, and made
it also great. Over the white steeple-obelisk the sky rested

bluer and darkerj and behind it wavered the withered summit
of the May-pole with faded flag. The son noticed his father's

grave, on which the wind was opening and shutting, with harsh

noise, the little door of the metal cross, to let the year of his

death be read on the brass plate within. An overpowering

sadness seized his heart with violent streams of tears, and drove

him to the sunk hillock, and he led his bride to the grave, and
said :

" Here sleeps he, my good father ; in his thirty-second

year, he was carried hither to his long rest. O thou good,

dear father, couldst thou today but see the happiness of thy

son, like my mother ! But thy eyes are empty, and thy breast

is full of ashes, and thou seest us not."—He was silent. The
bride wept aloud ; she saw the mouldering coffins of her pa-

rents open, and the two dead arise and look round for their

daughter, who had stayed so long behind them, forsaken on

the Earth. She fell upon his heart, and faltered :
" O beloved,

I have neither father nor mother, do not forsake me !"

O thou who hast still a father and a mother, thank God
for it, on the day when thy soul is full of joyful tears, and needs

a bosom wherein to shed them
And with this embracing at a father's grave, let this day

of joy be holily concluded.

—

TENTH LETTER-BOX.
St. Thomas's Day and Birthday.

An Author is a sort of bee-keeper for his reader-swarm ; in

whose behalf he separates the Flora kept for their use into

diflerent seasons, and here accelerates, and there retards, the
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blossoming of many a flower, that so in all chapters there be

blooming.

The goddess of Love and the angel of Peace conducted our

married pair on tracks running over full meadows, through the

Spring ; and on footpaths hidden by high cornfields, through

the Summer ; and Autumn, as they advanced towards Winter,

spread her marbled leaves under their feet. And thus they

arrived before the low dark gate of Winter, full of life, full of

love, trustful, contented, sound and ruddy.

On St. Thomas's day was Thiennette's birthday as well as

Winter's. About a quarter past nine, just when the singing

ceases in the church, we shall take a peep through the window

into the interior of the parsonage. There is nothing here but

the old mother, who has all day (the son having restricted her

to rest, and not work) been gliding about, and brushing, and

burnishing, and scouring, and wiping : every carved chair-leg,

and every brass nail of the waxcloth-covered table, she has

polished into brightness ;—everything hangs, as with all mar-

ried people who have no children, in its right place, brushes,

fly-flaps and almanacs ;—the chairs are stationed by the room-

police in their ancient corners ;—a flax-rock, encircled with a

diadem, or scarf of azure ribbon, is lying in the Schadeckbed,

because, though it is a half holiday, some spinning may go on
;

—the narrow slips of paper, whereon heads of sermons are to

be arranged, lie white beside the sermons themselves, that is,

beside the octavo paper-book which holds them, for the Parson

and his work-table, by reason of the cold, have migrated from

the study to the sitting-room ;
— his large furred doublet is

hanging beside his clean bridegroom nightgown : there is no-

thing wanting in the room but He and She. For he had
preached her with him tonight into the empty Apostle's-day

church, that so her mother, without witnesses—except the two

or three thousand readers who are peeping with me through

the window—might arrange the provender-baking, and whole

commissariat department of the birthday-festival, and spread

out her best table-gear and victual-stores without obstruction.

The soul-curer reckoned it no sin to admonish, and exhort,

and encourage, and threaten his parishioners, till he felt pretty

certain that the soup must be smoking on the plates. Then
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he led his birthday helpmate home, and suddenly placed her

before the altar of meat-offering, before a sweet title-page of

bread-tart, on which her name stood baked, in true monastic

characters, in tooth-letters of almonds. In the background of

time and of the room, I yet conceal two— bottles of Pontac.

How quickly, under the sunshine of joy, do thy cheeks grow

ripe, Thiennette, when thy husband solemnly says: "This is

thy birthday ; and may the Lord bless thee and watch over

thee, and cause his countenance to shine on thee, and send

thee, to the joy of our mother and thy husband especially, a

happy glad recovery. Amen !"—And when Thiennette per-

ceived that it was the old mistress who had cooked and served

up all this herself, she fell upon her nerk. as if it had been not

her husband's mother, but her own.

Emotion conquers the appetite. liut Fixlein's stomach

was as strong as his heart ; and with liim no species of move-

ment could subdue the peristaltic. Drink is the friction-oil of

the tongue, as eating is its drag. Yet, not till he had eaten

and spoken much, did the pastor fill the glasses. Then in-

deed he drew the cork-sluice from the bottle, and set forth its

streams. The sickly mother, of a being still hid beneath her

heart, turned her eyes, in embarrassed emotion, on the old

woman only ; and could scarcely chide him for sending to the

city wine-merchant on her account. He took a glass in each

hand, for each of the two whom he loved, and handed them

to his mother and his wife, and said :
" To thy long, long life,

Thiennette!—And your health and happiness, Mainma!—And
a glad arrival to our little one, if God so bless us !"—" My
son," said the gardeneress, " it is to thy long life that we must

drink ; for it is by thee we are supported. God grant thee

length of days !" added she, with stifled voice, and her eyes

betrayed her tears.

I nowhere find a livelier emblem of the female sex in all

its boundless levity, than in the case where a woman is carry-

ing the angel of Death beneath her heart, and yet in these

nine months full of mortal tokens thinks of nothing more im-

portant, than of who shall be the gossips, and what shall be

cooked at the christening. But thou, Thiennette, hadst nobler

thoughts, though these too along with them. The still-hidden
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darling of thy heart was resting before thy eyes like a little

angel sculptured on a grave-stone, and pointing with its small

finger to the hour when thou shouldst die ; and every morning

and every evening, thou thoughtest of death, with a certainty, of

which I yet knew not the reasons ; and to thee it was as if the

Earth were a dark mineral cave where man's blood like sta-

lactitic water drops down, and in dropping raises shapes which

gleam so transiently, and so quickly fade away ! And that

was the cause why tears were continually trickling from thy

soft eyes, and betraying all thy anxious thoughts about thy

child : but thou repaidst these sad effusions of thy heart by

the embrace in which, with new-awakened love, thou fellest on

thy husband's neck, and saidst :
" Be as it may, God's will be

done, so thou and my child are left alive !—But I know well

that thou. Dearest, lovest me as I do thee." .... Lay thy

hand, good mother, full of blessings, on the two ; and thou

kind Fate, never lift thine away from them !

—

It is with emotion and good wishes that I witness the kiss

of two fair friends, or the embracing of two virtuous lovers
;

and from the fire of their altar sparks fly over to me : but

what is this to our sympathetic exaltation, when we see two

mortals, bending under the same burden, bound to the same
duties, animated by the same care for the same little darlings

—fall on one another's overflowing hearts, in some fair hour ?

And if these, moreover, are two mortals who already wear the

mourning-weeds of life, I mean old age, whose hair and cheeks

are now grown colourless, and eyes grown dim, and whose

faces a thousand thorns have marred into images of Sorrow ;

—when these two clasp each other with such wearied aged

arms, and so near to the precipice of the grave, and when
they say or think : "All in us is dead, but not our love—O,

we have lived and suffered long together, and now we will

hold out our hands to Death together also, and let him carry

us away together,"—does not all within us cry : O Love, thy

spark is superior to Time ; it burns neither in joy nor in the

cheek of roses ; it dies not, neither under a thousand tears,

nor under the snow of old age, nor under the ashes of thy—
beloved ? It never dies : and Thou, All-good ! if there were

no eternal love, there were no love at all
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To the Parson it was easier than it is to me to pave for

himself a transition from the heart to the digestive faculty.

He now submitted to Thiennette (whose voice at once grew
cheerful, while her eyes time after time began to sparkle) his

purpose to take advantage of the frosty weather, and have the

winter meat slaughtered and salted: "the pig can scarcely

rise," said he ; and forthwith he fixed the determination of the

women, farther the butcher, and the day, and all et cetej-as;

appointing everything with a degree of punctuality, such as

the war-college (when it applies the cupping-glass, the battle-

sword, to the overfull system of mankind) exhibits on the pre-

vious day, in its arrangements, before it drives a province into

the baiting-ring and slaughter-house.

This settled, he began to talk and feel quite joyously about

the course of winter, which had commenced today at two-and-

twenty minutes past eight in the morning :
" for," said he,

" newyear is close at hand ; and we shall not need so much
candle tomorrow night as tonight." His mother, it is true,

came athwart him with the weapons of her five senses : but

he fronted her with his Astronomical Tables, and proved that

the lengthening of the day was no less undeniable than imper-

ceptible. In the last place, like most official and married per-

sons, heeding little whether his women took him or not, he

informed them in juristico-theological phrase :
" That he would

put off no longer, but write this very afternoon to the vene-

rable Consistorium, in whose hands lay the jus ci7xa sacra,

for a new Ball to the church-steeple ; and the rather, as he

hoped before newyear's day to raise a bountiful subscription

from the parish for this purpose.—If God spare us till Spring,"

added he with peculiar cheerfulness, "and thou wert happily

recovered, I might so arrange the whole that the Ball should

be set up at thy first church-going, dame !"

Thereupon he shifted his chair from the dinner and des-

sert table to the work-table ; and spent the half of his after-

noon over the petition for the steeple-ball. As there still

remained a little space till dusk, he clapped his tackle to his

new learned Opus, of which I must now aftord a little glimpse.

Out of doors among the snow, there stood near Hukelum an

old Robber-Castle, which Fixlein, every day in Autumn, had
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hovered round like a revenant, with a view to gauge it, ich-

nographically to delineate it, to put every window-bar and
every bridle-hook of it correctly on paper. He believed he

was not expecting too much, if thereby—and by some draw-
ings of the not so much vertical as horizontal walls—he hoped
to impart to his "Architectural Correspondence of two Friends

concerning the Hukelum Robber-Castle" that last polish and
labor linice which contents Reviewers. For towards the cri-

tical Starchamber of the Reviewers he entertained not that

contempt which some authors actually feel—or only affect, as

for instance, I. From this mouldered Kohher-Louvre, there

grew for him more flowers of joy, than ever in all probability

had grown from it of old for its owners.—To my knowledge,

it is an anecdote not hitherto made public, that for all this no
man but Biisching has to answer. Fixlein had not long ago,

among the rubbish of the church letter-room, stumbled on a

paper wherein the Geographer had been requesting special in-

formation about the statistics of the village. Biisching, it is

true, had picked up nothing—accordingly, indeed, Hukelum,
in his Geography, is still omitted altogether ;— but this pesti-

lential letter had infected Fixlein with the spring-fever of Am-
bition, so that his palpitating heart was no longer to be stilled

or held in check, except by the assafoetida-emulsion of a re-

view. It is with authorcraft as with love : both of them for

decades long one may equally desire and forbear : but is the

first spark once thrown into the powder-magazine, it burns to

the end of the chapter.

Simply because winter had commenced by the Almanac,
the fire must be larger than usual ; for warm rooms, like large

furs and bearskin-caps, were things which he loved more than

you would figure. The dusk, this fair chiaroscuro of the day,

this coloured foreground of the night, he lengthened out as far

as possible, that he might study Christmas discourses therein

:

and yet could his wife, without scruple, just as he was pacing

up and down the room, with the sowing-sheet full of divine

word-seeds hung round his shoulder,—hold up to him a spoon-

ful of alegar, that he might try the same in his palate, and de-

cide whether she should yet draw it off. Nay, did he not in

all cases, though fonder of roe-fishes himself, order a milter \.q
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be drawn from the herring-barrel, because his good-wife liked

it better?

—

Here light was brought in ; and as Winter was just now
commencing his glass-painting on the windows, his ice flower-

pieces, and his snow-foliage, our Parson felt that it was time
to read something cold, which he pleasantly named his cold

collation ; namely, the description of some unutterably frosty

land. On the present occasion, it was the winter history of

the four Russian sailors on Nova Zembla. I, for my share,

do often in summer, when the sultry zephyr is inflating the

flower-bells, append certain charts and sketches of Italy, or

the East, as additional landscapes to those among which I am
sitting. And yet tonight he farther took up the Weekly
Chronicle of Flachsenfingen ; and amid the bombshells, pes-

tilences, famines, comets with long tails, and the roaring of all

the Hell-floods of another Thirty-Years War, he could still

listen with the one ear towards the kitchen, where the salad

for his roast-duck was just a-cutting.

Good-night, old Fixlein ! I am tired. May kind Heaven
send thee with the young year 1794, when the Earth shall

again carry her people, like precious night-moths, on leaves

and flowers, the new steeple-ball, and a thick handsome—boy
to boot I

ELEVENTH LETTER-BOX.

Spring; I/rLiestiture ; and Childbirth.

I HAVE just risen from a singular dream ; but the foregoing

Box makes it natural. I dreamed that all was verdant, all full

of odours ; and I was looking up at a steeple-ball glittering in

the sun, from my station in the window of a little white garden-

house, my eyelids full of flower-pollen, my shoulders full of thin

cherry-blossoms, and my ears full of humming from the neigh-

bouring bee-hives. Then, niethought, advancing slowly through

the beds, came the Hukelum Parson, and slept into the garden-

house, and solemnly said to me :
" Honoured .Sir, my wife has

just brought me a little boy ; and I make bold to %o\\c\t your
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Honour to do the holy office for the same, when it shall be re-

ceived into the bosom of the church."

I naturally started up, and there was— Parson Fixlein

standing bodily at my bedside, and requesting me to be god-

father : for Thiennette had given him a son last night about

one o'clock. The confinement had been as light and happy

as could be conceived ; for this reason, that the father had,

some months before, been careful to provide one of those

Klappcrsteins, as we call them, which are found in the aerie of

the eagle, and therewith to alleviate the travail : for this stone

performs, in its way, all the service which the bonnet of that

old Minorite monk in Naples, of whom Gorani informs us,

could accomplish for people in such circumstances, who put

it on

— I might vex the reader still longer ; but I willingly give

up, and show him how the matter stood.

Such a May as the present (of 1794), Nature has not, in

the memory of man—begun : for this is but the fifteenth of it.

People of reflection have for centuries been vexed once every

year, that our German singers should indite May-songs, since

several other months deserve such a poetical night-music much
better ; and I myself have often gone so far as to adopt the

idiom of our market-women, and instead of May butter, to say

June butter, as also June, March, April songs.— But thou, kind

May of this year, thou deservest to thyself all the songs which
were ever made on thy rude namesakes ! By Heaven ! when
I now issue from the wavering chequered acacia-grove of the

Castle-garden, in which I am writing this Chapter, and come
forth into the broad living day, and look up to the warming
Heaven, and over its Earth budding out beneath it.-^the

Spring rises before me like a vast full cloud, with a splendour

of blue and green. I see the Sun standing amid roses in the

western sky, into which he has thrown his ray-brush, where-

with he has today been painting the Earth ;—and when I look

round a little in our picture-exhibition, his enamelling is still

hot on the mouniains ; on the moist chalk of the moist Earth,

the flowers full of sap-colours are laid out to dry, and the for-

get-me-not with miniature colours ; under the varnish of the

streams, the skyey Painter has pencilled his own eye ; and the
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clouds, like a decoration-painter, he has touched off with wild

outlines and single tints ; and so he stands at the border of

the Earth, and looks back upon his stately Spring, whose robe-

folds are valleys, whose breast-bouquet is gardens, and whose
blush is a vernal evening, and who, when she arises, shall be

—Summer.
But to proceed ! Every spring—and especially in such a

spring— I imitate on foot our birds of passage ; and travel off

the hypochondriacal sediment of winter : but I do not think I

should have seen even the steeple-ball of Hukelum, which is to

be set up one of these days, to say nothing of the Parson's

family, had not I happened to be visiting the Flachsenfingcn

Superintendent and Consistorialrath. From him I got ac-

quainted with Fixlein's history (every Candidatus must deliver

an account of his life to the Consistorium), and with his still

madder petition for a steeple-ball. I observed, with pleasure,

how gaily the cob was diving and swashing about in his duck-

pool and milk-bath of life ; and forthwith determined on a

journey to his shore. It is singular, that is to say, manlike,

that when we have for years kept prizing and describing some
original person or original book, yet the moment we see such,

they anger us : we would have them fit us and delight us in all

points, as if any originality could do this but our own.

It was Saturday the third of May, when I, with the Super-

intendent, the Senior Capittili, and some temporal Raths,

mounted and rolled off, and in two carriages were driven to

the Parson's door. The matter was, he was not yet

—

invested,

and tomorrow this was to be done. I little thought, while we
whirled by the white espalier of the Castle-garden, that there I

was to write another book.

I still see the Parson, in his peruke-minever and head-case,

come springing to the coach-door and lead us out ; so smiling

—so courteous—so vain of the disloaded freight, and so at-

tentive to it. He looked as if in the journey of life he had

never once put on the travelling-gauze of Sorrow : Thiennette

again seemed never to have thrown hers back. How neat

was everything in the house, how dainty, decorated and

polished ! And yet so quiet, without the cursed alarm-ringing

of servants' bells, and without the bass-drum tumult ol stair-
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pedaling. Whilst the gentlemen, tny road compatiionii, were

sitting in state in the upper room, I flitted, as my way is, like

a smell, over the whole house, and my path led me through

the sitting-room over the kitchen, and at last into the church-

yard beside the house. Good Saturday ! I will paint thy hours

as I may, with the black asphaltos of ink, on the tablets of

other souls ! In the sitting-room, I lifted from the desk a

volume gilt on the back and edges, and bearing this title :

''Holy Sayings, by Fixlein. First Collection." And as I

looked to see where it had been printed, the Holy Collection

turned out to be in writing. I handled the quills, and dipped

into the negro-black of the ink, and 1 found that all was right

and good : with your fluttering gentlemen of letters, who hold

only a department of the foreign, and none of the home affairs,

nothing (except some other things about them) can be worse

than their ink and pens. I also found a little copperplate, to

which I shall in due time return.

In the kitchen, a place not more essential for the writing of

an English novel, than for the acting of a German one, I could

plant myself beside Thiennette, and help her to blow the fire,

and look at once into her face and her burning coals. Though
she was in wedlock, a state in which white roses on the cheeks

are changed for red ones, and young women are similar to a

similitude given in my Note ;-^—and although the blazing wood
threw "a false rouge over her, 1 guessed how pale she must

have been ; and my sympathy in her paleness rose still higher

at the thought of the burden which Fate had now not so much
taken from her, as laid in her arms and nearer to her heart.

In truth, a man must never have reflected on the Creation-mo-

ment, when the Universe first rose from the bOsom of an

Eternity, if he does not view with philosophic reverence a

woman, whose thread of life a secret all-wondrous Hand is

spinning to a second thread, and who veils within her the

transition from Nothingness to Existence, from Eternity to

Time ;—but still less can a man have any heart of flesh, if his

soul, in presence of a woman, who, to an unknown unseen

being, is sacrificing more than we will sacrifice when it is seen

28 To the Spring, namely, which begins with snowdrops, and ends with
roses and pinks.

—
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and known, namely, her nights, her joys, often her Hfe, does

not bow lower, and with deeper emotion, than in presence of a

whole nun-orchestra on their Sahara-desert ;—and worse than

either is the man for whom his own mother has not made all

other mothers venerable.

" It is little serviceable to thee, poor Thiennette," thought

I, " that now, when thy bitter cup of sickness is made to run

over, thou must have loud festivities come crowding round

thee." I meant the Investiture and the Ball-raising. My
rank, the diploma of which the reader will find stitched in with

the Dog-post-days, and which had formerly been hers, brought

about my ears a host of repelling, embarrassed, wavering titles

of address from her ; which people, to whom they have once

belonged, are at all times apt to parade before superiors or in-

feriors, and which it now cost me no little trouble to disperse.

Through the whole Saturday and Sunday, I could never get

into the right track either with her or him, till the other guests

were gone. As for the mother, she acted, like obscure ideas,

powerfully and constantly, but out of view : this arose in part

from her idolatrous fear of us ; and partly also from a slight

shade of care (probably springing from the state of her daugh-

ter), which had spread over her like a little cloud.

I cruised about, so long as the moon-crescent glimmered in

the sky, over the churchyard ; and softened my fantasies, which

are at any rate too prone to paint with the brown of crumbling

mummies, not only by the red of twilight, but also by reflecting

how easily our eyes and our hearts can become reconciled even

to the ruins of Death ; a reflection which the Schoolmaster,

whistling as he arranged the charnel-house for the morrow, and

the Parson's maid singing, as she reaped away the grass from

the graves, readily enough suggested to me. And why should

not this habituation to all forms of Fate in the other world,

also, be a gift reserved for us in our nature by the bounty of

our great Preserver?— I perused the grave-stones ; and I think

even now that Superstition^? is right in connecting with the

reading of such things a loss of memory; at all events, one

dots forget a thousand things belonging to this world

2* This Christian superstition is not only a Rabbinical, but also a Roman
one. Cicero de SeneciuU.
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The Investiture on Sunday (whose Gospel, of the j;ood shep-

herd, suited well with the ceremony) I must dispatch in few

words ; because nothing truly sublime can bear to be treated

of in many. However, I shall impart the most memorable cir-

cumstances, when I say that there was—drinking (in the Par-

sonage),—music-making (in the Choir),—reading (of the Pre-

sentation by the Senior, and of the Ratification-rescript by the

lay Rath),—and preaching, by the Consistorialrath, who took

the soul-curer by the hand, and presented, made over and gua-

ranteed him to the congregation, and them to him. Fixlein

felt that he was departing as a high-priest from the church,

which he had entered as a country parson ; and all day he had

not once the heart to ban. When a man is treated with so-

lemnity, he looks upon himself as a higher nature, and goes

through his solemn feasts devoutly.

This indenturing, this monastic profession, our Head-Rabbis
and Lodge-masters (our Superintendents) have usually a taste

for putting off till once the pastor has been some years minis-

tering among the people, to whom they hereby present him ; as

the early Christians frequently postponed their consecration and
investiture to Christianity, their baptism namely, till the day

whep they died : nay, I do not even think this clerical Investi-

ture would lose much of its usefulness, if it and the declaring-

vacant of the office were reserved for the same day ; the rather

as this usefulness consists entirely in two items ; what the Su-

perintendent and his Raths can eat, and what they can pocket.

Not till towards evening did the Parson and I get acquainted.

The Investiture officials, and elevation pulley-men, had, through-

out the whole evening, been very violently—breathing. I mean
thus : as these gentlemen could not but be aware, by the most
ancient theories and the latest experiments, that air was nothing

else than a sort of rarefied and exploded water, it became easy

for them to infer that, conversely, water was nothing else than a

denser sort of air. Wine-drinking, therefore, is nothing else but

the breathing of an air pressed together into proper spissitude,

and sprinkled over with a few perfumes. Now, in our days, by
clerical persons too much (fluid) breath can never be inhaled

through the mouth ; seeing the dignity of their station excludes

them from that breathing through the smaller pores, which Aber-

VOL. II. O
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nethy so highly recomtnends under the name of air-hath : and
can the Gullet in their case be aught else than door-neighbour

to the Windpipe, the consonant and fellow-shoot of the Wind-
pipe ?— I am running astray : I meant to signify, that I this

evening had adopted the same opinion ; only that I used this

air or ether, not like the rest for loud laughter, but for the more
quiet contemplation of life in general. I even shot forth at my
gossip certain speeches, which betrayed devoutness : these he

at first took for jests, being aware that I was from Court, and
of quality. But the concave mirror of the wine-mist at length

suspended the images of my soul, enlarged and embodied like

spiritual shapes, in the air before me.— Life shaded itself off to

my eyes like a hasty summer night, which we little fire-flies

shoot across with transient gleam ;— I said to him that man
must turn himself like the leaves of the great mallow, at the dif-

ferent day-seasons of his life, now to the rising sun, now to the

setting, now to the night, towards the Earth and its graves ;

—

I said, the omnipotence of Goodness was driving us and the

centuries of the world towards the gates of the City of God, as,

according to Euler, the resistance of the Ether leads the circling

Earth towards the Sun, &c. &c.

On the strength of these entremets, he considered mc the

first theologian of his age ; and had he been obliged to go to

war, would previously have taken my advice on the matter, as

belligerent powers were wont of old from the theologians of the

Reformation. I hide not from myself, however, that what
preachers call vanity of the world, is something altogether dif-

ferent from what philosophy so calls. When \, moreover, sig-

nified to him that I was not ashamed to be an Author ; but had

a turn for working up this and the other biography ; and that I

had got a sight of his Life in the hands of the Superintendent

;

and might be in case to prepare a printed one therefrom, if so

were he would assist me with here and there a tint of flesh-

tolour,—then was my silk, which, alas ! not only isolates one

from electric fire, but also from a kindlier sort of it, the only

grate which rose between his arms and me ; for, like the most

part of poor country parsons, it was not in his power to forget

the rank of any man, or to vivify his own on a higher one. He
said :

" He would acknowledge it with veneration, if I should
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metition him in print ; but he was much afraid his Ufe was loo

common and too poor for a biography." Nevertheless, he opened

me the drawer of his Letter-boxes ; and said, perhaps, he had

hereby been paving the way for me.

The main point, however, was, he hoped that his Errata,

his Exercitationes, and his Letters on the Robber-Castle, if I

should previously send forth a Life of the Author, might be

better received ; and that it would be much the same as if I

accompanied them with a Preface.

In short, when on Monday the other dignitaries with their

nimbus of splendour had dissipated, I alone, like a precipitate,

abode with him ; and am still abiding, that is, from the fifth of

May (the Public should take the Almanac of 1794, and keep it

open beside them) to the fifteenth : today is Thursday, tomorrow

is the sixteenth and Friday, when comes the Spinat-Kirmes, or

Spinage-Wake, as they call it, and the uplifting of the steeple-

ball, which I just purposed to await before I went. Now, how-

ever, I do not go so soon ; for on Sunday I have to assist at the

baptismal ceremony, as baptismal agent for my little future god-

son. -Whoever pays attention to me, and keeps the Almanac
open, may readily guess why the christening is put off till Sun-

day : for it is that memorable Cantata-Sunday, which once, for

its mad narcotic hemlock- virtues, was of importance in our

History ; but is now so only for the fair betrothment, which

after two years we mean to celebrate with a baptism.

Truly it is not in my power—for want of colours and presses

—to paint or print upon my paper the soft balmy flower-garland

of a fortnight which has here wound itself about my sickly life

;

but with a single day I shall attempt it. Man, I know well,

cannot prognosticate either his joys or his sorrows, still less re-

peat them, either in living or writing.

The black hour of coffee has gold in its mouth for us and

honey ; here, in the morning coolness, we are all gathered ; we
maintain popular conversation, that so the parsoness and the

gardeneress may be able to take share in it. The morning-

service in the church, where often the whole people- .^re sitting

and singing, divides us. While the bell is sounding, I march with

my writing-gear into the singing Castle-garden ; and seat myself

^ For according to the Jurists, fifteen persons make a people.
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in the fresh acacia-grove, at the dewy two-legged table. Fix-

lein's Letter-boxes I keep by me in my pocket ; and I have

only to look and abstract from his what can be of use in my
own.—Strange enough ! so easily do we forget a thing in de-

scribing it, I really did not recollect for a moment that I am
now sitting at the very grove-table, of which I speak, and writing

all this.

—

My gossip in the mean time is also labouring for the world.

His study is a sort of sacristy, and his printing-press a pulpit,

wherefrom he preaches to all men ; for an Author is the Town-

chaplain of the Universe. A man, who is making a Book, will

scarcely hang himself ; all rich Lords'-sons, therefore, should

labour for the press ; for, in that case, when you awake too early

in bed, you have always a plan, an aim, and therefore a cause

before you why you should get out of it. Better off too is the

author who collects rather than invents,—for the latter with its

eating fire calcines the heart : I praise the Antiquary, the Herald-

ist, Notemaker, Compiler; I esteeem the Title-pe)xh (a fish called

Perca-Diagramma, because of the letters on its scales), and the

Printer (a chafer, called ScarabcBus Typographus, which eats

letters in the bark of fir),—neither of them needs any greater or

fairer arena in the world than a piece of rag-paper, or any other

laying-apparatus than a pointed pencil, wherewith to lay his four-

and-twenty letter-eggs.—In regard to the catalogue raisonnd,

which my gossip is now drawing up of German Errata, I

have several times suggested to him, " that it were good if he

extended his researches in one respect, and revised the rule, by

which it has been computed, that e.g. for a hundredweight of

pica black-letter, four hundred and fifty semicolons, three hun-

dred periods, &c. are required ; and to recount, and see whe-

ther in Political writings and Dedications the fifty notes of ad-

miration for a hundredweight of pica black-letter were not far

too small an allowance, and if so, what the real quantity was ?"

Several days he wrote nothing ; but wrapped himself in the

slough of his parson's-cloak ; and so in his canonicals, beside

the Schoolmaster, put the few A-b-c shooters, which were not,

like forest-shooters, absent on furlough by reason of the spring,

—through their platoon firing in the Hornbook. He never did

more than his dutv, but also never less. It brought a soft be-
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nignant warmth over his heart, to think that he, who had once

ducked under a School-inspectorship, was now one himself.

About ten o'clock, we meet from our different museums,
and examine the village, especially the Biographical furniture

and holy places, which I chance that morning to have had
under my pen or pantagraph ; because I look at tw.n with

more interest after my description than before it.

Next comes dinner.

—

After the concluding grace, which is too long, we both of

us set to entering the charitable subsidies, and religious dona-

tions, which our parishioners have remitted to the sinking or

rather rising fund of the church-box for the purchase of the

new steeple-globe, into two ledgers : the one of these, with the

names of the subscribers, or (in case they have subscribed for

their children) with their children's names also, is to be inurned

in a leaden capsule, and preserved in the steeple-ball ; the

other will remain below among the parish Registers. You
cannot fancy what contributions the ambition of getting into

the Ball brings us in ; I declare, several peasants who had
given and well once already, contributed again when they had
baptisms : must not little Hans be in the Ball too ?

After this book-keeping by double-entry, my gossip took to

engraving on copper. He had been so happy as to elicit the

discovery, that from a certain stroke resembling an inverted

Latin S, the capital letters of our German Chancery-hand,

beautiful and intertwisted as you see them stand in Law-deeds
and Letters-of-nobility, may every one of them be composed
and spun out.

" Before you can count sixty," said he to me, " I take my
fundamental-stroke and make you any letter out of it."

I merely inverted this fundamental-stroke, that is, gave

him a German S, and counted sixty till he had it done. This

line of beauty, when once it has been twisted and flourished

into all the capitals, he purposes by copperplates which he is

himself engraving, to make more common for the use of Chan-

ceries ; and I may take upon me to give the Russian, the

Prussian, and a few other smaller Courts, hopes of proof im-

pressions from his hand : to under-secretaries they are indis-

pensable.
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Now comes evening ; and it is time for us both, here fork-

ing about with our fruit-hooks on the literary Tree of Know-
ledge, at the risk of our necks, to clamber down again into the

meadow-flowers and pasturages of rural joy. We wait, how-

ever, till the busy Thiennette, whom we are now to receive

into our communion, has no more walks to take but the one

between us. Then slowly we stept along (the sick lady was
weak) through the office-houses ; that is to say, through stalls

and their population, and past a horrid lake of ducks, and
past a little milk-pond of carps, to both of which colonies, I

and the rest, like princes, gave bread, seeing we had it in view

on the Sunday after the christening, to—take them for bread

ourselves.

The sky is still growing kindlier and redder, the swallows

and the blossom-trees louder, the house-shadows broader, and
men more happy. The clustering blossoms of the acacia-grove

hang down over our cold collation ; and the ham is not stuck

(which always vexes me) with flowers, but beshaded with them
from a distance

And now the deeper evening and the nightingale conspire

to soften me ; and I soften in my turn the mild beings round

me ; especially the pale Thiennette, to whom, or to whose

heart, after the apoplectic crushings of a downpressed youth,

the most violent pulses of joy are heavier than the movements
of pensive sadness. And thus beautifully runs our pure trans-

parent life along, under the blooming curtains of May ; and in

our modest pleasures we look with timidity neither behind us

nor before ; as people who are lifting treasure gaze not round

at the road they came, or the road they are going.

So pass our days. Today, however, it was different : by

this time, usually, the evening meal is over ; and the Shock

has got the osseous preparation of our supper between his

jaws ; but tonight I am still sitting here alone in the garden,

writing the Eleventh Letter-Box, and peeping out every instant

over the meadows, to see if my gossip is not coming.

For he is gone to town, to bring a whole magazine of

spiceries : his coat-pockets are wide. Nay, it is certain enough

that oftentimes he brings home with him, simply in his coat-

pocket, considerable flesh-tithes from his Guardian, at whose



LIFE OF QUINTUS FIXLEIN. 199

house be alights ; though truly intercourse with the polished

world and city, and the refinement of manners thence arising,

—for he calls on the bookseller, on school-colleagues, and
several respectable shopkeepers,—does, much more than flesh-

fetching, form the object of these journeys to the city. This

morning he appointed me regent head of the house, and de-

livered me the /asct's and curule chair. I sat the whole day
beside the young pale mother ; and could not but think, simply

because the husband had left me there as his representative,

that I liked the fair soul better. She had to take dark colours,

and paint out for me the winter landscape and ice region of

her sorrow-wasted youth ; but often, contrary to my intention,

by some simple elegiac word, I made her still eye wet ; for the

too full heart, which had been crushed with other than senti-

mental woes, overflowed at the smallest pressure. A hundred
times in the recital I was on the point of saying :

" O yes, it

was with winter that your life began, and the course of it has

resembled winter !"—Windless, cloudless day ! Three more
words about thee, the world will still not take amiss from me !

I advanced nearer and nearer to the heart-central-fire of

the women ; and at last they mildly broke forth in censure of

the Parson ; the best wives will complain of their husbands to

a stranger, without in the smallest liking them the less on that

account. The mother and the wife, during dinner, accused

him of buying lots at every book-auction ; and, in truth, in

such places, he does strive and bid not so much for good or

for bad books—or old ones—or new ones—or such as he likes

to read-—or any sort of favourite books—but simply for books.

The mother blamed especially his squandering so much on

copperplates
; yet some hours after, when the Schultheis, or

Mayor, who wrote a beautiful hand, came in to subscribe for

the steeple-ball, she pointed out to him how finely her son

could engrave, and said that it was well worth while to spend

a groschen or two on such capitals as these.

They then handed me,—for when once women are in the

way 01 a full open-hearted effusion, they like (only you must
not turn the stop-cock of inquiry) to pour out the whole,—

a

ring-case, in which he kept a Chamberlain's key that he had
found, and asked me if I knew who had lost it. Who could
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know such a thing, when there are almost more Chamberlains

than picklocks among us ?

—

At last I took heart, and asked after the little toy-press of

the drowned son, which hitherto I had sought for in vain over

all the house. Fixlein himself had inquired for it, with as

little success. Thiennette gave the old mother a persuading

look full of love ; and the latter led me up-stairs to an out-

stretched hoop-petticoat, covering the poor press as with a

dome. On the way thither the mother told me, she kept it

hid from her son, because the recollection of his brother would

pain him. When this deposit-chest of Time (the lock had

fallen off) was laid open to me, and I had looked into the little

charnel-house, with its wrecks of a childlike sportful Past, I,

without saying a word, determined, some time ere I went away,

to unpack these playthings of the lost boy, before his surviving

brother : Can there be aught finer than to look at these ash-

buried, deep-sunk Herculanean ruins of childhood, now dug up

and in the open air ?

Thiennette sent twice to ask me whether he was come. He
and she, precisely because they do not give their love the

weakening expression of phrases, but the strengthening one of

actions, have a boundless feeling of it towards one another.

Some wedded pairs eat each other's lips and hearts and love

away by kisses,—as in Rome, the statues of Christ (by Angelo)

have lost their feet by the same process of kissing, and got

leaden ones instead ; in other couples, again, you may see, by

mere inspection, the number of their conflagrations and erup-

tions, as in Vesuvius you can discover his, of which there are

now forty-three : but in these two beings rose the Greek fire of

a moderate and everlasting love, and gave warmth without

casting forth sparks, and flamed straight up without crackling.

The evening-red is flowing back more magically from the win-

dows of the gardener's cottage into my grove ; and I feel as if I

must say to Destiny :
" Hast thou a sharp sorrow, then throw

it rather into my breast, and strike not with it three good souls,

who are too happy not to bleed by it, and too sequestered in

their little dim village not to shrink back at the thunderbolt

which hmries a stricken spirit from its earthly dwelling."

Thou good Fixlein ! Here comes he hurrying over the
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parsonage-green. What languishing looks full of love already

rest in the eye of thy Thiennette !—What news wilt thou bring

us tonight from the town !—How will the ascending steeple-

ball refresh thy soul tomorrow !

—

TWELFTH LETTER-BOX.

Steeple-ball'Ascension, The Toy-press.

How, on this sixteenth of May, the old steeple-ball was

twisted-off from the Hukelum steeple, and a new one put on

in its stead, will I now describe to my best ability ; but in that

simple historical style of the Ancients, which, for great events,

is perhaps the most suitable.

At a very early hour, a coach arrived containing Messrs.

Court-Guilder Zeddel and Locksmith Wachser, and the new
Peter's-cupola of the steeple. Towards eight o'clock the com-

munity, consisting of subscribers to the Globe, was visibly col-

lecting. A little later came the Lord Dragoon Rittmeister von

Aufhammer, as Patron of the church and steeple, attended

by Mr. Church-Inspector Streichert. Hereupon my Reverend

Cousin Fixlein and I repaired, with the other persons whom 1

have already named, into the Church, and there celebrated

before innumerable hearers a weekday prayer-service. Directly

afterwards, my Reverend Friend made his appearance above

in the pulpit, and endeavoured to deliver a speech which might

correspond to the solemn transaction ;—and immediately there-

after, he read aloud the names of the patrons and charitable

souls, by whose donations the Ball had been put together ; and

showed to the congregation the leaden box in which they were

specially recorded ; observing, that the book from which he

had recited them was to be reposited in the Parish Register-

office. Next he held it necessary to thank them and God,

that he, above his deserts, had been chosen as the instrument

and undertaker of such a work. The whole he concluded with

a short prayer for Mr. Stechmann the Slater (who was already

hanging on the outside on the steeple, and loosening the old

shaft) ; and enlreated that he might not break his neck, or any
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of his members. A short hymn was then sung, which the

most of those assembled without the church-doors sang along

with us, looking up at the same time to the steeple.

All of us now proceeded out likewise ; and the discarded

ball, as it were the amputated cock's-comb of the church, was
lowered down and untied. Church-Inspector Streichert drew
a leaden case from the crumbling ball, which my Reverend
Friend put into his pocket, purposing to read it at his conve-

nience ; I, however, said to some peasants :
" See, thus will

your names also be preserved in the new Bail, and when, after

long years, it shall be taken down, the box hes within it, and
the then parson becomes acquainted with you all."—And now
was the new steeple-globe, with the leaden cup in which lay

the names of the bystanders, at length full-laden so to speak,

and saturated, and fixed to the pulley-rope ;—and so did this

the whilom cupping-glass of the community ascend aloft

By heaven ! the unadorned style is here a thing beyond
my power : for when the Ball moved, swung, mounted, there

rose a drumming in the centre of the steeple ; and the School-

master, who, till now, had looked down through a sounding-

hole directed towards the congregation, now stept out with a

trumpet at a side sounding-hole, which the mounting Ball was
not to cross.—But when the whole Church rung and pealed,

the nearer the capital approached its crown,— and when the

Slater clutched it and turned it round, and happily incorpo-

rated the spike of it, and delivered down, between Heaven
and Earth, and leaning on the Ball, a Topstone-speech to this

and all of us,—and when my gossip's eyes, in his rapture

at being Parson on this great day, were running over, and the

tears trickhng down his priestly garment;— I believe I was
the only man,—as his mother was the only woman,—whose
souls a common grief laid hold of to press them even to bleed-

ing; for I and the mother had yesternight, as I shall tell more
largely afterwards, discovered in the little chest of the drowned
boy, from a memorial in his father's hand, that, on the day

after the morrow, on Cantata-Sunday and his baptismal-Sun-

day, he would be—two-and-thiily years of age. "O!" thought

I while I looked at the blue heaven, the green graves, the

glittering ball, the weeping priest, "so, at all times, stands
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poor man with bandaged eyes before thy sharp sword, incom-

prehensible Destiny ! And when thou drawest it and bran-

dishest it aloft, he listens with pleasure to the whizzing of the

stroke before it falls !"

—

Last night I was aware of it ; but to the reader, whom I

was preparing for it afar off, I would tell nothing of the mourn-
ful news, that, in the press of the dead brother, I had found

an old Bible which the boys had used at school, with a white

blank leaf in it, on which the father had written down the

dates of his children's birth. And even this it was that raised

in thee, thou poor mother, the shade of sorrow which of late

we have been attributing to smaller causes ; and thy heart was
still standing amid the rain, which seemed to us already past

over and changed into a rainbow !—Out of love to him, she

had yearly told one falsehood, and concealed his age. By
extreme good luck, he had not been present when the press

was opened. I still purpose, after this fatal Sunday, to sur-

prise him with the parti-coloured reliques of his childhood,

and so of these old Christmas-presents to make him new ones.

In the mean while, if I and his mother can but follow him in-

cessantly, like fish-hook-floats and foot-clogs, through tomor-

row and next day, that no murderous accident lift aside the

curtain from his birth-certificate,—all may yet be well. For

now, in truth, to his eyes, this birthday, in the metamorphotic

mirror of his superstitious imagination, and behind the magni-

fying magic vapour of his present joys, would burn forth like a

red death-warrant But besides all this, the leaf of the

Bible is now sitting higher than any of us, namely, in the new
steeple-ball, into which I this morning prudently introduced it.

Properly speaking there is indeed no danger.

THIRTEENTH LETTER-BOX.
Ckrhten'ni^,

Today is that stupid Cantata-Sunday; but nothing now
remains of it save an hour.— By heaven ! in right spirits were
we all today. I believe I have drunk as faithfully as another.
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—In truth, one should be moderate in all things> in writing,

in drinking, in rejoicing ; and as we lay straws into the honey
for our bees that they may not drown in their sugar, so ought

one at all times to lay a few firm Principles, and twigs from

the tree of Knowledge, into the Syrup of life, instead of those

same bee-straws, that so one may cling thereto, and not drown
like a rat. But now I do purpose in earnest to—write (and

also live) with steadfastness ; and therefore, that I may record

the christening ceremony with greater coolness,—to besprinkle

my fire with the night-air, and to roam out for an hour into

the blossom-and-wave-embroidered night, where a lukewarm

breath of air, intoxicated with soft odours, is sinking down
from the blossom-peaks to the low-bent flowers, and roaming

over the meadows, and at last launching on a wave, and with

it sailing down the moonshiny brook. O, without, under the

stars, under the tones of the nightingale, which seem to rever-

berate, not from the echo, but from the far-off down-glancing

worlds ; beside that moon, which the gushing brook in its

flickering watery band is carrying away, and which creeps un-

der the little shadows of the bank as under clouds,—O, amid

such forms and tones, the heart of man grows serious ; and as

of old an evening bell was rung to direct the wanderer through

the deep forests to his nightly home, so in our Night are such

voices within us and about us, which call to us in our stray-

ings, and make us calmer, and teach us to moderate our own
joys, and to conceive those of others.

a- * # A- * *

I return, peaceful and cool enough, to my narrative. All

yesternight I left not the worthy Parson half an hour from my
sight, to guard him from poisoning the well of his life. Full

of paternal joy, and with the skeleton of the sermon (he was

committing it to memory) in his hand, he set before me all

that he had ; and pointed out to me the fruit-baskets of plea-

sures which Cantata-Sunday always plucked and filled for

him. He recounted to me, as I did not go away, his bap-

tisms, his accidents of office ; told me of his relatives ; and

removed my uncertainty with regard to the public revenues—
of his parish, to the number of his communicants and ex-

pected catechumens. At this point, however, I am afraid that
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many a reader will in vain endeavour to transport himself into

my situation, and still be unable to discover why I said to

Fixlein :
" Worthy gossip, better no man could wish himself."

I lied not, for so it is But look in the Note.^^

At last rose the Sunday, the present ; and on this holy day,

simply because my little godson was for going over to Christian-

ity, there was a vast racket made : every time a conversion

happens, especially of nations, there is an uproaring and a

shooting ; I refer to the two Thirty-Years Wars, to the more

recent one, and to the earher, which Charlemagne so long car-

ried on with the heathen Saxons : thus, in the Palais Royal, the

Sun, at his transit over the meridian, fires ofTa cannon. 32 But

this morning the little Unchristian, my godson, was precisely

the person least attended to ; for, in thinking of the conversion,

they had no time left to think of the convert. Therefore I

strolled about with him myself half the forenoon ; and, in our

walk, hastily conferred on him a private-baptism ; having named
him Jean Paul before the priest did so. At midday, we sent

the beef away as it had come ; the Sun of happiness having

desiccated all our gastric juices. We now began to look about

us for pomp ; I for scientific decorations of my hair, my godson

for his christening-shirt, and his mother for her dress-cap. Yet

before the child's-rattle of the christening-bell had been jingled,

I and the midwife, in front of the mother's bed, instituted Phy-

siognomical Travels''^ on the countenance of the small Un-
christian, and returned with the discovery, that some features

had been embossed by the pattern of the mother, and many
firm portions resembled me ; a double similarity, in which my
readers can take little interest. Jeaii Paul looks very sensible

for his years, or rather for his minutes, for it is the small one I

am speaking of.

But now I would ask, what German writer durst take it

31 A long philosophical elucidation is indispensably requisite : which will

be found in this Book, under the title; Natural Magic of the Imagination,
[A part of the Jtis de Tablette appended to this Biography, unconnected
with it, and not given here.

—

Ed.]
32 This pigmy piece of ordnance, with its cunningly devised burning-

glass, is still to be seen on the south side of the Paris Vanity-Fair ; and in

fine weather, to be heard, on all sides thereof, proclaiming the conversion

(so it seems to Richter) of the Day from Forenoon to '\fternoon,

—

Ed.
33 See Musdnt, ^nte.

—

Ed.
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upon him to s[)read out and paint a large historic sheet, repre-

senting the whole of us as we went to church ? Would he not

require to draw the father, with swelling canonicals, moving
forward slowly, devoutly, and full of emotion ? Would he not

have to sketch the godfather, minded this day to lend out his

names, which he derived from two Apostles (John and Paul),

as Julius Caesar lent out his names to two things still living

even now (to a month, and a throne) ?—And must he not put

the godson on his sheet, with whom even the Emperor Joseph

(in his need of nurse-milk) might become a foster-brother, in

his old days, if he were still in them ?

—

In my chamber, I have a hundred times determined to

smile at solemnities, in the midst of which I afterwards, while

assisting at them, involuntarily wore a petrified countenance,

full of dignity and seriousness. For, as the Schoolmaster, just

before the baptism, began to sound the organ,—an honour never

paid to any other child in Hukelum,—and when I saw the

wooden christening -angel, like an alighted Genius, with his

painted timber arm spread out under the baptismal ewer, and

I myself came to stand close by him, under his gilt wing, I pro-

test the blood went slow and solemn, warm and close, through

my pulsing head, and my lungs full of sighs ; and, to the silent

darling lying in my arms, whose unripe eyes Nature yet held

closed from the full perspective of the Earth, I wished, with

more sadness than I do to myself, for his Future also as soft

a sleep as today ; and as good an angel as today, but a more
living one, to guide him into a more living religion, and, with

invisible hand, conduct him unlost through the forest of Life,

through its falling trees, and Wild Hunters,-^* and all its storms

and perils Will the world not excuse me, if when, by a

side-glance, I saw on the paternal countenance prayers for the

son, and tears of joy trickhng down into the prayer ; and when
I noticed on the countenance of the grandmother far darker

and fast-hidden drops, which she could not restrain, whftle I, in

answer to the ancient question, engaged to provide for the child

if its parents died,—am I not to be excused if I then cast my
eyes deep down on my little godson, merely to hide their run-

ning over ?—For I remembered that his father might perhaps

•* The Wild Hunter, M^i/de Jdger, is a popular spectre of Germany.— Ed.
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this very day grow pale and cold before a suddenly arising

mask of Death ; I thought how the poor little one had only

changed his bent posture in the womb with a freer one, to bend

and cramp himself ere long more harshly in the strait arena of

life ; I thought of his inevitable follies and errors and sins ; of

these soiled steps to the Grecian Temple of our Perfection ; I

thought that one day his own fire of genius might reduce him-

self to ashes, as a man that is electrified can Icill himself with

his own lightning All the theological wishes, which, on

the godson-billet printed over with them, I placed in his young

bosom, were glowing written in mine But the white

feathered-pink of my joy had then, as it always has, a bloody

point within it,— I again, as it always is, went to nest, like a

woodpecker, in a skull And as I am doing so even

now, let the describing of the baptism be over for today, and

proceed again tomorrow

FOURTEENTH LETTER-BOX.

O, so is it ever ! So does Fate set fire to the theatre of our

little plays, and our bright-painted curtain of Futurity ! So does

the Serpent of Eternity wind round us and our joys, and crush,

like the royal-snake, what it does not poison ! Thou good

Fixlein !—Ah ! last night, I little thought that thou, mild soul,

while I was writing beside thee, wert already journeying into

the poisonous Earth-shadow of Death.

Last night, late as it was, he opened the lead box found in

the old steeple-ball ; a catalogue of those who had subscribed

to the last repairing of the church was there ; and he began to

read it now ; my presence and his occupations having prevented

him before. O, how shall I tell that the record of his birth-

year, which I had hidden in the new Ball, was waiting for him

in the old one ? that in the register of contributions he found

his father's name, with the appendage, *' given for his new-born

son Egidius" ?

—

This stroke sank deep into his bosom, even to the rending

of it asunder : in this warm hour, full of paternal joy, after such

fair days, after such fair employments, after dread of death so
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often survived, here, in the bright smooth sea, which is rocking

and bearing him along, starts snorting, from the bottomless

abyss, the sea-monster Death ; and the monster's throat yawns

wide, and the silent sea rushes into it in whirlpools, and hurries

him along with it.

But the patient man, quietly and slowly, and with a heart

silent, though deadly cold, laid the leaves together ;—looked

softly and firmly over the churchyard, where, in the moonshine,

the grave of his father was to be distinguished ;—gazed timidly

up to the sky, full of stars, which a white overarching laurel-

tree half screened from his sight ;—and though he longed to

be in bed, to settle there and sleep it off, yet he paused at the

window to pray for his wife and child, in case this night were

his last.

At this moment the steeple-clock struck twelve ; but from

the breaking of a pin, the weights kept rolling down, and the

clock-hammer struck without stopping,—and he heard with

horror the chains and wheels rattling along ; and he felt as if

Death were hurling forth in a heap all the longer hours which

he might yet have had to live,—and now to his eyes, the church-

yard began to quiver and heave, the moonlight flickered on the

church-windows, and in the church there were lights flitting to

and fro, and in the charnel-house there was a motion and a

tumult.

His heart fainted within him, and he threw himself into

bed, and closed his eyes that he might not see ;—but Imagi-

nation in the gloom now blew aloft the dust of the dead, and

whirled it into giant shapes, and chased these hollow fever-born

masks alternately into lightning and shadow. Then at last from

transparent thoughts grew coloured visions, and he dreamed

this dream : He was standing at the window looking out into

the churchyard ; and Death, in size as a scorpion, was creep-

ing over it, and seeking for his bones. Death found some arm-

bones and thigh-bones on the graves, and said : "They are my
bones ;" and he took a spine and the bone-legs, and stood with

them, and the two arm-bones and clutched with them, and

found on the grave of Fixlein's father a skull, and put it on.

Then he lifted a scythe beside the little flower-garden, and

cried :
" Fixlein. where art thou ? My finger is an icicle and
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no finger, and I will tap on thy heart with it." The skeleton,

thus piled together, now looked i'or him who was standing at

the window, and powerless to stir from it ; and carried in the

one hand, instead of a sandglass, the ever -striking steeple-

clock, and held out the finger of ice, like a dagger, far into the

air

Then he saw his victim above at the window, and raised

himself as high as the laurel-tree to stab straight into his bosom
with the finger,—and stalked towards him. But as he came
nearer, his pale bones grew redder, and vapours floated woolly

round his haggard form. Flowers started up from the ground
;

and he stood transfigured and without the clain ot the grave,

hovering above them, and the balm-breath from the flower-cups

wafted him gently on ;—and as he came nearer, the scythe and
cloak were gone, and in his bony breast he had a heart, and on

his bony head red lips ;—and nearer still, there gathered on

him soft, transparent, rosebalm-dipt flesh, like the splendour of

an Angel flying hither from the starry blue ;—and close at

hand, he saw an Angel with shut snow-white eyelids

The heart of my friend, quivering like a Harmonica-bell,

now melted in bliss in his clear bosom ;—and when the Angel
opened its eyes, his were pressed together by the weight of

celestial rapture, and his dream fled away.

But not his life: he opened his hot eyes, and—his good

wife had hold of his feverish hand, and was standing in room
of the Angel,

The fever abated towards morning: but the certainty of

dying still throbbed in every artery of the hapless man. He
called for his fair little infant into his sick-bed, and pressed it

silently, though it began to cry, too hard against his paternal

heavy-laden breast. Then towards noon his soul became cool,

and the sultry thunder-clouds within it drew back. And here

he described to us the previous (as it were, arsenical) fantasies

of his usually quiet head. But it is even those tense nerves,

which have not quivered at the touch of a poetic hand striking

them to melody of sorrow, that start and fly asunder more

easily under the fierce hand of Fate, when with sweeping stroke

it smites into discord the firmset strings.

But towards night his ideas again began rushing in a torch

-

VOL. II. P
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dance, like fire-pillars round his soul : every artery became a

burning-rod, and the heart drove flaming naphtha-brooks into

the brain. All within his soul grew bloody : the blood of his

drowned brother united itself with the blood which had once

flowed from Thiennette's arm, into a bloody rain ;—he still

thought he was in the garden in the night of betrothment, he

still kept calling for bandages to stanch blood, and was for

hiding his head in the ball of the steeple. Nothing afflicts one

more than to see a reasonable moderate man, who has been so

even in his passions, raving in the poetic madness of fever.

And yet if nothing save this mouldering corruption can soothe

the hot brain ; and if, while the reek and thick vapour of a

boiling nervous-spirit, and the hissing water-spouts of the veins

are encircling and eclipsing the stifled soul, a higher Finger

presses through the cloud, and suddenly lifts the poor bewil-

dered spirit from amid the smoke to a sun—is it more just to

complain, than to reflect that Fate is like the oculist, who, when
about to open to a blind eye the world of light, first bandages

and darkens the other eye that sees ?

But the sorrow does affect me, which I read on Thiennette's

pale lips, though do not hear. It is not the distortion of an

excruciating agony, nor the burning of a dried-up eye, nor the

loud lamenting or violent movement of a tortured frame that I

see in her ; but what I am forced to see in her, and what too

keenly cuts the sympathising heart, is a pale, stilly unmoved,

undistorted face, a pale bloodless head, which Sorrow is as it

were holding up after the stroke, like a head just severed by

the axe of the headsman ; for, O ! on this form the wounds,

from which the three-edged dagger had been drawn, are all

fallen firmly together, and the blood is flowing from them in

secret into the choking heart. O Thiennette, go away from

the sick-bed, and hide that face which is saying to us :
" Now

do I know that I shall not have any happiness on Earth ; now
do I give over hoping—would this life were but soon done."

You will not comprehend my sympathy, if you know not

what, some hours ago, the too loud lamenting mother told me.

Thiennette, who of old had always trembled for his thirty-se-

cond year, had encountered this superstition with a nobler one:

she had purposely stood farther back at the marriage-altar, and
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in the bridal-night fallen sooner asleep than he ; thereby—as

is the popular belief—so to order it that she might also die

sooner. Nay, she has determined if he die, to lay with his

corpse a piece of her apparel, that so she may descend the

sooner to keep him company in his narrow house. Thou good,

thou faithful wife, but thou unhappy one !

—

CHAPTER LAST.

I HAVii left Hukelum, and my gossip his bed ; and the

one is as sound as the other. The cure was as foolish as the

malady.

It first occurred to me, that as Boerhaave used to remedy

convulsions by convulsions, one fancy might in my gossip's

case be remedied by another ; namely, by the fancy that he

was yet no man of thirty-two, but only a man of six or nine.

Deliriums are dreams not encircled by sleep ; and all dreams
transport us back into youth, why not deliriums too ? I accord-

ingly directed every one to leave the patient : only his mother,

while the fiercest meteors were dancing and hissing before his

fevered soul, was to sit down by him alone, and speak to him
as if he were a child of eight years. The bed-mirror also I

directed her to cover. She did so ; she spoke to him as if he

had the small-pox fever; and when he cried :
" Death is stand-

ing with two-and-thirty pointed teeth before me, to eat my
heart," she said to him :

" Little dear, I will give thee thy

roller-hat, and thy copybook, and thy case, and thy hussar-

cloak again, and more too, if thou wilt be good." A reason-

able speech he would have taken up and heeded much less

than he did this foolish one.

At last she said,—for to women in the depth of sorrow,

dissimulation becomes easy: "Well, I will try it this once,

and give thee thy playthings : but do the like again, thou rogue,

and roll thyself about in the bed so, with the small-pox on thee 1"

And with this, from her luU apron she shook out on the bed

the whole stock of playthings and dressing-ware, which I had

found in the press of the drowned brother. First of all his

VOL. II. P 2
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copybook, where Egidius in his eighth year had put down his

name, which he necessarily recognised as his own handwriting;

then the black velvet fall-hat or roller-cap ; then the red and
white leading-strings ; his knife-case, with a little pamphlet of

tin-leaves ; his green hussar-cloak, with its stiff facings ; and
a whole orbis bictiis or fictics of Niirnberg puppets. . . .

The sick man recognised in a moment these projecting

peaks of a spring-world sunk in the stream of Time,—these

half shadows, this dusk of down-gone days,—this conflagration-

place and Golgotha of a heavenly time, which none of us for-

gets, which we love forever, and look back to even from the

grave. . . . And when he saw all this, he slowly turned round

his head, as if he were awakening from a long heavy dream
;

and his whole heart flowed down in warm showers of tears,

and he said, fixing his full eyes on the eyes of his mother :

"But are my father and brother still living, then?"—"They
are dead lately," said the wounded mother ; but her heart was
overpowered, and she turned away her eyes, and bitter tears

fell unseen from her down-bent head. And now at once that

evening, when he lay confined to bed by the death of his father,

and was cured by his playthings, overflowed his soul with

splendour and lights, and presence of the past.

And so Delirium dyed for itself rosy wings in the Aurora

of life, and fanned the panting soul,—and shook down golden

butterfly-dust from its plumage on the path, on the flowerage

of the suffering man ;—in the far distance rose lovely tones, in

the distance floated lovely clouds,—O, his heart was like to

fall in pieces, but only into fluttering flower-stamina, into soft

sentient nerves ; his eyes were like to melt away, but only into

dewdrops for the cups of joy-blossoms, into blooddrops for

loving hearts ; his soul was floating, palpitating, drinking and

swimming in the w-arm relaxing rose-perfume of the brightest

delusion

The rapture bridled his feverish heart ; and his mad pulse

grew calm. Next morning, his mother, when she saw that al)

was prospering, would have had the church-bells rung, to make
him think that the second Sunday was already, here. But his

wife (perhaps oat of shame in my presence) was averse to the

lying ; and said it would be all the same if we moved the month-
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hand of his clock (but otherwise than Hezekiah's Dial) eight

days forward ; especially as he was wont rather to rise and
look at his clock for the day of the month, than to turn it up
in the Almanac. I for my own part simply went up to the

bedside, and asked him :
" If he was cracked—what in the

world he meant with his mad death-dreams, when he had lain

so long, and passed clean over the Cantata-Sunday, and yet,

out of sheer terror, was withering to a lath ?"

A glorious reinforcement joined me ; the Flesher or Quar-

termaster. In his anxiety, he rushed into the room, without

saluting the women, and 1 forthwith addressed him aloud: " My
gossip here is giving me trouble enough, Mr. Regiments-Quar-

termaster : last night, he let them persuade him he was little

older than his own son : here is the child's fall-hat he was for

putting on." The Guardian deuced and devilled, and said :

"Ward, are you a parson or a fool?—Have not I told you

twenty times, there was a maggot in your head about this ?"

—

At last he himself perceived that he was not rightly wise,

and so grew better ; besides the guardian's invectives, my
oaths contributed a good deal ; for I swore I would hold him
as no right gossip, and edite no word of his Biography, unless

he rose directly and got better

—In short, he showed so much politeness to me that he

rose and got better.—He was still sickly, it is true, on Satur-

day ; and on Sunday could not preach a sermon (something

of the sort the Schoolmaster read, instead) ; but yet he took

Confessions on Saturday, and at the altar next day he dis-

pensed the Sacrament. Service ended, the least of his recovery

was celebrated, my farewell-feast included ; for I was to go in

the afternoon.

This last afternoon I will chalk out with all possible breadth,

and then, with the pantagraph of free garrulity, fill up the out-

line and draw on the great scale.

During the Thanksgiving-repast, there arrived considerable

personal tribute from his catechumens, and fairings by way of

bonhre for his recovery
;
proving how much the people loved

him, and how well he deserved it . for one is oftener hated with

out reason by the many, than without reason loved by them.

But Fixlein was friendly to every child ; was none of those
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clergy, who never pardon their enemies except in—God's stead ;

and he praised at once the whole world, his wife and himself.

I then attended at his afternoon's catechising ; and looked

down (as he did in the first Letter- Box) from the choir, under

the wing of the wooden cherub. Behind this angel, I drew out

my note-book, and shifted a little under the cover of the Black

Board, with its white Psalm -ciphers,^^ and wrote down what 1

was there—thinking. I was well aware, that when I today, on

the twenty-fifth of May, retired from this Salernifi^ spinning-

school, where one is taught to spin out the thread of life, in fairer

wise, and without wetting it by foreign mixtures,— I was well

aware, I say, that I should carry off with me far more elementary

principles of the Science of Happiness, than the whole Cham-
berlain piquet ever muster all their days. I noted down my
first impression, in the following Rules of Life for myself and
the press

:

"Little joys refresh us constantly like house-bread, and
never bring disgust ; and great ones, like sugar-bread, briefly,

and then bring it.—Trifles we should let, not plague us only,

but also gratify us ; we should seize, not their poison-bags only,

but their honey-bags also : and if flies often buzz about our

room, we should, like Domitian, amuse ourselves with flies, or,

like a certain still living Elector, "'7 feed them.—For civic life

and its micrologics, for which the Parson has a natural taste,

we must acquire an artificial one ; must learn to love without

esteeming it ; learn, far as it ranks beneath huinan life, to enjoy

it like another twig of this human life, as poetically as we do

the pictures of it in romances. The loftiest mortal loves and

seeks the same sort of things with the meanest ; only from

higher grounds and by higher paths. Be every minute, Man, a

full life to thee !—Despise anxiety and wishing, the Future and

the Past !—If the Second-pointer z?i\\ be no road-pointer into an

Eden for thy soul, the Month-poiftter will still less be so, for

thou livest not from month to month, but from second to second

!

^ Indicating to the congregation what Psahn is to be sung,^

—

Ed.
** Salerno was once famous for its medical science ; but here, as in many

other cases, we could desire the aid of Herr Reinhold with his Lexicon-Com-
mentary.— liu.

^ This hospitable Potentate is as unknown to me as to any ofmy readers.

—Ed.
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Enjoy thy Existence more than thy Manner of Existence, and

let the dearest object of thy Consciousness be this Consciousness

itself !—Make not the Present a means of thy Future ; for this

Future is nothing but a coming Present ; and the Present, which

thou despisest, was once a Future which thou desiredst !

—

Stake in no lotteries,—keep at home,—give and accept no

pompous entertainments,— travel not abroad every year !

—

Conceal not from thyself, by long plans, thy household goods,

thy chamber, thy acquaintance !— Despise Life, that thou mayst

enjoy it !—Inspect the neighbourhood of thy life ; every shelf,

every nook of thy abode; and nestling in, quarter thyself in the

farthest and most domestic winding of thy snail-house !—Look
upon a capital but as a collection of villages, a village as some
blind-alley of a capital ; fame as the talk of neighbours at the

street-door; a library as a learned conversation, joy as a second,

sorrow as a minute, life as a day ; and three things as all in

all : God, Creation, Virtue !"

And if I would follow myself and these rules, it will behove

me not to make so much of this Biography ; but once for all,

like a moderate man, to let it sound out.

After the Catechising, I stept down to my wide-gowned and

black-gowned gossip. The congregation gone, we clambered up

to all high places, perused the plates on the pews,— I took a

lesson on the altar on its inscription incrusted with the sedmient

of Time (I speak not metaphorically) ; I organed, my gossip

managing the bellows ; I mounted the pulpit, and was happy

enough there to alight on one other rose-shoot, which, in the

farewell minute, I could still plant in the rose-garden of my
Fixlein. For I descried aloft, on the back of a wooden Apostle,

the name Lavater, which the Zurich Physiognomist had been

pleased to leave on this sacred Torso in the course of his way-

faring. Fixlein did not know the hand, but I did, for I had

seen it frequently in Flachsenfingen, not only on the tapestry of

a Court Lady there, but also in his Hand-Library j'^'^ and met

with it besides in many country churches, forming, as it were,

" A little work printed in manuscript types ; and seldom given by him
to any but Princes. Tliis piece of print-writing he intentionally passes off

to the great as a piece of hand-writing ; these persons being both more
habituated and inclined to the reading of manascript than of print.
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the Directory and Address -Calendar of this wandering name,
for Lavater likes to inscribe in pulpits, as a shepherd does in

trees, the name of his beloved. I could now advise my gossip

prudently to cut away the name, with the chip of wood contain-

ing it, from the back of the Apostle, and to preserve it carefully

among his ctiriosa.

On returning to the parsonage, I made for my hat and stick

;

but the design, as it were the projection and contour of a supper

in the acacia-grove, had already been sketched by Thiennette.

I declared that I would stay till evening, in case the young
mother went out with us to the proposed meal .... and truly

the Biographer at length got his way, all doctors' regulations

notwithstanding.

I then constrained the Parson to put on his Krautermiitze,"^

or Herb-cap, which he had stitched together out of simples for

the strengthening of his memory ; "Would to Heaven," said I,

"that Princes instead of their Princely Hats, Doctors and Car-

dinals instead of theirs, and Saints instead of martyr-crowns,

would clap such memory-bonnets on their heads !"—Thereupon,

till the roasting and cooking within doors were over, we marched
out alone over the parsonage meadows, and talked of learned

matters, we packed ourselves into the ruined Robber-Castle, on

which my gossip, as already mentioned, has a literary work in

hand. I deeply approved, the rather as this Kidnapper-tower

had once belonged to an Aufhammer, his intention of dedicat-

ing the description to the Rittmeister : that nobleman, I think,

will sooner give his name to the Book than to the Shock. For

the rest, I exhorted my fellow-craftsman to pluck up literary

heart, and said to him : "A fearless pen, good gossip ! Let

Subrector Hans von Fiichslein be, if he like, the Dragon of the

Apocalypse, lying in wait for the delivery ot the fugitive Wo-
man, to swallow the offspring ; I am there too, and have my
friend the Editor oi the Litte^atujzeitung at my side, who will

gladly permit me to give an anticritique, on paying the inser-

tion-dues !"— I especially excited him to new fillings and return-

freights ot his Letter-Boxes. I have not taken oath that into

3" Thus defined by Adelung in his Lexicon :
" Krdittermuize, in Medi-

cine, a cap with various dried herbs sewed into it, and whicli is worn for all

mannrr of troubles in the head."

—

Ed.
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this biographical chest-of-drawers, I will not in the course of

time introduce another Box. " Neither to my godson, worthy

gossip, will it do any harm that he is presented, poor child,

even now to the reading public, when he does not count more
months than, as Horace will have it, a literary child should

count years, namely, nine."

In walking homewards, I praised his wife. " If marriage,"

said I to him, "is the madder, which in maids, as in cotton,

makes the colours visible, then I contend, that Thiennette, when
a maid, could scarcely be so good as she is now when a wife.

By Heaven ! in such a marriage, I should write Books of quite

another sort, divine ones ; in a marriage, I mean, where beside

the writing-table (as beside the great voting-table at the Regens-

burg Diets, there are little tables of confectionery) ; where in

like manner, I say, a little jar of marmalade were standing by

me, namely, a sweetened, dainty, lovely face, and out of mea-

sure fond ol the Letter-Box-writer, gossip ! Your marriage will

resemble the Acacia-grove we are now going to, the leaves of

which grow thicker with the heat of summer, while other shrubs

are yielding only shrunk and porous shade."

As we entered through the upper garden-door into this same
bower, the supper and the good mistress were already there.

Nothing is more pure and tender than the respect with which

a wife treats the benefactor or comrade of her husband : and
happily the Biographer himself was this comrade, and the object

of this respect. Our talk was cheerful, but my spirit was op-

pressed. The fetters, which bind the mere reader to my heroes,

were in my case of triple force ; as I was at once their guest

and their portrait-painter. I told the Parson that he would
live to a greater age than I, for that his temperate temperament
was balanced as if by a doctor so equally between the nervous-

ness of refinement, and the hot thick-bloodedness of the rustic.

Fixlein said that if he lived but as long as he had done, namely,

two-and-thirty years, it would amount, exclusive of the leap-

year-days, to 280,320 seconds, which in itseli was something

considerable ; and that he often reckoned up with satisfaction

the many thousand persons of his own age that would have a

life equally long.

At last I tried to get in motion ; for the red lights of the
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falling sun were mounting up over the grove, and dipping us

still deeper in the shadows of night : the young mother had
grown chill in the evening dew. In confused mood, I invited

the Parson to visit me soon in the city, where I would show
him not only all the chambers of the Palace, but the Prince

himself. Gladder there was nothing this day on our old world

than the face to which I said so ; and than the other one which

was the mild reflexion of the former.—For the Biographer it

would have been too hard, if now in that minute, when his

fancy, like mirror-telescopes, was representing every object in

a tremulous form, he had been obliged to cut and run ; if, I

will say, it had not occurred to him that to the young mother
it could do little harm (but much good), were she to take a

short walk, and assist in escorting the Author and architect of

the present Letter-Box out of the garden to his road.

In short, I took this couple one in each hand, instead of

under each arm, and moved with them through the garden to

the Flachsenfingen highway. I often abruptly turned round

my head between them, as if I had heard some one coming
after us ; but in reality I only meant once more, though mourn-

fully, to look back into the happy hamlet, whose houses were

all dwellings of contented still Sabbath-joy, and which is happy

enough, though over its wide-parted pavement-stones there

passes every week but one barber, every holiday but one dresser

of hair, and every year but one hawker of parasols. Then truly

I had again to turn round my head, and look at the happy

pair beside me. My otherwise affectionate gossip could not

rightly suit himself to these tokens of sorrow : but in thy heart,

thou good, so oft afflicted sex, every mourning-bell soon finds

its unison ; and Thiennette, ennobled with the thin trembling

resonance of a reverberating soul, gave me back all my tones

with the beauties of an echo. At last we reached the

boundary, over which Thiennette could not be allowed to walk

;

and now must I part from my gossip, with whom I had talked

so gaily every morning (each of us from his bed), and from the

still circuit of modest hope where he dwelt, and return once

more to the rioting, fermenting Court-sphere, where men in

bull-beggar tone demand from Fate a root Oi Life-Licorice, thick

as the arm, like the botanical one on the Wolga, not so much
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that they may chew the sweet beam themselves, as fell others

to earth with it.

As I thought to myself that I would say, Farewell ! to them,

all the coming plagues, all the corpses, and all the marred
wishes of this good pair, arose before my heart ; and I remem-
bered that httle save the falling asleep of joy-flowers would
mark the current of their Life-day, as it does of mine and of

every one's.—And yet is it fairer, if they measure their years

not by the Water-clock of falling tears, but by the Flower-clock'^

of asleep-going flowers, whose bells in our short-lived garden

are sinking together before us from hour to hour.

—

I would even now—for I still recollect how I hung with

streaming eyes over these two loved ones, as over their corpses

—address myself, and say : Far too soft, yean Paul, whose
chalk still sketches the models of Nature on a ground of Me-
lancholy ; hardeif thy heart like thy frame, and waste not thy-

self and others by such thoughts. Yet why should I do it,

why should I not confess directly what, in the softest emotion,

I said to these two beings ? " May all go right with you, ye

mild beings," I said, for I no longer thought of courtesies,

" may the arm of Providence bear gently your lacerated hearts,

and the good Father, above all these suns which are now look-

ing down on us, keep you ever united, and exalt you still un-

divided to his bosom and his lips !"—"Be you too right happy
and glad !" said Thiennette.— " And to you, Thiennette," con-

tinued I, "Ah ! to your pale cheeks, to your oppressed heart,

to your long cold maltreated youth, I can never, never wish
enough. No ! But all that can soothe a wounded soul, that

can please a pure one, that can still the hidden sigh-^0, all

that you deserve—may this be given you ; and when you see

me again, then say to me, ' I am now much happier !'
"

We were all of us too deeply moved. We at last tore our-

selves asunder from repeated embraces ; my friend retired with

the soul whom he loves ;— I remained alone behind him with

the Night.

And I walked without aim through woods, through valleys,

and over brooks, and through sleeping villages, to enjoy the

^ Linn6 formed in Upsal a flower-clock, the flowers of which, by their
different times of falling asleep, indicated the hours 01 the day.
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great Night like a Day. I walked, and still looked like the

magnet, to the region of midnight, to strengthen my heart at

the gleaming twilight, at this upstretching Aurora of a morning
beneath our feet. White night-butterflies flitted, white blos-

soms fluttered, white stars fell, and the white snow-powder
hung silvery in the high Shadow of the Earth, which reaches

beyond the Moon, and which is our Night. Then began the

Eolian Harp of the Creation to tremble and to sound, blown
on from above, and my immortal soul was a string in this

Harp.—The heart of a brother everlasting Man swelled under

the everlasting Heaven, as the seas swell under the Sun and
under the Moon.—The distant village-clocks struck midnight,

mingling, as it were, with the ever-pealing tone of ancient

Eternity.—The limbs of my buried ones touched cold on my
soul, and drove away its blots, as dead hands heal eruptions of

the skin.— I walked silently through little hamlets, and close by
their outer churchyards, where crumbled upcast coffin-boards

were glimmering, while the once bright eyes that had laid in

them were mouldered into gray ashes.—Cold thought ! clutch

not like a cold spectre at my heart : I look up to the starry

sky, and an everlasting chain stretches thither, and over and
below ; and all is Life, and Warmth, and Light, and all is god-

like or God
Towards morning I descried thy late lights, little city ot

my dwelling, which I belong to on this side the grave ; I re-

turned to the Earth ; and in thy steeples, behind the by-ad-

vanced great Midnight, it struck half-past two ; about this

hour, in 1794, Mars went down in the west, and the Moon
rose in the east ; and my soul desired, in grief for the noble

warlike blood which is still streaming on the blossoms of

Spring: "Ah retire, bloody War, like red Mars; and thou,

still Peace, come forth like the mild divided Moon I"

—

THE END.

Richard Clay (Sf Seiits, Liutiieei, London and Bungay.
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